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CONFESSING TO CROSSDRESSING

Dan has everything he’s ever wanted out of life—a good job, a nice home, and a wife he’s madly in love with.

At least, until he comes home one day to his wife accusing him of cheating and finds the secret he’s been keeping ever since they first met threatening to spill out and bring it all crashing down around him.

He’s convinced his life - his marriage - everything is over as he finally admits the truth to his wife. Instead, he gets a response he definitely didn’t expect, as his wife steps in to take control—in a BIG way.


Chapter One

I know the moment I walk in the door that something is wrong.

The house is still and silent. No mouth-watering scents wafting from the kitchen. No corny eighties love songs playing in the background. No distracted greeting from my wife as I shut the door behind me.

“Hello?” I call out as I drop my briefcase in the hall and start walking through the house. “Amanda, are you here?”

By the time I push open the door to the living room, there’s a creeping dread running through my blood - even as I try to tell myself she’s just gone out to the store. Never mind that any other time she would’ve called me on the way home to pick up whatever she’s missing.

“Aman—” I stop calling out the moment I see her sitting there. “Amanda?”

I pause in the open doorway - and then finally notice the way her body is bowed toward her knees, bare feet planted firmly on the floor and hands clenched as she rocks slightly, her beautiful face red and streaked with tears as her rich, brown curls fall over her shoulders.

“Amanda, sweetie, what’s wrong?” I move closer immediately, my heart rising up into my throat at seeing her there like that. So upset. So distraught. “What’s—”

Her head swivels over toward me immediately and as her voice whips out, I belatedly realize that not all of the tension in her body is from upset. A good deal of it is anger.

“What are these?!”

She holds out a pair of panties - red, flimsy panties with a cute white lace - and just like that, my whole world stops.

I freeze up, staring at them as it feels like my life - our wonderful life together - passes in front of my eyes in a moment.

Oh no. Oh god no. Please. Don’t say—

“I knew it!” She says, her usually sweet voice bitter and harsh as her deep emerald eyes harden into chips. “They’re not mine, Dan. I’ve never once seen them before, until I found them in the closet this afternoon. And I would never wear something so—so—slutty.”

“Amanda, please…”

I don’t even know what I’m trying to say. I just can’t bear to see my marriage to the woman I love more than life itself go down in flames. I can’t look at her - can’t face how she’ll see me now that she knows my secret. The only thing I’ve ever kept from her.

“Who is she? Why? How, Dan? How could you do that to me—to us?! What—what—I thought—I thought we were—who is she?!”

Amanda is on her feet now, glaring at me and in my shock I actually look up to see the pain and fury in her glinting green eyes.

“Wait, what—” I barely get a chance to finish the thought.

“How could you cheat on me?!”

“No—wait—I’m not. Amanda, I would never—”

“Yeah, yeah, of course you’re not. That’s what they all say, isn’t it? I thought I could trust you, Dan, I never thought you—” Her eyes flick back to the panties clutched in her hand, the tips of her fingers white with how hard she’s holding onto them.

“I didn’t.” I say, before I’ve thought it through. “Amanda, I promise, I—”

“Oh yeah?” She gives me a derisive look, anger making her harsh. “Explain these then.”

I look down at the panties again, barely able to face them. Not here. Not like this. They were never meant for this part of my life - my normal life, with my wife.

“I—”

I start. Then stop, as the magnitude of it all catches up to me. There’s a reason I’ve never mentioned this before. There was no way I ever could.

And right now, she thinks I cheated on her.

Is that really worse than the truth?

Either way, she’s going to despise me and it’s the end of these last ten mostly happy years together, but if I don’t tell her…well, then she won’t know this. I’ll still be the man she always thought I was. Okay, maybe a less respectable or trust-worthy one, but I’ll be recognizable at least.

Cheating is an asshole move, but…it’s pretty common, I guess…whereas what I’ve been hiding from her, not so much.

“Yeah, that’s what I thought.” She interrupts before I can work out what I was going to say. What the hell I’m going to do.

It’s the devastated look on her face that decides me, though. The ghost of all the questions that will torment her if she really ends up believing that I could actually cheat on her. Something I could never do, would have never even thought about doing.

“No, I—it’s just that—” I swallow, take a deep breath. “I’m not cheating on you Amanda. I love you - so much more than I could ever show you. I always have. There’s no one who could compare to you—no one.”

“Stop it!” She grinds out, fists clenching again as she glares at me. “Stop saying—”

“It’s true.”

“Except for whoever these belong to—”

“They’re mine.”

I finally say it, the words tumbling out of me as she gestures with the panties again. The panties I can’t bear to look at. I can’t bear to look at her either.

“They’re not someone else’s. I’m not cheating on you, Amanda. They’re…they’re mine.”

I swallow hard, refusing to meet her gaze, more uncomfortable with the sudden silence than with all her anger and upset.

“What?”

“They’re mine. I…I wear them…sometimes.”

I really don’t want to have to explain this to her. I don’t want her to know anything about it. I don’t want to see the look in her eyes after she knows.

I can’t meet her eyes, but I can see her looking back at the panties - between them and me, obvious confusion on her face.

“Yours?”

I shrug, unable to say anything else, but then her face twists into irritation.

“Well, of all the random excuses you could have come up with, Dan, that has got to be the strangest thing you could have said. Don’t bother. I don’t want to hear it.”

She flings the panties onto the floor and stands up - and for a moment I just stare at her.

She…doesn’t believe me?

I’ve just confessed the one thing I’ve kept hidden from her all these years - the one thing I thought I’d never say - and she just…

“You…don’t believe me?”

She gives me a scathing look. “Don’t be ridiculous, Dan, why would I think you own a pair of panties? God, I’d rather you just tell me the truth than make shit up, but I guess you can’t even do that for me. Is this really what our marriage was all along - just some sham?”

There are tears in her eyes as she looks at me, and the hurt expression under all the anger is close to breaking my heart. I don’t want her to believe that of me. I don’t. I almost feel close to tears myself.

“No, Amanda…I’m not…I’m not lying.”

I don’t know what to say. That was the truth. But it’s not like telling her that is going to make a difference if she doesn’t believe me…and I can see from her expression that she doesn’t, and that everything I’m saying is just making it worse.

“I’ll…I’ll show you.”

I say it before I can think about what that will mean. I’m committed now. I’ve told her my deepest secret - how much worse could it be to show her?

At least then she’ll believe me. At least then she’ll understand I could never cheat on her.

Even if I have to deal with the overwhelming humiliation of her actually seeing me like that.


Chapter Two

I grab the panties from the floor and her irritation obviously redoubles.

“Dan, if you’re going to try and fit into those in some stupid attempt to prove this to me, I’m not interested. This is getting ridiculous—”

“No, I’m not—just wait down here, alright? Just wait for me.”

She gives me a highly sceptical look and doesn’t promise me anything of the sort, but I head for the stairs anyway, hoping she won’t follow. I’m not sure I could do this if she’s actually watching me.

At least it seems to be enough of a distraction that the intensity of her anger and upset seems to have shifted - if only to wonder what on earth I’m trying to do.

I’m not quite sure I know myself.

This isn’t something I ever would have considered doing before now - hell, even if you’d asked me about this exact circumstance, I’m not sure I’d have told you I’d do this.

I’m not entirely convinced I can go through with it now, either.

By the time I get up to our bedroom, my hands are shaking, but I force myself to take deep breaths and put the panties down on the bed - gently, a lot more so than Amanda was handling them. Even now, even after everything they’ve just caused me - the inevitable breakdown of my marriage, the unbearable humiliation of what I’m about to do - I can’t treat them any other way.

It might be stupid, even laughable, how important they are to me. But there’s no denying that they are.

I can see the discarded laundry basket to the side of the room, and I guess Amanda found them doing some deep-clean of the closet. I never should have been so careless. I didn’t think I was. It’s been years…I’ve gotten away with this for years…I never would have thought it would all suddenly come to light now.

I ignore that as best I can and slowly strip out of my work clothes. Despite the circumstances of it all, I can feel the familiar tingle along my skin at the idea of getting into women’s clothes. I figured the thrill would be all dried up right now, replaced with something closer to dread at the thought of what Amanda will see, but even though the dread and fear is definitely there…that damned thrill is as well.

If I didn’t know how stupid it was, I’d even think the idea of revealing this side of myself might be adding to it. I won’t deny I’ve fantasised about it enough times - Amanda coming in while I’m dressed up, or shyly telling her I had something to show her, letting her in on this secret part of me. But of course, the fantasy always goes the way I want it.

I don’t have any doubts about the chances of that happening in reality.

Even so, when I open the closet door to choose my outfit, my mind is racing and buzzing with thoughts of what I could wear. There’s something about being here, doing this, that changes something.

Here, in private, it’s easy to ignore that Amanda is waiting downstairs for my inevitable humiliation.

It’s easy to just think about having another chance to do the thing I’ve spent years sneaking opportunities for.

I look through the different outfits available, picturing the way I know I look in all of them, the images of more sessions than I can count floating through my head. It’s stupid trying to consider which one might look best - most real, most genuine - or which might feel best. When it comes to showing Amanda, I’m not even sure which would be better - looking more passable or less.

I get another moment of guilt and anxiety as I consider that I’m also making these selections out of her clothes. I have no idea what she’s going to think when she realizes what I’ve been doing all these years, but she’s definitely not going to appreciate it. I don’t have a choice though. I might have managed to work up the nerve to buy myself some panties - from some anonymous store online - but there’s no way it ever would have been possible to get and hide a whole outfit of my own.

I’ve just been lucky that my wife is naturally a very sexy woman, and inherently talented when it comes to fashion choices. The selections she’s left me with have been amazing, there’s no doubt about that.

But I’m not sure I really want to look sexy - or my idea of sexy, anyway, I doubt she’ll see it that way - when I’m revealing all this to Amanda.

I have no idea how I want to look. Just like I have no idea what to say, or how to deal with this whole situation. It’s been the sort of thing I’ve had nightmares about from time to time, and a sudden anxiety that seizes me every now and then, but despite all that, I’ve never come up with any idea that might make it any better.

I’m not sure there is one.

Trying to push all that aside, I finally pull out one of the tight, professional pencil skirts that Amanda often wears to work. When she pairs this with a crisp white blouse it always has me drooling and reluctant to let her leave in the morning, so it was one of the first things I tried to recreate for myself.

I’m lucky that our figures are quite similar, really. Where she’s slender and trim, I’m probably a little too skinny for a guy - and I never had much luck in the height area, either. Sure, she’s got curves I can’t match, but I try to replicate those as best I can.

Taking a deep breath and not knowing how long I can keep her waiting downstairs, I put the outfit together faster than I usually do. No time right now to stop and enjoy the sensation of the panties running up my legs, or the slow, sensual glide of thick stockings that will cover the hairs on my legs. I’ve never quite dared to shave them - not except for that one time Amanda went on a girls’ week away with her friends, and then it was a delicious-and-terrifying week of enjoying the feel of it while panicking over whether it was all going to grow back in time.

Amanda always complains about how quickly hair regrows, but I think that gave me a false sense of confidence - it’s not quite the same when you need it to regrow.

Still, the thick winter stockings cover it well enough, even if they don’t have quite the delicious feel of the glossy shiny ones I love against bare legs. I’ve helped glide them over Amanda’s legs a couple of times, even though she doesn’t need the help, when I’ve managed to work up the courage to convince myself the suggestion isn’t too strange.

Then I get one of her bras out from the drawer she keeps them in - and this one I can’t quite resist, the red lace matching the panties I bought beautifully. It’s hard to do this without wanting to feel at least a little sexy, you know?

I set it over my chest and walk into our ensuite to get a few tissues to stuff them with. I’ve never gone too far with that - I don’t really like the mismatched look it can give them sometimes - but it helps to feel like I have something on my chest. And with half of Amanda’s outfits, it’s almost a requirement.

I take the white blouse next, the bigger one that’s often available because Amanda only wears it when she giggles about the risk of having a ‘fat day’ - usually when it’s someone’s birthday or there’s a leaving do or she’s going out with some of the guys on her team. That, or when all her other favourite options are being washed.

It’s wide enough to go over my shoulders and though it doesn’t have the nice tapering effect at the waist that the other one gives, I can fold it a little when I put the skirt on and it still looks really good. Or at least, I think so.

I find the skirt next and have to do a little wiggle to get into it - but I love that too. It always gets me in the mood, making me feel like a girl as I copy the thing I see Amanda do sometimes when something is particularly tight fitting.

The moment I get it up over my hips, wrapped tightly around my upper legs, I feel the immediate pressure of my cock pressing up against it.

Sure, this is a good moment for that.

I grumble to it, trying to think unsexy thoughts so that it calms down, but I can’t help it - it always does this. There’s something about the tight feeling of women’s clothes that I love. Guys’ clothes aren’t like that. Even the skinny fitting ones or the tank tops designed to show off your muscles…not that that would ever work for me…none of them give the same sensation or look of being wrapped in tight, well-fitting sexy clothes.

Of course, guys’ clothes have never been particularly sexy. If anyone even thinks about putting together an outfit to go out, it’s usually only to try and find a slightly different blue shirt from the one that everyone else is wearing. It’s boring and there’s nothing to it compared to all the options girls get.

To say I’ve always been slightly jealous is a bit of an understatement. Trying all these things on makes up for it a little bit, but it’s not the same.

I shift, moving slightly in the skirt and blouse to loosen them and make them flow a little more naturally - and of course, that only excites my insistent cock all the more. Maybe that’s part of the reason guys don’t wear tight skirts. Having that sweet friction against my crotch as I move…yeah…that’s definitely something to keep for the privacy of this bedroom.

I look down at it with a frown, hoping it’s not as obvious to look at as it feels. Maybe the pencil skirt was a bad idea—

“Dan, what are you doing up there?!” Amanda’s voice calls from downstairs, and I jump. “I can’t believe you just walked out in the middle of our conversation about—”

“Just a minute!” I call back, feeling alarmed. “I’ll be down in a minute.”

Pencil skirt it is.

I tuck the blouse in and look at myself in the full-length mirror, biting my lip. Usually by this point I’d be feeling great about it all, but…well…this is different.

I’ve still got the buzz from looking at myself and seeing a woman, and I twist and turn a little to check out my ass in the skirt. I might not have the chest, but I love clothes that make my ass look good like this. I just try not to think about how Amanda might react to see me looking good as a woman.

I take a deep breath, considering, before eventually rooting around in the back of the closet for the wig I know is there. It’s actually Amanda’s, not mine, from a fancy dress event years ago - or I never would have dared hide it there. I’m surprised she hasn’t tried to throw it out already, but I imagine she’s barely noticed it amongst all the things we never wear at the back.

It’s a cheap thing and it doesn’t look great, the black locks seeming more plastic-y than anything, but there’s something about having long hair that just changes so much. That’s what makes my brain jump to ‘woman’ from the initial glance. Maybe it’s not the same for anyone else, but I can’t help it.

I settle it over my head and despite everything else, can’t help the small smile. It goes perfectly with the professional blouse-and-pencil-skirt look I’ve got going on, even giving me a hint of sharpness that I’ve probably never had in my normal life.

I glance over at Amanda’s make-up table, hesitating. I don’t have long, certainly not long enough to do a good job, but…

Cursing to myself, I can’t resist. I walk over anyway and even though it’s far more rushed than I’d like, quickly apply a little eye-liner, mascara and lipstick. I don’t have time for all the base layers that work so well to start making me look like a pretty woman instead of just a woman, but it’s enough that with a quick look, you wouldn’t recognize me as Dan at all.

And I’m pretty sure the fact that I know how to put on any makeup at all is the one thing that might really convince her I’m telling the truth. Some part of her could probably insist on thinking I just came up here and haphazardly put on some of her clothes - but the makeup? What guy who hadn’t done this before would be able to neatly apply eyeliner?

I rush toward the door, distracted by the time pressure…before freezing entirely as I catch a passing glimpse of myself in the mirror.

Oh my god.

The enormity of what I’m about to do hits me hard, totally overwhelming me.

Can I? Oh god, what will happen if Amanda sees me like this?

What will I say?

How will I explain?

“Dan, forget this, I’m coming up!”

The irate voice comes from the top of the stairs and I almost jump out of my skin.

“No—wait—I—”

It’s too late. The door slams open before I have a chance to consider whether or not I really want to do this - and then Amanda is left standing there. Staring at me.

Whatever she’d been about to say disappears as her open mouth snaps closed - then open again. I watch her eyes widen, but can’t keep my gaze on her face for long enough to see her reaction.

Oh my god, oh my god. Oh fuck. Oh, what have I done? Why couldn’t I have let her believe I was cheating on her?

“I—I, ah…This is…” I stammer, before realizing I’ve inadvertently slipped into my girly voice. It’s almost automatic now, when I’m in these clothes I just feel a certain way. I cough, trying to cover it, and despite how weird it feels to do it, continue in the way I normally talk. “I…this is…this is what I meant. Sometimes I like to…do this. That’s all the panties were about. I’m not cheating on you.”

Somehow, I get the feeling the cheating issue has taken a backseat.

Amanda just stares at me for the longest moment, clutching the door as she holds it open. Embarrassment rushes through me, twisting my stomach and making my face flush totally red.

Why did I do this? What on earth was I thinking? How could this possibly help anything?

“I…”

For the first time, she’s the one who doesn’t seem to know what to say. A quick glance at her face shows me how white it is and my heart is beating at a mile-a-minute pace in my chest. The idea of the person I love the most knowing this about me…thinking all the things she must be thinking…it tears at something deep inside me.

“Is that…my skirt?” She finally gets out, and I get a renewed rush of humiliation and self-loathing.

“Um…yes.”

I don’t know what else I can say. This must be the worst thing to confess to in the world.

She looks at me again, up and down, and I can see the disbelief written all over her face…and what’s even worse, the betrayal is still there too. The hurt. Now it’s just mixed with confusion, too.

“I…I don’t know what…I—I can’t do this right now.”

She takes a step back, shaking her head.

“I’m sorry—I need some time.”

Then she’s gone, disappearing down the stairs - and a moment later I hear the front door shut.

The twisted knot in my stomach wonders whether it’s for the last time, too. Whether she’ll ever come back.

I sink down onto the bed, my head buried in my hands, the wig curling around my face. Part of me wants to rip it off, but I don’t. The tears slip down my cheeks, slowly at first, but the feeling builds until I start sobbing properly - in a way I’d never do if I wasn’t dressed like this. Right now, though, giving into the impulse to sob like a heartbroken teenage girl seems about right.

This is the end of my marriage.


Chapter Three

Over the next few days, that becomes increasingly obvious.

My marriage is over. The woman I love despises me.

Amanda doesn’t come back that evening - and when she returns home from work the next day, she doesn’t say anything. The silence between us only grows and I watch the breakdown of everything that mattered to me in this world.

Amanda. My wife. The wife I was so damn lucky to have. The woman who was so far out of my league as to be unreachable. And now…well now, she finally realises that.

I spend hours asking myself why I ever risked it - why I ever acted on those stupid impulses, how it could ever be worth what we have together - but I don’t get any answers.

I try to ask her how she is, or what’s going on, a couple of times but all I get is a terse response that she’s not ready to talk yet.

I hold onto that ‘yet’, all the while dreading the moment she’s finally ready to tell me that we’re over.

When I get home from work the following Friday night to find her sitting on the couch with a few papers in her hands, waiting for me, I know she’s finally ready. The tense silence between us is about to be broken.

The moment I see the papers, my heart drops, my mind skipping ahead to thoughts of divorce papers, of lawyers, of her spending the whole week working everything out…while I was numbly going through the motions, my only thought one of despair.

“Dan.” Her voice is softer than I expect, and it makes me wince automatically. This is it. This is her trying to be nice about what she’s about to say. “Can we talk?”

No.

I think instinctively. Maybe if we never talk, this will never happen.

But that’s not what I say. Of course.

I just nod, coming to sit down on the other end of the couch. I don’t try to move close to her - I don’t know whether I could handle the rejection right now.

“Okay.” My voice is hoarse, but at least it doesn’t crack.

“I’ve…well…last week…” She swallows, her eyes darting away from me before coming back again. “I never knew…last week…well, it was a shock.”

I blink.

We have to talk about it? Really? Can’t we just skip to the part where you leave, without all the humiliating detail of why?

I shake my head. “We don’t…we don’t have to talk about it, Amanda.”

“I want to.” She says firmly, in that tone of voice that has always won out in the past, and my heart drops.

“Is there…is there really anything to talk about?” I finally ask.

She just stares at me, one hand clutching the paper she’s holding harder.

“Dan…I found out last week that you like dressing up as a woman. How is that not something to talk about?”

I wince, looking off to the side so I don’t have to meet her eyes - or the accusation there.

“There’s this whole part of you I know nothing about.” She continues emphatically, some of the hurt from last week coming back into her voice. “All these secrets…I don’t want them anymore. None of it.”

“But…”

“I want to understand, Dan.” She interrupts, her voice firm, and I blink in surprise.

“You…what?”

“I want to know what’s going on - what has been going on, and how long for, and why and…and all of it. I don’t want you to keep any of this from me anymore.”

Anymore.

The word strikes me strangely. It’s as if…

“I’ve been looking it up, but I’m not sure I really understand. There are so many different things on the internet and…well…I don’t know…”

That’s enough for my eyes to jump up to hers, my own shock running through me.

“I don’t know exactly what it’s about…for you…what you…what it…”

Now that I’m finally looking at her, I can see the slight fear in her eyes - the anxiety there. And I have to fight not to groan at the idea of her looking this up on the internet. I’ve spent enough time doing just that to know some of what she might have read - or seen.

“It’s nothing like all the stuff on the internet.” I say quickly, even though that’s not entirely true.

It’s at least like some of it, but I don’t want her to have those images in her head while she’s talking to me. I don’t want her to think I’m like that. Even for me, half of it is kind of creepy and weird.

I can’t even believe we’re having this conversation. I’m shocked enough that this isn’t an ‘I’m leaving you’ conversation - or it isn’t yet, anyway - I can’t work out what it actually is about. I’m not sure whether I really do want her to understand this, either. If she hasn’t decided to leave me yet, she might by the end of that conversation.

“Do you want to be a woman, Dan?” She finally comes out with it, and I can see what it’s cost her to ask.

“No.” I say firmly, shaking my head. It’s the one thing I’ve actually thought about enough to have a definite answer. “No, that’s not…that’s not what this is.”

“Well, what is it then?”

I close my eyes for a moment. I don’t know how to explain it. I’ve never had to - I’m not even sure I really know myself.

“I don’t know. It’s just…it’s just something I like doing. Something that I’ve always done. I like…I like the way women’s clothes feel, sometimes. I like being someone else…or, not someone else, but…a different part of me. I don’t know. It’s stupid.” I shake my head, wanting to reach for her hand but not quite daring to. “Amanda, really, I’m sorry. It doesn’t matter. If you—if you’re not going to—none of that is worth any of this. If you can forget it ever happened, I’ll never do it again, okay? I just…all I want is for this to work out. You’re the only thing that matters to me.”

“I don’t want to forget about it.” She shakes her head emphatically, frowning, and my heart sinks. “If this is something you’ve always done, something you do, well then…I want to know about it. I want to understand.”

I shake my head in return, frustrated. “What is there to understand?”

“All of you! Who you are!” She bursts out. “Dan, I thought I knew you. And now I’ve found out there’s this thing you’ve been doing for all of our marriage…all of our relationship…that’s totally alien to me. I can’t just—can’t just—forget that.”

My heart sinks even further. Of course she can’t. There’s no way what she saw hasn’t changed her whole view of me. How can we possibly survive that?

“Why didn’t you tell me?” She finally asks, and even as I stare at her in shock, I can hear the hurt there.

“What?”

“I didn’t think we had any secrets, Dan.”

“I…how could I tell you that, Amanda? It’s not—it’s not something I’m proud of. I didn’t want you to think—to think—” To think what you’re thinking now. “—I didn’t want you to see me that way.” I finish with instead.

“Why not?”

I look at her, totally confused. “Because it’s not…not…”

Not who you think I am. Not the person I’ve always claimed to be. Not attractive or appealing or…or…anything.

“I don’t understand.” I finally say.

How can she think I could just tell her any of it.

She lets out a long breath in exasperation, leaning back against the couch.

“I don’t either, but I’m trying, Dan.” She closes her eyes for a moment and when she finally opens them, leans forward to look at me. “Dan, do you promise me this thing you do - dressing up as a woman - it’s the only thing I don’t know about? There’s nothing else?”

I nod slowly, wondering what on earth is going on here.

“And you don’t want to be a woman? To…to get a sex change and all of that? You just want to…to dress up as one sometimes?”

“No, I just want you. I just want what we have together, this marriage. I want us to be okay. Can we just forget about it, Amanda, please? I won’t do it again.”

“No.” She shakes her head slowly, and the fragile hope that’s been drifting in and out during this conversation dies. “That’s not what I’m saying. I don’t want you to stop doing it if…if it’s what you want. I just…I want to understand better.”

I frown. None of that sounds like splitting up.

Then she reaches forward, squeezing my hand in what I think might be the first physical contact between us since that night. It startles me, but I immediately squeeze back. I’ve missed feeling close to her so much.

“Look, I’ve been thinking. I love you, Dan, or at least I think I do - but I’m scared I don’t know who you are anymore. The fact you’ve been doing this for so long, it makes me wonder…well, all sorts of things, really. It makes me afraid. I want what we have together, too, but I don’t want any more secrets. If this is something you do…I want to know about it.”

I look at her, actually meeting her eyes, as I try to understand what she’s saying.

“You never told me about it and…well, okay, maybe I get why, but I wish you had anyway. I don’t want to split up over this or throw away everything we have together, but…I need to know if it’s something I can wrap my head around, okay?”

I nod. That’s what all this comes down to, after all. But as much as I think I’m following what she’s saying, her next question takes me completely by surprise.

“So…will you…will you show me again?”

“Show you what?” I ask, frowning.

She swallows. “Will you do…it…the dressing up…again?”

“Wha—why?”

“So I can see it - but without the shock I had last time. So I can start to work things out, for myself.”

“I don’t think—are you sure, Amanda?”

I close my eyes. The last thing I want is to go through that humiliation again. It was hard enough seeing the look on her face the first time. Now that she’s had a chance to think about it…it’s going to be even worse.

She squeezes my hand again.

“I want to give this a chance, Dan. I want to find a way for this to work between us, but without it all being some unspoken secret. You say it’s a different part of you. When I married you, I married all of you. I want to know this part too.”

I look at her, feeling totally unsure. What she’s saying is totally unexpected - and I know there’s a part of me that should be grateful that she ‘wants to know this part of me’ - but still, all I can see is this going wrong.

“Um…okay.” I finally say.

It’s not like I have another choice - if this is what she thinks she needs, I guess I am going to have to go through it all again. It’s better than her immediately deciding she can’t live with it, but I wish…I don’t know what I wish. That this had never happened. That she’d never found out.

Even seeing her try to deal with it, seeing her struggling right now, it just makes me feel guilty that she has to deal with it.

She gives me an encouraging smile and I think I feel more shy than I can ever remember as we walk up to the bedroom together.

I expect her to stay downstairs, or wait for me, and when I realise she’s going to come right into the bedroom and watch, I feel even more shy.

She sits down on the bed and looks at me expectantly, and I can’t help the heat that rises to my face.

Oh my god.

I’ve never even thought about getting dressed in front of someone before…let alone Amanda.

I mean, I might have had the occasional fantasy about being around other people when I was already dressed, but the transformation? Isn’t that just an awkward thing to see?

“Are you okay, Dan?” She asks gently, and I’m not sure when she became the one who was comfortable out of the two of us. Or maybe she always was - I mean, she was the one who initiated this conversation, who knew exactly what she was going to say and ask for…

“I, um…I don’t know what to do.” I look over to the closet, uncertain.

“Just do what you usually do.”

That’s easier said than done.

I glance over my shoulder at her as I open the closet, getting embarrassed all over again as I realise that this always involves Amanda’s clothes, and I have no idea what she thinks of that. I don’t want her thinking I’m doing something…indecent with them or anything. Even though, I guess when it comes down to it, I pretty much have been.

“Is there…um…anything you wanted me to…um…wear?” I finally ask, trying and failing not to stammer about it.

She shakes her head. “I don’t mind.”

I figure that’s the closest I’m going to come to getting ‘I don’t mind you wearing my clothes’ so I turn back to the closet and try to summon my usual mindset when I’m about to get dressed up. Since the other day, it’s a lot harder, as the part of me that feels ashamed and awkward about it is bigger than ever, but I do my best to ignore that as I consider what I’m going to wear.

I look at the panties I threw back under a pile of clothes after discarding them last time, but I obviously haven’t washed them and…well, it’s stupid, but Amanda already saw them. I know it’s the girly-dressing-up part of me that objects to letting someone see the same outfit twice, but…well…that’s what Amanda claimed she wanted to know more about.

So I find the only other panties that I’ve bought myself - relieved that I have another set, because even after everything she’s said, I’m not sure I could face Amanda wearing her panties, even though I’ve done that privately sometimes.

Picking them up, I walk back to the bed and set them down the way I would usually, some part of me still shying away from the fact that Amanda is right there. She notices them immediately, too, raising one eyebrow at me.

“I haven’t seen those before either. How many do you have?”

The heat on my face feels like it redoubles. “Just…just these two.”

My voice is already going softer and I have to remind myself that regardless of what I’m about to do, letting myself slip into my full girly persona is a bad idea.

She nods and I turn back to the closet just so that I don’t start trying to read her expression.

I consider the pencil skirt again for a few moments, but however ridiculous it is, the desire to show her something different is still there and my mind falls back to one of my favourites - a sexy little black dress that always drives me crazy when Amanda wears it. Enough that I usually come away from those evenings wanting to wear it for myself soon after.

She did want to see what I usually do…

Despite everything, I get a small thrill at how sexy that dress looks too. Last time, I know I looked kind of sexy, but that’s not what the clothes were for - they were mostly professional. This one…well, there’s no doubt when Amanda goes out in it that she’s feeling hot. I love getting that same feeling from it.

Dresses are easy, too. Less to think about - just the accessories to play with.

I take it down before I can second-guess myself too much, laying it out on the bed beside the panties and feeling Amanda’s gaze as she follows my selections.

After that, it’s just the bra that I wore the other day - it’s one that I use quite often, as it matches both the panties - and those thick black stockings again. I hesitate for a moment over the glossy black ones that I sometimes wear with this outfit, but for some reason I feel even more subconscious about my hairy legs with Amanda here.

She’s not going to be thinking about your legs. She’s just going to be thinking—Stop it. Stop thinking about what she’s thinking, or you’ll never be able to do this.

I feel her eyes on me as I strip and then slowly start slipping into the clothes I’ve selected. I can’t help but do it slowly - this has always been something I’ve savoured, the sensation of the tight, pretty clothes and the gradual way the outfit comes together. Even with Amanda here, I still feel some of that.

I slide the panties up my legs, tucking myself into them. I’m at least slightly turned away from Amanda for that, but I still have the slow burn of embarrassment in my stomach as I do - and I’m more than aware of the way the panties slide up between my ass. I have no idea what kind of view she’s getting, but I try to tell myself that she’s my wife and I’ve been naked in front of her more times than I can count.

I’ve just never quite been like…this.

Then I take the stockings and sit down on the bed to roll them up my legs, something in me relaxing as the hair disappears beneath them and I get more into it. I can feel the panties and the stockings with every movement now, and that’s always given me a thrill I don’t get any other way.

Part of my mind hears Amanda’s voice again, her comments about how this is a part of me and she doesn’t want me to stop doing it. I don’t think that I really believe that fully, but for the first time since she found the panties, I start wondering about whether I really would be able to give this up as easily as I talked about earlier. There’s a reason I’ve been doing it for so long, after all, and I’ve never quite been able to let it go before.

I stand up again, and it’s easier to forget Amanda’s here with me now - she’s not saying anything, just watching - as I take the bra up from the bed and clip it around my chest. I have the age-old problem of not having a chest to fill it naturally, but I disappear to the bathroom and find some tissue that I stuff in a way that looks at least half-genuine, and actually works quite well under the high neckline of the dress.

Then I walk back into the room, slightly aware how strange I must look in this half-dressed way to Amanda, enough that I forfeit my usual routine of twisting around in the mirror and admiring the way the panties hold my cock and balls and disappear into my ass. There’s only so much embarrassment I can take right now.

I pick up the dress and slip it over my head, impressed as always how the tight material stretches well enough to get over my shoulders and then fits perfectly to my form. The hem comes down to mid-thigh and whenever I’ve worn this without stockings, the small slit at the end offers a tantalising glimpse of skin that I just love on Amanda.

It’s sleeveless and leaves my shoulders bare, the material rising in a diamond shape to a ring around my neck and leaving the top half of my back bare. This time I can’t resist looking in the mirror and I twist and turn, tugging until I’m sure it’s fit exactly how I like, with my bra, panties and stockings adjusted under it to get rid of any unsightly lines.

I give myself a small, satisfied smile as it comes together and then root around in the closet, looking for the belt I love with this outfit. Part of me even forgets that I’m doing this for Amanda as my mind skips forward to the accessories I want to wear this time.

I take the pale blue belt with the golden clasp and wrap it around my waist, before moving over to Amanda’s jewellery box and selecting the set of pale blue bangles I bought her a few years ago. I get another flash of embarrassment as I realise it’s probably obvious that I didn’t just buy them for her, but I hope she doesn’t remember much about it. I did get her other gifts as well, of course.

Then, on a whim, I take the golden heart necklace as well, putting it on as I sit down at the makeup table. This is usually the time I start humming to myself, or putting on cheesy pop music and all-girl bands, but I at least avoid doing any of that with Amanda here. I can’t deny feeling slightly lighter already though.

I mean, maybe she dumps me after this, but…it’s hard to feel too bad when I’m starting to look this good, right?

I try not to think about any of that too closely as I start applying the makeup, picking a lovely golden-sparkling eye shadow and mixing it into the eyeliner for an exotic, smoky effect. It doesn’t occur to me whether Amanda intended me to do all this too, or if she just wanted me to dress up. I’ve never done one without the other, so I do it without thinking.

This time, I take my time over it too, not rushing like I was last time. If I work hard, I can even out my skin and highlight my cheekbones in a way that makes so much difference when it comes to someone mistaking me for a woman. Or at least, I think so. I wouldn’t actually know - that’s not a theory I’ve tested.

When I’m done, I find the wig again as well and put it on, looking over myself in the mirror and getting the same thrill I usually do when I look and it really seems like a hot, sexy woman is looking back at me.

It’s a ‘you did it’ kind of feeling and maybe the satisfaction there doesn’t make much sense, but it still exists anyway.

Then I really can’t put it off anymore and I do have to turn to look at Amanda, unable to focus entirely on the dressing up anymore and suddenly nervous about what she thinks about all this. It’s her dress, after all, and…well…there’s a big difference between saying you want to see something and actually seeing it.

I just stand there for a moment, facing her without quite looking at her, and I can feel her gaze on me. I can also feel her surprise - I just don’t know which way it’s going to go.

She stands up, and the strange embarrassed-awkward-excited feeling in my stomach multiplies as she takes a step closer.

Oh my god. Now what?

I did it. What happens now?

“Well…”

I can’t tell the tone of her voice at all, but it doesn’t sound angry. Or disgusted. That’s something, right?

“I guess all of this explains some things.”

I glance up at her, meeting her eyes for the first time to see the surprise there - and the wry twist of her mouth.

“Like…like what?”

She laughs, just a small sound, but something that relaxes a deep part of me. I don’t know what she’s thinking - I feel nervous as all hell, stood here like this - but that doesn’t sound like she’s upset.

“Like all those times I dragged you to the mall and you never complained about it - I thought I was just lucky that you didn’t bitch at me like some guys would’ve—”

I flush bright red as she says it, remembering those times well - and how I’d tried orchestrating me having to go along on those trips, by pure coincidence.

That little bit of laughter comes back as she sees my obvious embarrassment, and that only makes the feeling squirm deeper within me. It’s not exactly a bad feeling, though. More…intense. There’s something disconcerting, but not exactly unappealing, about being seen like this.

“Yeah, and the stuff you buy me sometimes - jewellery, clothes, things I wouldn’t normally pick but always seemed to work anyway. I always thought it was just things you liked me wearing, though I can’t say other guys would have enough of a clue to pick things out - I think most people just prefer the ready-made package, without a thought about what goes into creating it.”

“I do like you wearing them.” I half-object, half-mumble.

“Ohh, I’m sure.” There’s that slightly amused, teasing glint to her voice. The one I love when she decides to wind me up about something, and somehow, with me here in front of her like this, it seems to hit me even more. I’ve never felt quite this…exposed, before. Vulnerable, almost. It makes something in me squirm a little. “But that wasn’t the only thing you liked, hm?”

I flush, shaking my head, but unable to admit it out loud.

She steps closer to me again, taking a long look at what I’m wearing and that coupled with the embarrassment I’m already feeling…I get a sudden flash of every inspection fantasy I’ve ever had. Dressing up for her, having her look me over, subtly judging what I’ve done…

This isn’t going at all how I expected. It’s not exactly like my fantasies either, but it might be closer to that than anything else I’ve ever done, and—

Oh shit.

Before I can help it, I feel myself getting hard. My cock starts pressing against the panties I’m wearing - and even worse, creating an outline with the tight dress, too.

I shift slightly, hoping she doesn’t notice, not wanting to freak her out - but the sudden way her eyes drop downward makes it obvious. I keep my eyes on the floor, not able to look at her face right now.

“Is it sexual for you, then, all of this?” Her voice has dropped now, and I swear she’s even closer to me.

I’m not sure I’ve ever considered Amanda intimidating before - she’s confident, strong, everything I like in a woman, but she’s always been sweet and lovely too. But right now, with her standing so close and me dressed like this - feeling totally vulnerable as she makes me expose the depths of this secret I’ve hidden from her - right now, that’s exactly how I feel.

Intimidated. Beneath her, in a way.

Like she knows I’m no longer fully a man - not like this, anyway. Not really a man, not fully a woman…it feels like she’s more than me somehow.

That just makes this feel hotter to me, though. She’s not even doing anything, but now that I’ve let myself think about it like that - now that she’s even acknowledged it herself - I’m as hard as a rock just from being here like this, from letting her see it all, hearing her comments…now that it seems like she’s not about to freak out, I can’t help it; a lot of this is fucking hot.

How many times have you fantasised about being exposed? Degraded, just a little?

I swallow as she waits for an answer, even though I’d guess it was obvious by now.

There’s still a large part of me worried about what she might think, embarrassed to admit that not only do I do this, but it turns me on too. But…she said she’d looked all this stuff up online. I can only imagine what she saw there. Surely this can’t be as bad or scary as half the things she’s already found?

“Y-yes.” I finally admit.

She nods, as if confirming something to herself. Her gaze runs over me again, contemplative, and there’s something about having her there so cool and collected while I’m on full display for her, my heart racing and everything inside me squirming at her attention that almost makes me want to combust—whether in embarrassment or desire, I’m not quite sure. I’m not even sure they’re not the same thing, right now.

Whatever she sees when she looks at me, the corner of her mouth twitches up just a little, and just the hint that she might be amused by this, that she can see the kind of position she’s putting me in here, what she’s doing to me…it’s impossible. My cock just gets harder and I twitch at even more evidence of what she’s doing to me, fidgeting slightly as another wave of confused-embarrassment-desire rushes through me and my face heats again.

“You’re embarrassed.” Amanda says, eyes still fixed on me, watching my every reaction and gods, that stare…

Swallowing, I nod, biting my lip stupidly - yet another thing I only really do when I’m dressed up, a girly habit that’s always made me feel…small, somehow - and can’t look away from her despite how piercing her gaze suddenly feels. I’m not sure if that’s because of me, or her, but it feels like she can see right through me.

“But you don’t mind,” she murmurs, not quite making it a question, and confirming every thought I’ve just had.

I shake my head anyway, something inside me trembling as I admit it, but unable to do anything else in the face of all this—in the face of my wife, looking at me like that and asking me such piercing, penetrating questions.

Amanda seems to take that as encouragement, as her mouth curves just a little bit more and she drifts closer, until she casually reaches out and brushes a hand down the now-very-obvious outline of my trapped cock against the dress. I gasp, my breath hitching as I twitch in response and bite my lip hard to stop the moan that tries to escape as I find myself caught between freezing in shock and being suddenly desperate to press forward for more. I fight back that instinct, not entirely sure what Amanda intends, exactly, but it’s hard.

“Hmm,” Amanda murmurs, with such nonchalance that I think I might implode from how hot it makes me. She can’t be doing this on purpose, can she? Because gods, the way she’s acting is like some kind of wet dream and— “It seems like you forgot to mention a few things when we were discussing our fantasies all those years ago, then, hm? Because it seems to me like you’ve left…quite a lot out.”

I blink at her and it takes a few moments for my hazy, lust-filled brain to vaguely remember those discussions, way back when we were getting to know each other, then around the time we got married and all through our honeymoon…

“I—err…” I stammer, the instinctive protest that our sex life has always been amazing - that it wasn’t like any of that mattered because Amanda has always been hot as hell and she turns me on without even trying - slipping away as I get lost in that familiar glint in her eye and something inside me flips tantalisingly as I realise that’s probably not where she’s going with this. It’s not like she looks upset after all, just slightly devious in a way I’ve always coveted for the shudders it can send through me.

I swallow instead and just look at her a little helplessly, because while I love everything we do, I can’t deny that however good each fantasy we’ve tried out has been in the past, this…this is something else entirely.

“That’s what I thought,” Amanda answers for me, and am I imagining the way her voice has lowered, that slightly sultry tone to it? I can’t be, right?

“So, maybe you should tell me now,” she continues before I have a chance to work it out, her eyes shining as she smiles at me. I don’t think I’m imagining that it’s not an entirely nice smile, not with the way it traps me like a deer in headlights as she leans in close enough that I can smell the sweet, floral scent of her, that my cock twitches again with the need to brush up against her, that—

“I—what?” I ask, my voice slightly strangled as I stare at her. It’s taking all my effort to be able to string a thought together at all, with the way my head is spinning from pure desire at the sight of her.

“All the thoughts you’ve kept to yourself all these years…tell me what you like, Dan.” Amanda says, then tilts her head, seemingly considering something. “Wait…do you have a name?”

“What?” I repeat stupidly, struggling to follow what she’s saying, still not quite able to believe that any of this is really happening…that she isn’t freaking out, she isn’t angry, she’s…

“A name that you use when you’re doing…all this,” she waves her hand in my direction, “Is there something you call yourself instead of Dan?”

I blink, then shake my head. “Um, no.”

“Well, I have to have something to call you.” Amanda says, looking over me again, and I swear every time she does it just makes me hotter and more desperate for her. Just the idea that I need something for someone to call me threatens to implode what’s left of my mind. That’s never been…possible…relevant…even a consideration before. The idea that it might be now is just so—so—

And then before I can wrap my head around any of that, Amanda is already charging forwards. Taking charge of it the way she has this whole conversation—and just when did that happen, exactly? When did this stop being about me and start becoming something she’s directing?

“You can be…Danielle, then. Dani for short.” She smiles impishly at me and I think I’ve never been more in love with her than I am in this moment.

It’s all I can do not to surge forward and kiss her mindlessly, but I’m caught between being more turned on than I think I’ve ever been in my life but not wanting to break the moment just yet. There’s something mesmerising about Amanda right now, and I want to gather every second of this close and etch it into my mind, so I can replay it again and again and again in the future, in case it all goes horribly wrong that moment I actually act on anything I’m feeling. Not to mention, it feels as much as she’s teasing and driving me crazy, I’m currently dressed up as a girl and…well, I can’t quite believe Amanda could be into that.

She raises an eyebrow at me and I have to blink myself back from the surge of need pounding through me to realise she’s waiting for a response.

“O—” I swallow, my voice coming hoarse and scratchy for some reason, but I nod to make sure I’ve got my point across regardless. “Okay.”

Right now, I’m pretty sure Amanda could suggest anything and I’d be jumping to go along with it.

She smiles in response, as if she can tell, and it wouldn’t surprise me at all if it were written all over my face right now.

“Well then, Dani, I’m still waiting. What is it you like?”

I groan, unable to help myself as she does exactly what she said and uses that name, as if I’m someone else entirely.

That’s what she’s doing. She’s treating me as someone separate.

The sudden realisation sends a shudder through me and I sway forwards, wanting to be close to her, to touch, to—everything. She chuckles, deep and warm, and lets my hands come up to her hips as she raises one to my side, running down the hot black dress I’m wearing, and the other up to cup my cheek. I flush almost immediately, with that delicious combination of embarrassment and desire, just at the way she’s touching me—at the idea she’s touching me at all while I’m dressed up like this. I groan again and lean down, my eyes fixated on her soft, full lips.

“Uhuh,” Amanda shakes her head, drawing back enough to bring my gaze back to the glint of amusement still there in her eyes. “You haven’t answered my question yet.”

Her question. What the hell was—right, what I like.

There’s something about being asked what I like, like this, as—as Dani—that hits me in all the right places, that makes me feel like maybe she even gets it, a little, because she’s right—it’s different. What I like when I’m like this—when I’m Dani, that name sending a thrill through me every time I go to use it, make even more special because Amanda gave it to me—is totally different to how I feel the rest of the time.

I swallow again, my gaze fixed on hers as I let all of this overwhelm me.

“I…you…like this. The way you’re…just…all of it. This is what I…like. When you’re…overwhelming.”

I can feel my cheeks flaming red as I admit it, as I try to hint at just how incredible her very presence is right now, the way she’s directing this, touching me, so in control and confident and—

Amanda laughs, but it’s warm and inviting, so the way my stomach twists is its own pleasure, and I bite my lip. “You’re going to have to be a little more specific than that, Dani.”

I squirm, and I don’t even think it’s just my insides anymore, the heat rising in my cheeks as I feel suddenly shy.

“I don’t…I can’t…”

“Mm,” she runs her gaze over me again, and goddammit I know she can see what it’s doing to me as her gaze turns slightly more predatory. “What if I want you to?” she almost whispers, and I shudder just at that—at that unspoken acknowledgement that she knows I can’t say no, can’t resist…

“I…well…I…yes, okay,” I acquiesce, barely above whisper myself.

Her gaze sharpens and something close to delight comes into it as her mouth curves up into a full grin now.

“Tell me, then.” Amanda demands this time, and the way she seems to be responding to this, the way the embarrassment is only making it better, somehow, is enough for me to actually say it.

“I like when…when you’re like this…when you do what you want…take charge. And…and treat me…like this. Talking to me as if I’m…a girl, and…I’m…less than you, somehow.” I close my eyes as I say it, biting my lip and unable to face whatever I might see in her expression as I admit it.

As such, I’m taken by surprise when her grip firms a little on my face and she steps forward, knocking me off balance enough I have to step back—and bump up against the wall. It has me opening my eyes to look down at what can only be a smirk on her face as she pulls me down towards her.

“I rather like the sound of that, I think,” Amanda says, and while I’m still busy trying to process the impossibility of that statement, she pulls me down into a kiss.

I moan immediately, my arms wrapping around her and dragging her closer as our lips sink together, but it’s nothing like our usual kisses. I can’t help feeling…soft, and tentative, and Amanda seems to have none of those inhibitions, her lips firm against mine and her tongue pressing forward, plundering my mouth and wrapping with my own as I yield instinctively. Her hand snakes into my hair and tugs slightly and I groan against her, my hips bucking and red-hot arousal setting my blood on fire.

Her hand reaches down and the heel of it presses firmly against my cock where it’s trapped in my panties and the tight black dress, rubbing against it but doing nothing to cup or stroke it and I groan into her mouth, my hips surging forward helplessly against her as I chase the sensation. She bites gently at my lips before pulling back to chuckle lightly, one hand still touching me.

“I think I like how this feels, too,” she murmurs, sending my pulse skyrocketing higher, “trapped beneath all these layers…” she leans closer, to whisper against my ear, and Amanda has always been hot but when the hell did she become a fucking temptress, “I think I like knowing I’m driving you crazy, and all you can do is rub ineffectually against me.”

I moan even harder, bucking against her body and proving her point entirely against my will as I struggle not to clench my hands on her hips, not to pull her in impossibly closer. I want it so much, but I like this - the way she’s pressing against me, the way she moves when she’s doing what she wants to do - too much and I don’t…there’s something in me that feels weak, like this. That likes feeling soft and slightly pathetic and helpless and—oh god. The way I’m feeling right now, I’m suddenly not sure that pathetically rubbing against her will be ineffectual at all.

She leans forward to kiss me again, nibbling at my lips before pulling back entirely and leaving me slightly bereft. Before I can think my way through a questioning noise - and thank god she’s stopped expecting me to give verbal responses during the hottest moments of my life - she’s pulling on my hands as she walks backwards towards the bed.

My heart rate picks up again and the slightly hesitant, shy feeling that comes over me to accompany the oh god yes only makes it better, more delightful, as the uncertainty about what exactly she’s intending - how she intends this to work - has me feeling so completely at her mercy.

Amanda backs up into the edge of the bed, before sitting and shuffling back onto it until she’s propped up against the headboard, smiling lasciviously at me where I’m standing at the foot of it. She spreads her legs a little and hikes her knee-length soft, flowing dress up to give me a view that has me biting back a moan all over again, as her hand circles her own pretty pink panties.

“Mm, you know, since you don’t have a cock to satisfy me with right now, I guess you’re going to have to show me just what a good job you can do without it…” Amanda’s mouth lifts up into a smirk as she beckons me closer and all the blood rushes straight to down to the trapped, throbbing member she’s totally ignoring.

“Gods, Amanda…” I murmur, crawling forward with my pulse pounding hard in my ears.

“Well, do you think you’re up to it, Dani?” She spreads her legs wider, her fingers just ghosting over the crotch of her panties, “think you can convince me you’re worth my time, even missing…certain key parts?”

I groan out loud and it takes every ounce of restraint I have not to jump her immediately. I love dressing up like this, and I love what’s happening right now even more, but even so—there’s a part of me that wants to pull everything I’m wearing off, finally release my cock from the uncomfortable restriction and fuck her silly. Instead, I take a breath and run my hands up the delicious, glossy stockings she’s wearing, enjoying the smooth, sleek feel of them before slowly pulling them down and placing them neatly to the side.

Amanda giggles slightly and I glance up at her to see that glint in her eyes shining back at me. “I guess now I know why you were always so good at that.”

I feel my face heating and something inside me squirms pleasantly again, but I don’t try to fight it, instead looking back down and focusing back on my task. I start slowly, wanting to make this as good for her as it is for me, not just because she’s made it clear that’s what she expects, but because I’m still in a state of numb disbelief that she’s actually doing this for me, that any of this is even happening, and if I’d thought she was the woman of my dreams before—gods, I don’t even know now.

So I kiss my way up her legs as I crawl between them, stroking and nibbling a little as she moans above me, obviously excited already - and isn’t that crazy, that any of this might actually excite her too - before reaching her panties and inhaling the intoxicating scent of her. I moan a little and feel more than hear her hitch in breath as my own ghosts over her most sensitive, tender area, before I press my mouth against her through the panties, nuzzling and licking in long, slow strokes that have her thrusting up against me, the silky smooth material of her panties rubbing against her and only building the anticipation for both of us.

I moan at the hint of taste before reaching forward to slide her panties down her legs and off entirely, leaving her bare and open in front of me, glistening from my attentions and her own desire as I palm my hand over her, touching and rubbing before gliding my fingers gently, teasingly, over her tender inner lips. She moans and bucks up against me and I use that moment to bring my mouth down again, sucking and licking while my hands hold her legs open wide. I groan as she grinds against me, my cock feeling thick and throbbing desperately and I can’t help buck against the bed a little, then harder as the image of that turns me on even more.

In the next moment, I’m slipping first a finger, and then a second inside her while my tongue strokes the outside of her warm, inviting entrance, darting up to flick against her clit and then back down. I work my fingers hard inside her, thrusting and curling them, stroking her inner centre while my thumb brushes ever so occasionally over her clit. She’s getting closer now, I can feel it, every part of me attuned to everything about her as she moans and bucks above me, and my own cock twitches, wanting desperately to join her, wanting something—anything—I’m going crazy with need and desire but the only thing I can think about is her—

And then she’s screaming, her legs coming down to press against my shoulders as her body spasms around me, my tongue circling her clit again and again as I take slip another finger in and take her all the way through the climax. I wait until the spasms die down and she’s trembling a little from the aftershocks to slow down, to lick and nuzzle gently as her breathing evens out above me. My body feels like it’s on fire and I want nothing more than to sink into the hot entrance in front of me, to thrust hard and fast until I get some relief for the lust burning through me.

It’s not until I hear her laughing slightly, that earlier edge of amusement still there but slightly more breathless and light, that I notice I’m grinding myself against the bed, my hips bucking pathetically as I try for something—anything—

“Look at you,” Amanda murmurs, and even though I know I should be embarrassed, should be ashamed somehow, this time all I can do is moan, feeling as wanton and lewd as I sound, “so desperate, hmm?”

“Oh, god, Amanda…”

I pull myself up towards her, my hips still bucking subconsciously, even though I’m twisted around so I can face her and there’s nothing for me to really press against right now, just the phantom sensation of the clothes I’m trapped in—enough to be tantalising, maddening even, but not enough to do anything. My hand lowers instinctively as I want—need—something to rub against, but she catches it before I can and my brain almost whites out from how fucking impossible and hot and infuriating that is.

“Amanda, please,” I gasp, my hips surging forward, bucking into her hips and its horny and desperate and probably indecent, but I can’t fucking help it anymore.

She just laughs at me, twisting so she’s facing me in a way that stops me from doing that and I let out what can only be a whine as I bite my lip at the way she’s looking at me, her eyes gliding lazily down my pent-up, desperate body, her own languid with release, and the unfairness of it just stokes my need higher.

“Please…” I say again, totally unashamed that I’m openly begging now, just wanting something, anything—

And then my eyes almost roll back in my head as she presses her hand against me, the heel of it rubbing down the thick outline of my cock against the dress just once, but enough to drive me crazy, the sensation shooting through every nerve I have and making me almost delirious with pleasure.

“I think I like you saying please,” she murmurs in my ear, tilting my head to kiss me again, and I sink into it as I never have before, yielding and letting her do whatever she wants to with it. My hands come around her hips and tilts her towards me as we’re lying side-by-side next to each other on the bed, but I obey her unspoken direction and don’t bring her close enough to rub directly against her. I want to so badly but I also don’t want this to end, or for her to stop it for any reason. If I get it wrong and give her a reason to get off the bed entirely, I think my life might just grind to a halt right there.

Instead, I’m left with my hips pulsing against the air, moaning and whining into her mouth as she kisses me thoroughly, biting and nibbling at my lips until I’m making desperate pleading noises.

“Please,” I gasp again, “I need—I can’t—this is—”

I groan as her hand comes down again, lightly stroking this time, tempting and teasing but not quite giving me what I need. I surge up into her anyway, chasing her hand, wanting all of this so very much.

“Mm, there’s not much we can do like this,” Amanda murmurs, stroking me a little more, “with you all trapped like that…”

“I don’t need much, just please, Amanda, please…” I gasp, groaning when she rubs her hand against the front of the dress again.

She just laughs, enjoying herself far too much right now, her eyes lighting up with delight as I keep up a constant stream of moaning and begging, need blazing through me like a burning light.

“Mmm,” Amanda moans, her hand firming slightly, increasing in speed as my breath hitches and I buck against it, rubbing harder and harder against her.

She leans forward and her breath whispers against my ear again, and just as I’m approaching the edge, as every feeling inside me builds past the point of return and I can feel the entire insanity of this whole evening approaching its climax, she says, “I quite like stroking you like a girl, Dani, the way you move is just like one who hasn’t quite got the fucking she needs but is so desperate to send herself over the edge anyway.”

I cry out as the words and sensation and everything else crashes over me, the long out of reach climax shooting through me and almost whiting my brain out entirely as my cock twitches and pulses where it’s still trapped and caged, the panties biting into me now but only adding to the delicious feeling of pleasure that races through me. It’s only-just-enough, but somehow that just makes the whole thing better, more drawn out, and fuck me.

I collapse back onto the bed, my eyes closed as I breathe hard, my hands fisting in the sheets. Distantly, I can feel Amanda tracing one hand over my body and I have no idea what she sees when she looks down at me, but I can barely make it through the lassitude and relief to think about it—about any of it. Instead, I curl towards her, pulling her towards me instinctively.

I want to thank her, to tell her how she’s the most amazing, wonderful woman in the world and stutter in disbelief all over again that any of this actually happened, but all I can manage is a barely coherent mumble as every form of tension I think I’ve ever felt releases all at once.

The last thing I hear before I lose consciousness entirely is her voice murmuring above me.

“Well, this has been very…illuminating.”


Chapter Four

By the time I wake up from that post-orgasmic nap, Amanda is gone - although she’s folded the covers over me - and the clothes I’m wearing are wrinkled and slightly sticky. I groan slightly as I stretch out my languid body, in a combination of bleariness and disbelieving bliss. I’ll be honest, I’m not entirely sure how much of what happened I might have dreamed, but the…leftover evidence is fairly convincing.

I don’t realise I still have makeup on until I rub my eyes, and then I wince and lie back with a sigh, looking around and wondering where Amanda went. That thought is immediately followed by a sudden rush of insecurities that wake me up far better than I had managed so far, as I wonder why she left and what she’s thinking now and if she’s regretting it all, or looking at it differently now that we’re not horny and can think clearly…dammit.

Not helpful, Dan.

Of course, that inner critique only makes me remember the way she called me Dani earlier, and then I’m struggling not to get half-hard all over again. I groan again, the aftereffects of what has to be the hottest evening of my life running through me, and I know I’m never going to forget a single moment of what happened. Amanda…gods, she was incredible.

It takes longer than it should - and some repeated internal convincing - to get me out of bed and to start stripping everything off so I can head to the shower. A quick glance at the clock provides the most obvious reason for Amanda’s absence—I’ve been asleep for hours—and somehow, with the strength of that orgasm earlier, I can’t even be too surprised. It takes some more internal convincing not to relive it all in detail in the shower, but the creeping anxiety about what Amanda thinks now is enough to keep my libido in check, and I hurry through it all so I can go and find her sooner. I’m not entirely sure how much I want to face her after everything she saw…everything I did…my cheeks still heat at the thought of it, but considering the way she seemed to respond, it’s not quite as hard as it was to do…pretty much everything else.

I figure the worst that will happen is she says she saw it, tried it, and now regrets that and doesn’t want anything more to do with it, which would be devastating, but also not any different to how things have been for years. Except I suppose I’d know how good it could be…still though, I wouldn’t give up that experience for anything, once-in-a-lifetime or not. Either way, she seemed open and okay enough that I don’t think she’ll ask me to stop entirely, which is more than I had ever expected. So I guess, weirdly enough, I do feel a little more comfortable about it all around her now.

I come downstairs to see her reheating last night’s spaghetti on the stove for us both, and I blink as it hadn’t occurred to me that in all that we’d missed dinner - and it is late now - but suddenly confronted with food, I realise how hungry I am.

Amanda glances up and smiles at me, and I’m struck by how surreal it feels to see her standing there, in front of the stove and looking totally normal after everything that we did earlier.

“I started it when I heard the shower go; it’s ready now if you are,” she says, and it takes me a moment to realise she’s talking about the food.

“Oh, right. Thank you.” I say, still feeling half dazed, before belatedly adding. “Can I do anything?”

She nods her head towards the dining room. “Set the table?”

“Right.”

I grab cutlery and get things ready, the surreal feeling not leaving me at all as she dishes up and brings two plates over for a very late dinner.

We start eating and the silence as we focus on our food is comfortable enough - it doesn’t feel awkward - but I realise I suddenly have no idea what to say. I don’t know how to bring any of it up, or if Amanda even wants to talk about it - is what happened one of those things that is only okay if you don’t dissect it too much? - but I can’t just not say anything.

“That was…that was incredible, Amanda,” I eventually say, my voice low but my gaze fixed on her. “You were…I mean…I can’t believe…” I cut myself off, wishing I had words for any of the things I’m feeling right now, “just, wow, I guess.”

Amanda laughs lightly, the undertones that had been there earlier replaced by the sweetness I’m used to, and something about that grounds me a little, makes it easier to come out of the intensity we just shared.

“I enjoyed it too,” she says quietly, her gaze lifting to meet mine, and it’s a relief to see the warmth there as she smiles at me. In fact, I’d even say that she looks pleased at my response.

I let out a breath, tension leaving me that I didn’t realise I was carrying and smile back at her, fully and genuinely.

“Thank you, Amanda. Really.” I say, reaching forward to grab her hand. I can’t quite keep the depth of emotion out of my voice, and I’m not even sure I want to. “I can’t…I can’t even explain how much tonight means to me. And I don’t…I don’t mind if this is all that ever happens, just knowing…knowing you know. And you’re still…it means a lot.”

Amanda smiles gently and squeezes my hand, humming slightly, “I’m glad, Dan. I don’t want there to be any part of you I don’t know.”

I nod, unable to say anything more, surprised at the emotion welling up inside me. Then Amanda’s smile takes on a slight edge of something reminiscent of earlier, and that glint in her eyes makes my breath catch all over again, even though I’m not dressed up anymore and I don’t really feel the same way I did earlier. It doesn’t change that my wife is breathtaking, though.

“I do expect you to clean everything you wore properly, though,” she says, her voice a mixture of wry amusement and gentle chiding that doesn’t fail to bring heat back into my cheeks. To my embarrassment, I find myself squirming again, as I remember just what happened with her clothes.

“Yes, of course,” I agree immediately, then pause, swallowing slightly as I glance at her out of the corner of my eye, not quite able to face her directly. “Do you…um, is it a problem that I’ve been…wearing your things?”

To my surprise, she just laughs again and shakes her head. “I have two sisters, remember? I’m more than used to people stealing my clothes; if anything, it reminds me of back then. Although I imagine neither of them ever got up to that in them,” she pauses at that, her brow furrowing slightly, “at least, they better not have.”

“I didn’t either!” I rush to say, heat flooding my face as I imagine her picturing me using her clothes to… “Tonight was the only time anything like that ever happened. I…I was always very careful,” I try to assure, trailing off a little in embarrassment as she laughs again, eyeing me with amusement. It’s a lot better than suspicion, at least.

“Well, I can’t say I’m not slightly relieved to hear it,” she says, her mouth curving a little. “Still, since there’s obviously a risk now…maybe we should get you a few things of your own. You look good in my stuff, but there might be a few other styles that suit you.” Amanda’s smile gets even wider as she takes in my expression. “Perhaps we should go on a little shopping trip for you sometime, instead of you just sneaking along on mine with not-so-innocent suggestions, hm?”

I stare at her, completely back to being blown away and unable to think at everything she just said—at the thought—the idea—I have to bite back a groan, knowing now really isn’t the time to go back to all that, but even so, I can’t stop the way my heart pounds or my breath catches as she just casually mentions one of my deepest, secret fantasies. As if it might actually happen.

I can’t say anything, I don’t think I can even speak, too caught in numb disbelief and excitement and hope as she just smiles casually, before rising to collect the plates.

“Right now, though, it’s late.” She says, and I move to follow her into the kitchen where she leaves them on the counter before turning around to face me. “I know you’ve just been sleeping for a while, but earlier was more than enough to tire me out, and I think tonight, I’d really like cuddles.”

She reaches out to grab my hands, leading me out of the kitchen, and I finally smile back at her.

“I can do that,” I murmur, more than willing to give her anything she wants right now—everything and anything, to make her as happy as she makes me—as we retreat back upstairs to bed together.

The next day, neither of us talk about it any further and the weekend passes with the plans we’d already made, both of us seemingly deciding to keep our discussions light and easy by an unspoken agreement, and give everything some time to settle. It helps, and I don’t think I’d realised just how much I needed that until a few days pass and I find myself relaxing as unnoticed tension gradually releases, and no sudden admonitions or regrets seem to flare up for either of us.

It’s still totally bizarre to think Amanda knows my big secret now; to think that such a big part of my life has now been irrevocably changed, but I can’t deny it’s exciting too. The week passes with no further mention of Amanda’s idle comment about shopping - or really, any of my dressing up habits - and despite how glad I am that everything still feels so comfortable between us even with her newfound knowledge, I can’t help thinking about what she said. A lot.

The idea of a shopping trip together—of choosing my own clothes, and doing it with my wife…yeah, I find I’m having to take a lot of cold showers that week. I don’t bring it up again with Amanda, because the last thing I want to do is to push her into anything she’s uncomfortable with, or moving faster than she’s ready to. I don’t even know how serious she was. Maybe it was just an idle thought and it’ll never actually happen—and that’s fine, really. Just knowing I don’t have to hide anymore is so much better than I ever thought my life would be.

None of that means I stop thinking about it, though; it just means I’m taken by surprise when Saturday rolls around again, and she looks at me with a raised eyebrow and that glint I’m coming to adore seeing in her eyes.

“So, we don’t have any plans for today…how did you fancy a little shopping trip?” she smirks at me, and my heart lurches in my chest as I blink at her.

“”You mean…” I pause, then continue hesitantly, not wanting to have gotten the wrong idea, “for, um, what exactly?”

Amanda’s smirk only widens, “to update your wardrobe, of course. Last I checked, you’re missing a few items.”

That had to be…she had to mean…the way she’s looking at me right now, there’s no doubt, right?

“If you’re up for it, that is?” she tilts her head at me.

“Yeah,” I get out, my voice surprisingly hoarse until I clear it slightly, “that—that sounds good.”

“Perfect,” she smiles, her eyes sparkling, and something in me shudders at the idea that this might actually be happening, that she’s got that look about her again and…oh damn, I feel faint and thrilled all at once. I’m suddenly not at all sure what she’s got planned or if I’m going to make it through the day intact if the way I’m reacting right now is any indication…but I know for a fact that I’m not going to pass up on this opportunity for the world.


Chapter Five

The car journey to the shopping centre with Amanda sat beside me, looking like the divine temptress she always is but with such an air of mischief and authority about her, is enough to have me sinking into a strange sort of headspace. It’s not quite the same as the one I get when I’m dressing up; I’m still dressed as I usually do, and we’re going out in public where I will definitely be viewed as - and most definitely still am - a man, but I still feel somehow softer and with far more sexual tension just lingering under the surface, waiting to fire off sparks. Sparks I just know Amanda is going to be eliciting with almost no effort whatsoever.

There’s a part of me that feels hot and flustered already, a part that is slightly terrified of what Amanda might say or do - how overt any of this is going to be - and a deeper part that doesn’t care in the slightest and wants to jump on the pure thrill ride this is offering. It’s all a confusing jumble, but somehow all it takes to make all the noise vanish is to look over at Amanda and let myself fall into whatever she has planned for today.

For whatever reason, she seems to have taken the lead on this endeavour - much as she did in the bedroom, that time, a small voice whispers in the back of my mind, causing a hot shudder to spread down my spine - and I’m more than happy to be along for the ride.

So once we’ve parked the car and are heading into the large shopping centre, I look to her for direction.

“So…um, what were you…thinking?” I ask, surprised how relieved I feel when she looks back at me with confidence and a smile playing at her mouth.

“Well, you know my favourite stores. I thought we’d try those first and see if they have anything we…like,” she says, her eyes running up and down my body as she says the last and I find myself fighting back a blush already.

Damn, I get the feeling that today is going to be embarrassing and hot in equal measure, and somehow that delicious squirming feeling in my stomach just makes me sink deeper into that headspace from earlier and I find myself nodding along, anticipation, desire and slight anxiety warring for attention within me.

“Okay,” I agree quietly, and then that’s exactly what we do.

We start off slow, small and subtle, with Amanda browsing the first of the stores she likes and heading immediately to the kinds of designs she likes best. I follow with my heart pounding, barely able to believe we’re actually doing this - we’re out here, in public, and picking out girls clothes for me - and somehow, the secrecy of it all just adds to the thrill and has me biting back a slightly manic grin that wants to spread over my face.

At first, Amanda just holds the clothes up against herself, tilting her head at me and asking for my opinions—and it takes me a few moments to remember that I’m not giving my opinion on what I think of them for her anymore, but for me. That almost has me stuttering, and I can’t quite help the heat that comes onto my face, but I’m too lost in Amanda to notice whether anyone else is paying attention to me getting slightly flustered. I doubt they are, anyway. I’ve very rarely not been lost in my own world when shopping myself, after all, and I doubt it’s any different for anyone else.

The first few items she shows me I definitely like, and honestly before today I would have taken them in a heartbeat, but I don’t love any of them and if these are going to be the first clothes I buy for myself I want them to be…something special. The way this day feels special to me. I tell Amanda that they look great, because of course they do up against her perfect body - even if I notice she is now picking a size or two bigger than she probably would have before - but she doesn’t put any of them in the basket so she must be able to tell something from my expression.

Amanda hums consideringly and looks around again, before her eyes fall on a vibrant green satin dress, her face lighting up. She grins at me and strides over to hold it up against herself dramatically, and it is beautiful. It compliments her amazingly, brings out her eyes and I know she would look just stunning with her usual gold jewellery and sharp, confident stride. It’s also not something I think I could pull off at all.

“That would look amazing on you,” I say admiringly, my gaze running over her, but she seems to catch the emphasis there and tilts her head, smiling wryly.

“But not something you would pick?” she asks, keeping it ambiguous.

I smile a little at the clever wording and shake my head slowly. “Probably not, no. We could still get it, though…”

It was obvious, after all, how happy it had made her when she found it—and there’s no doubt I’d love it on her, at all. Amanda holds it up before her and her lips twist in a slightly mischievous smile before glancing back at me.

“Well, that wasn’t why we came, but…” Amanda grins, “maybe one wouldn’t hurt.”

She quickly swaps it out for a slightly smaller size and adds it to the basket, while I smile back at her.

“We can get as many as you like,” I say, murmuring as I draw closer. There’s no reason today has to be all about me, after all, and the idea of going shopping together, trading opinions and discussing styles openly as I’ve never been able to do before, is appealing in its own way.

Amanda laughs quietly, giving me an amused look. “I see now why you’ve never objected to how much I might spend on clothes.”

I smile slightly, shaking my head. “It seems this is destined to reveal all my secrets, hm?”

“Oh, I certainly hope so,” Amanda responds immediately, her eyes taking on a different kind of glint as she looks me up and down. “All your secrets.”

I have to stop myself reacting instinctively to her tone, some part wanting to squirm and flush and the rest of me coursing with desire as I wonder what she might do to get those secrets out of me—as I contemplate the promise there. Before I can get too distracted by any of that, though, Amanda is turning away and eyeing the racks of clothes again.

“So what catches your eye then, hmm?” she asks, sending me a knowing look. “Let’s unravel that secret first, I think.”

I swallow slightly at the seductive tone she threads so easily through her voice, my heart rising into my throat, but do as she asks and turn to look at the clothes instead of my irresistible wife. It says something that I’m here shopping for girls clothes for the first time in my life, and she can still pull my attention away from even that.

Once my attention does return to the store, though, my heart starts thrumming for a different reason and a simple thrill courses through me as I look through the options for something that might suit me. Even when I’ve picked things out before, it’s always been with Amanda’s tastes in mind, but now…my tastes don’t have to conform to hers. I can have clothes of my own. It’s an intoxicating, liberating thought, and it has me stepping away from her almost instinctively, gravitating to a display against the far wall.

Amanda follows me as I start looking through the soft, pretty clothes on display there, and I can’t help but laugh as I see her nose wrinkle a little as she looks at my choices.

“Pastels?” she asks, and I know exactly what she’s thinking.

These aren’t clothes Amanda would pick out at all; she wears authoritative, vibrant colours that match her personality perfectly, and are just as magnetic and attractive as she is. That whole attitude is a large part of what has always made her so irresistible to me, but…it’s not quite me. Not as a guy, and maybe slightly more when I’m dressing up sometimes, but I’ve wondered more than once whether that’s simply because those are the clothes that have always been available.

More than once, I’ve found myself liking the idea of being a bit softer, wearing something more soft and pretty than striking or glamorous.

“I know,” I say, unable to keep the wry smile from my face, “not something you’d considered, right?”

Her lips quirk. “Rarely,” she admits, before her eyes flick over me again, “but, you know, I think I can see it.”

Amanda makes a show of considering it and then nods, almost to herself. “Mm, yes, maybe I’m in the mood for something different, today. Pick something out for me, would you?”

The phrasing reminds me where we are, what we’re doing, and I instinctively glance around, flushing lightly at how wrapped up I had been in the clothes, but there’s no one close. She’s just playing with me, and that’s enough to have my stomach doing strange swooping things all over again. I keep having to remind myself that we’re in a public place and to keep myself in check, but looking at her right now, it’s hard.

“Sure,” I say, my voice a little hoarse, and deliberately turn back to the clothes.

The first thing I pick out is a sundress, soft and white with little frilly bits on the sleeves that I know would drive Amanda crazy. It makes me smile when she holds it up against herself, because it’s so different to anything I’ve ever seen her in, and she ends up rolling her eyes at me as she looks in the mirror at the picture she makes. It doesn’t stop me from picking out a few more things, though - a lovely baby pink dress with a soft, flowing skirt; a pale green with little yellow flowers on it; and a soft, blue cotton dress with cute little buttons up it - and I think I like each of them more than the last as we go through them.

Part of the way through, Amanda obviously thinks the sight of them against her isn’t going to tell me much, because she hands one to me asks me to hold it up for her so she can take a step back and look at it from a distance. The fact that there’s a mirror opposite me and…well. I find my gaze caught between the smirk dancing across her mouth and the sight of my reflection, my imagination going wild as I picture what I would look like if I was all made up and wearing this dress, my usual posture just slightly different…

Then I meet Amanda’s eyes, and from the way she’s looking at me and the smirk on her face, I wonder if she’s picturing the same thing. The thought immediately makes me flush, and her laugh as she sees it doesn’t help matters at all.

“What…” I clear my throat slightly, trying to get rid of the huskiness, “what do you think?”

Amanda’s smile widens and her eyes turn mischievous, “I think it would be fun to try it on.”

That only makes me more flustered, but Amanda continues regardless, looking up faux-innocently at me. “You know this store has a thirty-day return policy? Shall we try this one at home, hm?”

I only nod, not trusting my voice as I put it in the basket, but Amanda doesn’t give me much time to recover.

“So, how about this one, then?” she asks, picking up the next dress I’d been looking over, and I’m not entirely sure I’ll survive the strength of the heady rush that comes over me as I realise we’re actually doing this, but I’m also not sure I care if I don’t. I’ve never felt quite like this in my life.

We continue on from there, with Amanda asking me to ‘hold’ dresses up for her so she can see them from a distance, holding them up against me herself and scrutinising them, and only getting less subtle as we go on. It’s too much of a thrill to stop, and it takes surprisingly little time for me to forget about everyone else in the stores entirely, too focused on my wife and the clothes and everything we’re doing together.

We end up with far more clothes in the basket than I’d expected, but Amanda is a force of nature of her own and doesn’t seem inclined to stop with the one or two I’d planned on, and apart from that first dress, all of them are because of how they make me feel than because they’re particularly suited to Amanda’s tastes. I don’t think I’ve ever felt this seen, appreciated or loved in my life and as exciting as the shopping trip is, I almost can’t wait to get home so I can show Amanda just how much this all means to me…and actually try some of these clothes on myself.

Maybe quite a lot because I want to try the clothes on myself.

Partway through, Amanda actually started teasing me by dragging me to just outside a fitting room and trying them herself, coming out and twirling around for me in the clothes we both know I’ll be wearing and asking with that cheeky little smirk whether or not I like them. I spend the whole time wondering if this combination of lust and delight and frustration and the strain of keeping everything contained will somehow kill me before we’re done, and never wanting it to end at all.

Once Amanda is satisfied with the clothes, she pulls me over to the accessories as well and even though I hadn’t even thought we’d be doing that when we came out today, I come to life just looking at them all, my mind racing with thoughts on what would pair perfectly with everything we’ve selected. Amanda must pick up on it, because she takes a step back and just watches as I pick through the different offerings, genuinely seeming to appreciate whatever combinations I’m coming up with, and only murmurs a few times how much she’s looking forward to seeing the result.

That makes me flush hot under my collar, but its less flustered now and more anticipatory. In the end, the thought of what might happen when we get home is the only thing to get me to wrap up my perusal at all, but even when we leave the store entirely—Amanda isn’t done.

I expect to head back to the car, but she takes my hand and pulls me in another direction, off the main street, shaking her head.

“There’s one more thing I want,” she murmurs, by way of an explanation that doesn’t actually tell me anything at all, but by now I’m pretty sure there’s nothing in this world she can come up with that I wouldn’t do for her, so I just go along with it the same way I have the entire day and…

She leads me into a high end, fancy wig store.

I blink as soon as I’m in there, looking between my wife and the displays around me, my breath catching in my throat.

“Amanda, I…” my hand clenches and loosens reflexively at my side, and I can barely speak through all the possibilities opening up in front of me.

I’d never even thought about it—hadn’t considered this at all—and in that moment I can’t believe how desperately I suddenly want something that simply hadn’t occurred to me before.

Amanda’s expression twists into something between fond and amused and she shrugs lightly. “That was the one part of what you did that I didn’t really like—that thing you used was horrible and plasticky and cheap. I want something I can tug on,” she smirks again, eyes glittering, and I think something inside me combusts. It’s all I can do to keep from moaning out loud.

I glance around, an odd combination of desperate and slightly uncertain. “I don’t…how does…”

I don’t know anything about how a real wig works—how it stays on, what you have to do, any of it. The dress-up one back home mostly worked through luck and carefully avoiding touching it too much.

Amanda just looks at me, her gaze turning slightly more excited and simply grins, “I’ve been doing some research.”

And I know I should really stop being surprised, but really—really?

I just stare at her, and she laughs, and then leads us through the whole process. There aren’t even any games about who it’s for or pretending in this store; somehow, it just doesn’t come up. We look through the options together and no one asks any questions about it. Even Amanda just asks me quietly for my preference as we browse, and even though I’ve never thought about it much before, I don’t have to think twice before I answer—I knew the moment I came in what I wanted.

“I like these ones,” I say quietly, and she looks up at me with that amused consideration, tilting her head slightly as she looks between me and them in the way she has so many times today. It does something to me knowing that she’s picturing it, imagining me…

“Blonde, hmm?” Amanda says with a little smile, “yeah, I can see that.”

I have no idea whether she knows what she’s doing to me when she says things like that, but all I can think as we pick out a gorgeous strawberry blonde wig with little curls at the ends and she deals with everything else we need and paying for the thing, is that this is probably the best day of my life—and I can’t wait to get home.

I spend the car journey back in a charged, anticipatory silence that I think both of us feel, the excitement and thrill of the day serving as an impossible build up to whatever she has planned next…because I don’t doubt it’s something. The way she keeps glancing at me, a small, secretive smile flicking across her face, tells me that much at least.

We head up to the bedroom to put everything away when we get back, and Amanda holds my new dresses up against me before laying them on the bed, teasing once again. I half wonder whether she’ll ask for some kind of modelling session, and the idea alone has my breath catching in my face, but as she runs her hands over them and turns to me with a raised eyebrow, it’s apparent she has something else in mind.

“So, do you want to get dressed up in one tonight?” she asks, her voice a little bit husky, and the sound has the interest coiling through my gut tightening, the half-hard cock I’ve been trying to dispel all day twitching in anticipation.

I nod, not attempting to speak past the slight hoarseness in my own throat.

“Which do you think you’ll pick…for your first time, mm?” Amanda asks, and there’s a light in her eyes as she says it, some deeper thought there, but I’m too caught in the idea she’s just presented me with: this is my first time, in so many ways. Doing this properly, with things I’ve bought for myself, with Amanda here deliberately, voluntarily, because she wants to be and not just to work out what the hell is going on with me.

This is a new start, in some ways. A beginning. I’m surprised by just how much I want that.

I look across the dresses once more, and after the wig we bought, I know exactly which one I want to wear first. I run a hand over the baby pink dress with the soft, flowing skirt and flick a glance up at her, slowly starting to feel a little shy all over again. I can almost feel myself slipping into the headspace I’ve been hovering on the edge of all day, the part of me that gets stoked and drawn out by these clothes, these feelings…

“This one, I think,” I say softly, only barely noticing the way my tone changes as I do.

From the flicker in Amanda’s eyes, she definitely does notice, but she doesn’t comment on it, just nodding with a small smile.

“I look forward to it,” she murmurs, then withdraws the last dress from the basket - the green one she found first. “I think maybe I’ll get dressed up a little too, tonight.”

My heart rate picks up a little more, desire spiking as I picture her wearing that dress, putting on something special for…well…for whatever happens next.

“I’d like to see that,” I finally get out, my voice just as hoarse as I expected, and she smiles at me, not saying anything for a moment.

“You know…” she finally says, twisting slightly to turn towards me, “there was one more thing I bought for tonight…”

I look up at her properly, turning away from the dresses myself as something in her tone pulls my attention.

“Not today,” Amanda clarifies, “I ordered it and it arrived a few days ago, but, well…there’s something I’ve always wanted to try myself, I guess…” she looks at him, and it’s the first sign of uncertainty he’s seen in her in days. “I never thought you’d be interested, but now, well…maybe you would be.” Amanda’s smile comes back, curving a little as she glances over everything they’ve just bought, and she shrugs, “I thought it was worth finding out, anyway.”

I step towards her, raising one hand to cup her cheek and then leaning down to kiss her in the way I’ve wanted to all day. She kisses me back with all the ferocity and passion that I’m used to and within moments, I’m yielding and the kiss I initiated turns into something that leaves me slightly panting, desperate, and completely distracted.

“I want to,” I breathe, barely thinking about the words and just knowing I want more—I want this—I want her. All of her, anything she can imagine or think of. “What is it?”

Her eyes flick across mine, her lips glistening from our kiss and a dark lust stretching across her face too, as she shakes her head. “I think maybe I’ll just show you…” she smiles again, that mischievous look back in her eyes, “but if you say no when you see it, I won’t mind. I just thought…maybe it could be good.”

Now I’m burning almost as much from curiosity as anything else, but I lean forward to nibble on her lips anyway and say, “I won’t say no. Whatever it is—you should have whatever you want. I want to give you…”

I don’t know how to say how much all this has meant to me, that she’s given me so much, I want to give her just as much in return. I want to fulfil her slightest fantasy, her slightest desire, but before I can find a way to put any of that into words, she’s laughing lightly, one hand on my chest and pushing me back slightly.

“Wait until you see what it is, first,” she says, and then with a devious gleam in her eyes, she turns away - her dress in hand - and leaves the room, apparently to get changed somewhere else.

I stare after her for a moment, curiosity and lust spiralling, and it takes me a moment to come back to myself to remember the dresses laid out on the bed for me—the accessories just next to them—the wig still in its packaging—and remember just what I was getting ready to do. Everything Amanda said just has me more excited for it, and with a grin and a sharp twist of anticipation in my gut, I turn back to the clothes—my clothes—the ones bought for Dani.

I let the pure exhilaration and joy of that consume me for a moment, and then I turn away to start getting ready. Tonight, I’m going to be at my absolute best.

I’ve been ready for a while when the knock on the door comes, just looking at myself in the mirror and turning this way and that, trying to make sense of the wave of different things I feel when I see the girl looking back. Dani has never looked better, or more like…more like how I see myself as a girl. Soft, feminine, pretty. A little shy. Smiling up from underneath quick, darting glances, with the subtle promise of offering something more if you come closer, if you take it. Slightly sweet, slightly innocent…until someone decides to take advantage of those things and simply ruin it.

The idea of that excites me more than I think I’ve ever been before. Especially since I can picture Amanda so perfectly in that role now. I run my hands up and down my dress imagining it, waiting for her, desire and curiosity twisting up within me as I wonder just what she has planned…what it is that she has wanted all this time…

The knock should be incongruous - this is our bedroom, after all - but somehow it fits perfectly, and I turn towards the door in anticipation, my hands gliding down my dress again as I bite my bottom lip and suddenly feel like how I’d imagine a girl before her first date might.

“Come in,” I call softly, stepping away from the mirror and towards where Amanda opens the door and—

Oh.

My breath stutters as I take Amanda in, and she must hear my gasp because her mouth curves in that beautiful, dangerous smile she gets sometimes. My eyes run over her body - once, then again, and again - but nothing changes. She’s wearing exactly what I think she’s wearing.

That dress looks just as good and powerful and striking as I’d thought it would, melding to her curves and hugging her figure perfectly, with gold drop earrings, a thick necklace and bangles at her wrists complementing it all…and I see almost none of it, my gaze narrowed and entire focus narrowed to her hips.

And the smooth, flesh-coloured cock protruding from it.

My mouth runs dry, but my heart rate picks up erratically as all my blood rushes south, my cock already pulsing and twitching against the tight panties trapping it at the sight she makes.

“Amanda…” I breathe, stepping further towards her, licking my lips almost nervously as a dozen different things play out in my mind at the sight in front of me. I have no idea what she’s imagining, what she’s intending with this - and my nerves feel almost on fire, a thrill of anxiety only adding to the lust coursing through me - but I know that whatever it is, I’m not going to be able to resist for a moment.

“You like it?” she murmurs, heated gaze meeting my own, and I hesitate just a moment before I nod.

I do. It’s impossible to say otherwise - feel otherwise - but…it scares me too. Just a little bit. And I never knew that slight edge of fear, of uncertainty, could be such a turn on.

She must see some of my nerves - and no doubt my eagerness too, so attuned to my responses as she’s always been - because she laughs lightly, stepping forward to run a hand down one arm.

“You look good,” she says, her voice gaining confidence as it becomes obvious I’m not going to say no to this. “So pretty and pink for me.”

And oh my god, I just about die.

I moan aloud, unable to help myself, and sway forwards towards her, somehow surprised when her firm grip catches me, when she steps forward to steady me and press her body against mine. The cock she’s wearing - her cock, my god - presses up against me and I jump slightly, only making her laugh more.

“What, has my girl never seen a bare cock before?” she asks, lightly mocking, and that sound just shudders through me.

“Fuck, Amanda…”

“Hmm? Yes, sweetie, that’s the idea,” she says, her voice purring at me and I can’t think anymore from how hot this is, from how much I want her—from just everything.

I reach forward to pull her towards me and she laughs and lets it happen, stepping up to kiss me hard, and then stepping forward further as she does so. She’s lighter than me and although the strength of her personality has always shone through, I’ve never thought her particularly strong physically, but now I just melt before her, yielding with every step, letting her direct us until my legs back into the bed and I jump slightly all over again. My cock is hard and pulsing now, my hips thrusting almost instinctively against any part of her I can touch as I grip her against me and moan into her lips.

I want this. I want this so much that I actually blink in confusion as she pulls back, looking up at me and trying for some sort of serious expression in between the haze of lust in both our eyes.

“So…you’d like to?” she asks, trying to take a moment to check, but I can barely think, let alone respond.

“Yes,” I say immediately, not really knowing what her plan is but knowing I trust her with anything, and right now there’s absolutely nothing I’d refuse. The thought that she might want to…that we actually might…my blood is on fire with heat from the idea and my stomach twisting in the kind of nerves I can’t get enough of and just yes. “Whatever you’d like…I…yes, Amanda. Please.”

The please seems to hit her just as hard as all of this is hitting me, because I can see the hitch in her breath, the sudden clouding of her eyes as she presses forward again, kissing me hard and yes this is what I want to do to her. This is what I want to make her feel, lost and gone from the pure lust of it all, turned on and as crazy as I feel right now.

Yes. Please.

It takes her a bit to break out of that haze of lust, and as she does, she pushes me, sending me sprawling back onto the bed with a little yelp that I immediately follow with a breathless laugh, eyes alight with love and lust as I gaze up at her. I’m pretty sure I look a bit pathetic in how desperately adoring I feel right now, but I can’t help it, and I don’t even want to—and before I can think about it too much, she’s there with me, on top of me on the bed and pressing me down into the mattress as she kisses me deeper and harder than I can ever remember.

By the time she pulls up for a breath, I think I’m seeing stars, and I follow her body almost automatically, wanting—needing—more.

“Have you ever done…any of this before?” Amanda murmurs against my lips and it takes me a solid few blinks before my brain can engage enough to figure out what she’s talking about.

I immediately blush hot and red when I work it out, my insides squirming thinking about what she’s talking about, and I shake my head slightly no. I’ve thought about it more than a few times - the image of getting bent over and fucked while I’m dressed up like this - it’s almost impossible not to with…well, with all the associations that come with what I like doing, but…I don’t think it’s something I ever would have tried by myself.

This is sexual for me, yes, but…when I was doing it in secret, I’m not sure how much I really liked to admit that to myself. It already felt slightly wrong, slightly dirty, that I was dressing in Amanda’s clothes and then getting off like I did…doing that, in her clothes without her knowing…I don’t think I could have done that.

Besides, it’s the sort of thing…the idea of Amanda doing it to me, fucking me, is…mindblowingly hot. But it’s the sort of thing I’d want taken from me, done to me, not something that I could imagine doing to myself.

“Well,” Amanda murmurs, “we’ll just have to take it slow, then. Good thing this one is pretty small,” she chuckles, almost to herself, and my breathing hitches as I try desperately to remember the size of the thing. I think I was too distracted by what it was to really take anything else in, and now my gut clenches at the idea that it’s going to be inside me and—I moan again.

The way she said this one is also…I mean…

“But first…” Amanda continues, and I don’t have time to think too much more, which, really, is a good thing, as she pulls herself off me and then off the bed entirely. I follow her up instinctively, wanting to see her, touch her—to find her leaning against the edge of the bed, looking at me with a slight curve of her lips.

Then I see the way she’s touching the—her—cock, fondling it as if it was a real thing, the wideness of her stance and all of her energy just radiating power and I have to close my eyes for a moment, breathing heavily. I scoot closer to the edge of the bed myself, opening my eyes to lock on where she’s touching it, before they flick up to her, the image of it all nearly undoing me.

I lick my lips again, almost instinctively, and almost reach for it before hesitating slightly.

“I…can I…”

Amanda meets my eyes with a smile that has a slight edge to it, challenging, and then she steps back from the bed. “If you get on your knees for me.”

I groan, sliding forward off the bed without a second thought, and she doesn’t stop me when I reach forward, looking up at her from my knees. Her breath hitches again as I do, and she threads her fingers through the hair of my new wig - and it does feel so much better than with the other one - drawing me forward even further. I moan with the movement, shifting with her until my hand is wrapped around the base of her cock and my mouth is poised just above it. It doesn’t feel quite like mine would, of course, but it’s still intense. It doesn’t have the natural body heat - although it’s warming quickly against my palm - and the rubber doesn’t feel quite like flesh, but it does a better job than I expect it to, and as I move my hand I can feel surprisingly-lifelike little veins and an arousing combination of firmness with a slight give in that outer layer.

“Go on,” Amanda urges, her voice hot and breathy, “suck my cock, Dani.”

I groan again and stop comparing, opening my mouth to draw it inside, my tongue darting out to play with the firm-yet-malleable rubber and run over the veins layered into it. Amanda tugs at my head, urging me further, and I hollow out my cheeks like I’ve seen her do so before, starting to suck. It’s an overwhelming, impossibly hot feeling, being here like this, doing this, and I sneak little glances up at her because she seems to find it just as hot as I do—if not more so.

I have the feeling I’m going to spend a while learning how to do this properly in the future, and the thought has my hips thrusting forward of their own accord, my own cock - as ever when I’m dressed like this - confined and trapped, desperate for some stimulation of its own. My hand inches towards it, but Amanda’s foot comes out and pushes it away and that has me moaning like crazy against her cock, bringing that hand up instead to grip her hip, to give me slightly better leverage as I work my mouth over and against her.

“Amanda,” I gasp around it, my hips moving helplessly, “please…”

“No,” she says, simply and firmly in a way that sends heat racing down my spine and has me shuddering all over again. “If you want that, you’ll get it with me buried deep inside you…so you better make sure I’m nice and prepared now, hmm?”

I almost spasm from how hot that is, my vision whiting out for a moment before lust drives me faster and further against her cock, sucking it hard as I try to show my appreciation, my red-hot desire, for everything she’s doing right now. I have no idea when she got so confident, felt so able to say these things, to make these demands and expect me to just obey but my god, I think I never want it to end. Even as the desperation claws at me, it’s the best and worst feeling I think I’ve ever had, wanting, waiting, anticipating like this…

Her hands firm against my head, guiding me deeper onto her cock and I have to swallow several times in a row in an effort to avoid triggering my gag reflex—and yes, I am definitely going to be learning how to do this properly. Right now, I don’t think Amanda will accept anything else, and just that thought has my brain almost short-circuiting, makes taking it deeper and doing more so much easier, with lust burning through me.

It takes a few moments of her directing me, of her hips moving and thrusting against me and the little sounds - little gasps, breathy exhales - that she makes, before I realise this must be a double-headed cock or that there’s something that presses against her when I do this, and that just makes it so much better. I can’t stop thinking that I’m here, desperate, my cock hard and trapped and so uncomfortable against everything restricting it, while she’s using me to suck her cock to give her some relief, some stimulation.

I have no idea how long I stay like that, panting desperately, just letting myself be used like this before she finally pulls away and lets go of my head. I fall back slightly to my heels, looking up at her with blinking, dazed eyes from my knees, and I have no idea what she sees there, but whatever it is, she’s grabbing me in the next moment.

She pulls me up and turns me around before I can stop to think, and then she’s grabbing pillows from the top of the bed and stacking them against the edge before she says the words I’ve been imagining from the moment she first opened that door.

“Bend over, Dani,” Amanda says, her voice a heated murmur as she pushes down on my back and I buck against the air just at the thought of it.

I find myself bent over the cushions, my feet spread wide at her nudging and my elbows resting on the bed, while my cock, finally thinking there’s something against it, bucks almost desperately against the far-too-soft-and-malleable pillows, which does almost nothing for me. It’s deliciously frustrating, and I’m not sure I’ve stopped moaning since this began, and—

Oh, fuck.

Amanda flips up the skirt of my dress and actually rips the panties I’m wearing down my spread legs, and I would probably actually be a little pissed about that if we hadn’t just bought a whole array of them for me to wear. I can see now why Amanda added so many for what is really—well, this.

“Fuck, Amanda!” I curse, only to hear her laughing behind me, and I’m so lost in her, in this, and oh god, the feel of the air against my bare arse has never felt like this before, I’m sure of it.

My cock sprang free, but that just made me more aware of how heavy and hard it was, pulsing like it thought something was going to happen now, only for Amanda to trail a slick, cool finger down my arse and into my crack, to press against and swirl around the rim of my hole and—

“Ohh, gods,” I groan, pushing back against her instinctively, and making her laugh all over again.

I’ve never done this, never played with it before, but if I’d known how sensitive that could be, maybe I would have.

“Hungry for it, aren’t you, Dani?” she murmurs above me, sounding so smug, so superior, that I bury my head against the bed and just groan all over again.

“Yes,” I get out, breathing hard and pressing back again, “please, yes…”

That makes her groan and she pushes forward and presses against me, her cock against the back of my thigh as she leans her body weight on me and makes me feel her. It’s amazing in every way and even though some part of me is still twisted up with that potent mix of nerves and anticipation, I also desperately want to feel her inside me already, buried deep. This is just…unbelievable.

“All in good time,” she murmurs, and I have no idea if she’s answering my words or my thoughts, but it hardly matters right now as she pulls back again and continues that teasing, infuriating stroking around the edge of my hole.

My breathing hitches, and I tense and squirm every time she presses just a little harder, fully anticipating the moment she pushes inside, and end up whining every time when she doesn’t and eases back again. By the time she finally does, I’m already some kind of pathetic mess of moaning and whimpering and squirming on the bed and then—fuck.

I can’t describe it. She only pushes in a small way, but it feels full and different and I-don’t-even-know-what as every nerve ending down there is alight and sending fire and lust through me in waves.

“Alright?” she asks quietly, and I can only nod and breathe raggedly in response.

“Yes, I…gods, Amanda…” I try to explain it, describe it, but all that comes out is a low noise and my hips pushing back against her. My cock is on fire with desperation but it’s not getting anything right now, so my body follows what is available to it and all I can think is it wants more.

“More, hmm?” Amanda murmurs, sounding half amused behind me, and I hadn’t realised I’d even said that out loud, but I nod again, pressing back again, and the warm, slightly mocking laugh that comes in response only makes it all so much hotter.

“Yes, please…fuck me, Amanda, I want…I want you…”

I can barely think, and I’m not sure when I started talking, begging, anything, but I can’t control it either—and just the feeling of being here, like this, being able to beg her for such things, to be the one waiting to be fucked…it’s the most intoxicating thing I’ve ever felt.

Amanda seems to think something similar, because I hear her breath hitch and she bucks against me this time, grinding her hips against my arse—because she can just do that and no one is stopping her from getting whatever pleasure she likes out of this—and oh god, it’s so good. She laughs breathlessly behind me, and how much she is obviously enjoying this just gets me.

“Fuck you?” She murmurs, and I can almost hear the wicked smirk in her voice, “ohh, we’ve barely started, Dani. There’s a lot of stretching to do first…”

I groan deeply, burying my head further forward, and I can’t tell whether it’s due to the despair or thrill of that thought. Probably both. I can feel my cock leaking now, dripping onto the pillows beneath me, and I buck back against her slightly, wanting to encourage her to do more, go further, something—and she finally gives me what I’m looking for.

Her finger slides more fully into me and even though it’s just the one I do feel stretched and opened up, my hole burning slightly as she moves it slowly within me, pumping it just a little and ohh is this what it feels like to have something inside, to be fucked, because, damn. Her finger circles and I’m squirming on it already, panting slightly as I press back against her, rise to meet her, and I can’t believe how much I want this. There’s some part of me that’s still a little anxious, a little scared, but it’s almost completely drowned out by the lust burning through my blood.

Then she adds another and everything goes slightly hazy as the sensation shudders through me, her fingers twisting and stretching together this time, scissoring and curling and—and—and—so much.

“Is this how it feels when you fuck me, hmm?” Amanda murmurs from above me, in a strange echo of my own earlier thoughts. “So warm and tight and all those muscles clenching around me…”

My cock jerks crazily at that comment, at the image she’s just put in front of me, at everything that isn’t happening right now but is, in some way, happening to me. I groan out something unintelligible even to me and she presses her fingers harder into me, slightly faster, and even though it burns, it’s slick and good too and the feeling of her inside me—it’s just something else entirely.

“More,” I try to say, “please, just…ugh…Amanda…”

She leans forward and trails little kisses down my back, her fingers teasing me mercilessly as I try to find some way to ride out my lust, to drive forward and push back and get more somehow.

“Mm, are you sure, Dani? Are you ready for me?”

“Yesss,” I get out, the sound slightly strangled and caught in my throat as everything in me feels coiled and tightened with need and readiness. “Fuck me, Amanda. Please. I…want you…need this…”

She groans above me, before levering herself up and—tragically—those fingers pull out in the next moment. I moan and my hips buck backwards, chasing the sensation, but she puts a palm on the small of my back and presses downward, holding me in place in a way that sends my brain spiralling into lust again.

By the time I come back to myself, I can feel the rubbery-fleshy tip of her cock lining itself up against my hole and my breath catches, anticipation and nerves tightening within me as I close my eyes, try to relax myself and wait for that glorious—pivotal—moment of entry.

Amanda steps closer to me, angling herself, and I can feel her thighs pressed up against mine and then with slow, inexorable pressure she pushes forward. I try to relax but even with how much I want this, how I want that full feeling all over again, there’s a moment where I’m not sure it will work—where I must be too small and her too big and my hole just too tight and then—then the head of her cock breaches me and I groan, full and long, my whole body shuddering with the sensation. I’m pretty sure Amanda does too, gasping at whatever she sees as she looks down at me, driving relentlessly forward at that slow, steady pace as I squirm and writhe and try to get used to—to her.

The way she feels inside me is amazing, unbelievable, exquisite and so different, but that’s not what really gets me—it’s the image playing in my mind, the thought of her behind me like this, piercing me, taking me, fucking me, owning me, that has me struggling against wave after wave of lust and need. Even though it hurts a little and I feel so damn tight and full, it’s the most delicious burning sensation and the pain somehow seems to make it better—it takes far less time than I would have thought before my body is pressing back against hers, chasing the sensation, wanting more, harder, faster, now.

The stream of noises coming out of me is too much for me to be able to articulate any of those thoughts or needs, but my body must do it for me, because I hear Amanda’s breathy, delighted laugh behind me before she steadies herself and slowly starts rocking forward.

I groan, my fists clenching as stars seem to explode behind my eyes, panting desperately as she starts working herself in and out of me and then—oh my fucking god.

She does something—touches something—her cock gliding inside me in a way that has me shouting out in sudden desire, sensation, need, everything as pure pleasure shoots through every part of me, my toes curling and fists clenching and unclenching where I’m desperately grabbing onto the bed covers.

What the fuck—

Then she does it again, and I can’t even think anymore, I’m just reduced to a simpering, moaning, writhing mess, and that only makes the whole thing feel better. Amanda is sliding in and out of me now, and every time she presses forward, that electricity courses through me and I’m desperate, dying, so turned on and worked up I can’t even breathe—

“Ready for a bit more?” Amanda murmurs, and when did she lean over and get so close to my ear? “I want to fuck you Dani, until I cum with my cock deep inside your ass.”

Another shudder runs through me and my voice is hoarse and twisted - and I have no idea when it got that way - but I’m nodding frantically, everything she says, everything she does, just sending me to new heights of need and want.

“Yes, yes, please…fuck me…yes…”

Amanda chuckles again, throaty and brilliant, and then pulls herself up before—

Oh my fucking god.

I thought she’d been fucking me before, but obviously she’d been holding back, because now she grabs my hips and angles herself and thrusts deep and hard, stretching me open and making my head jerk back at the sudden intensity. She pushes forward and with every stroke, grinds herself against my ass while her cock circles inside me, and I can hear the little gasps as she works herself further, higher, taking her own pleasure from me in a way that’s beautiful and degrading and brilliant all at once. I want to help in some way, to do something, but it’s all I can do to lie there and just take it, my whole body feeling wired and impossibly boneless all at once.

Until her hand sneaks around my hips and finds the cock I’d all but forgotten about in the wave of sensation that had been assaulting my ass - and isn’t that saying something - wrapping her fingers around it and gripping it in a way that sends me jolting almost upright with a yelp. Then I’m panting heavily, every heated sensation within me travelling south as my entire focus narrows onto that one thing, that sweet promise around my so-neglected cock.

Amanda leans forward again, whispering in my ear. “Go on, Dani. Fuck yourself on my cock. I want to see how desperate you are for it.”

And I’ve never been so eager to do anything in my life. Forgetting how weak and pathetic and owned and everything else my body feels right now, I brace my hands underneath me and push back, just a bit, into her—and oh god that’s a new feeling entirely. Amanda laughs again behind me, the nails of one hand scraping down my back and I shudder at the sensation as I buck against her again, starting to move in a way that fucks her cock in and out of my ass at the same time it lets my own cock fuck her hand, and it might be the single best thing I’ve ever done.

“Amanda…” I breathe, unable to think or process anything at all, but just chanting her name like a prayer as I do exactly as she demanded. She rocks with me, meeting each thrust with one of her own and as her breathing gets faster, tighter, I can feel just how affected she is by the way her movements become a little more jerky, a little more specific as she hunts the same high I’m looking for.

Her hand is infuriatingly light around my cock, but I guess that’s the idea, as it makes me more and more desperate, thrusting faster as I try to chase the small snatches of sensation she’s giving me as I moan into the bed and she grinds against me, again and again.

“Amanda…please…oh, please…”

That seems to be enough for her, because I hear her gasp behind me at the words, then grind even harder against my ass—and finally, finally, her grip around my poor, aching cock tightens.

“Yesss…” I can’t help but hiss out as I buck against it, driving harder and faster as I hear her cry out behind me, knowing she must be coming—coming deep in my ass, fucking me, yes, that, oh—

And then I’m gone too, soaring over a height that I didn’t even know existed before today as stars explode behind my eyes and wave after wave of pleasure crashes through me. Every nerve feels alight with it all and my cock convulses, pulsing and spasming in her hand as I’m finally, finally, allowed over the edge I feel I’ve been riding all night.

I slump down onto the bed, and I’m pretty sure she’s the same on top of me, my body aching and shuddering in all the best ways as I groan into my pillowed arms and try to breathe through the impossible wreck its all left me in. I can lightly feel Amanda kissing my shoulder, her soft lips, and I shudder again under her.

Under her.

I’ve never felt quite so good as I do at the thought of that.

Amanda rolls off me a few moments later, and I’m pretty sure she goes to get something to clean us up, but I’m already slipping in and out of awareness—not unconscious, just…floating a bit. All I can feel is the occasional touch, the warmth of her skin against mine as she brushes up against me, and the tenderness there that feels like maybe it should be at odds with everything that just came before, but isn’t somehow.

Then she’s curling up with me on the bed, pulling the pillows underneath my hips away and dragging me further onto the thing as I turn into her, nuzzling her while our arms wrap around one another.

“Thank you,” she murmurs, kissing me softly on the lips, and it’s so incongruous that all I can do is blink at her.

Thank me? For this day?

I mumble something incoherent, trying to get my point across, but I guess it doesn’t matter or maybe she understands what I’m trying to say anyway, because she just shushes me and snuggles closer. I want to object further, but I can barely remember what about, and it’s too easy to give into the way she rearranges my arms to her liking and tucks herself against me. Instead, I just kiss the top of her head and clutch her to me.

The most precious, incredible woman that’s ever existed.


Epilogue

After what was, possibly, the best day of my life so far, Amanda and I slowly come back to reality the next day. We don’t talk much about it - I know I’m still processing the sheer disbelief of it all, and the near-endless moments that will probably fuel my fantasies forever more - but it doesn’t feel like it did the last time; where I don’t know what to say, or how she feels about any of it.

Instead, there’s a closeness between us that if you’d asked me a few weeks ago, I would have said had always been there, but this…it feels different somehow. More. Better. I don’t know. I’m still trying to adjust to the very idea that Amanda is…well, just as incredible as I always thought she was. I just know it’s nice, as we move around each other, sharing little smiles and touches and an understanding that maybe wasn’t entirely there before.

“I know we usually have date night, tonight,” she says at one point, leaning back against me where she’s standing in front of the kitchen counter, and twisting her face up to look at mine as my hands hover at her hips. I haven’t been able to stop touching her today. I think there’s some deep-seated part of me that doesn’t ever want to let her go. “But would you maybe be up for just getting takeaway and curling up with a film? I’m a little…that’s the sort of thing I really feel like doing, you know?”

I do know. The idea of that sounds wonderful, and I don’t need to say anything for her to guess I’m feeling exactly the same way—yesterday was amazing, but it was also intense and all-consuming, and the idea of just…drifting a bit today, together, sounded perfect.

“I’d love that,” I say, honestly, kissing the top of her head and squeezing my arms a little around her. She wraps her hands around mine and squeezes back as she leans back a little more, before pushing away in an obvious stop interfering with what I’m doing move. Reluctantly, I do.

“Great,” she looks up at me with warmth and a smile, and I can’t help but reach out and touch her cheek, not sure I’ll ever be able to get over the magic of this—of her. I’ve never felt quite so at peace. “We’ll do that then.”

And we do; that evening, we curl up together and flick through the films on offer as we wait for our food to arrive, Amanda’s body tucked closely against mine.

“Yesterday was…” Amanda starts, and I look down at her in surprise. It wasn’t like I thought we wouldn’t talk about it, but it also didn’t feel like we needed to, for once. I set aside the remote as I watch her fingers trace patterns on my jeans. “It was pretty incredible, huh?”

I smile at her, still not quite having the words to express everything I felt—everything it meant to me.

“Yeah,” I say instead, softly, “it was.”

I want to say something more, but everything I could somehow feels insufficient - I want to thank her, but I can’t even begin to describe how grateful I am for how this has all turned out, and trying would just feel…not enough, somehow.

Amanda doesn’t seem to need it, anyway. She leans her head further against me and says, with no hesitation, “I’d like to do it again sometime.”

I smile instinctively, tracing my hand down her arm as I imagine repeating any of what happened last night. There’s so much we can explore, now. So much we can do. And even if she changes her mind, even if she doesn’t want to anymore, at least now she knows. I don’t have to hide, anymore.

“Me too,” I murmur back.

Then she does hesitate and I wait, quietly, for the ‘but’ I sense coming. I’m less afraid now, that anything she could possibly say will have the power to end our relationship or destroy my life as I know it. There’s too much between us for that.

“But,” she starts, looking up at me somewhat uncertainly, but still full of the determined fire I’m used to. Amanda could never let anything go unsaid, after all. I just smile at her. I’m too happy and in love right now for me to think there could truly be a problem. “But, I don’t…I don’t want it to be that way all the time, either, you know? I’d like…I still like everything else we had.”

I gather her closer in my arms and just nod. I probably should have thought about that earlier, but I’ve been somewhat floating on a haze of bliss and contentment today. I’m not sure contemplating anything wrong was even possible.

“Me too,” I say again, meeting her gaze easily. “I loved last night, Amanda, but that doesn’t mean it’s the only thing I like. I’ve always loved everything else we do, too—I love you. It’s…it’s fun to indulge, I’ll admit, but I meant what I said all those weeks ago: mostly, I just want you. I want us. In any way we feel like at the time, hmm?”

Amanda smiles back at me, nodding, and I don’t miss the way she relaxes slightly against me, leaning up to brush her lips softly over mine. She exhales slightly and nods again. “I’m glad, yeah, that’s…what I want too.” Then her lips quirk into a smile that makes my insides flip all over again and a little spark comes into her eyes. “Although I am looking forward to some of the things we can do now…I don’t suppose Dani would be interested in a girly weekend of nails and slumber parties and chick flicks sometime, hmm?”

My breath catches in my throat and I gather Amanda closer to me in my arms as I let out a hum of appreciation that really comes out as more of a moan. My eyes flicker closed briefly, already picturing all the ways Amanda’s imagination is going to make this better than I ever could have managed on my own, and everything we have to look forward together.

Just why didn’t I tell her years ago?

THE END
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Thank you for reading my book – I hope you enjoyed it!

If you did and want to be the first to hear about any new books, sign up to my newsletter below!
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[image: ] The New Cheerleader

Tim has always wanted to be on his high school football team, but with his small frame, he's got no chance - not on the football team anyway...
Tim has spent years longing to be a part of the game he lives for - and to hang out with all the cool, popular jocks…guys like his idol, the school celebrity Brad Livingstone. Junior year, he’s determined. He doesn’t have much time left and he doesn’t want to leave high school without living his dream. So when the try-outs fail yet again, he’s crushed – devastated enough that he starts thinking about the coach’s derisive comment to try out for the cheerleading squad a little too much. It’s stupid, and crazy, but…if it’s the only way he can be a part of the game? Would it be so bad to give it a shot…?

[image: A person in a plaid skirt  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

Being Amy

All his life, Andrew has known he’s different - that there’s something inside him that’s not like anyone else. Strange desires, fascinations and urges. It took a while for that something else to make sense to him, but by the time it did, he had a name for it. 
Amy. 
Where Andrew was boring, shy and uninteresting - Amy was the opposite. Fun, flirty and full of life, she fit in a way nothing else had. And eventually, it wasn’t enough for her to exist only in his mind, or during the occasional secretive dress up session. He needed more. 
With his parents away for a whole weekend, he’s determined to find out whether everything he’s been doing is just fantasy - or if Amy could be something more. If she’s good enough to pass outside the house.

He’s prepared for how terrifying venturing into public will be - but what he’s not prepared for? All the questions it prompts. How far he might want to take this. And what that might mean.
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