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DISCOVERED

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always


CHAPTER ONE

Richard Magee glanced around his living room, knowing he had a few hours alone. Kay Magee was a librarian and had to work the evening shift that day. The TV was on, but he wasn’t watching it.

Richard preferred when she was home earlier so they could eat dinner together, but people needed books and the public computers in the evening. There were events for families. Richard had ways to occupy himself when she was gone, and it wasn’t by watching television.

He knew his pastime was dangerous. Keeping secrets from his wife was wrong, but he couldn’t help himself. Richard left the TV on even when he wasn’t watching it because the background noise helped cover up his favorite activity in case Kay arrived earlier than he expected.

There were times he got so lost in the moment that the noises from the television had protected him. Kay didn’t hear him banging around in the basement to hide his secret treasures.

Richard wasn’t a cheater. He loved Kay more than anyone in the world. They’d met in their early twenties at a mutual friend’s party. Their marriage had been blissful since the moment they exchanged vows. Richard never wanted Kay to leave him, but he was hiding a secret. He didn’t know how long he could continue without telling Kay his truest desires.

Once Richard felt settled, he left the living room and went to the basement. He used to do a lot of woodworking in his early twenties. It was a source of extra income. He used to make tables, chairs, bookcases, and other furniture. Carving shapes out of wood used to bring joy. It still would if Richard had more time. He’d lost motivation to earn extra money since becoming the top salesperson at the car dealership where he worked.

Kay used to make more than him, but their fortunes had changed about five years into the marriage. Richard didn’t care who made more, as long as they paid their bills. Kay told him how much she needed each month, and Richard made no fuss about giving Kay what she requested.

Everything extra Richard earned went to his collection of lingerie. The money he used to spend on wood to build furniture now went to cotton, silk, and lace. He loved nothing more than slipping into a pair of crotchless panties to touch himself in front of a mirror.

They had two mirrors in the basement. There was one in the bathroom they had downstairs. He spent a lot of his time in that bathroom, watching his thickened dick in the mirror. There was something he loved about the protection of a door separating him from reality.

The other mirror was a long mirror propped up against the wall in the boiler room. It’d been the first mirror Richard and Kay bought together when they were living in an apartment in the city. They’d since moved to a bigger house in the suburbs, but the mirror persisted.

Richard used that mirror when he put on a slip dress or a teddy or a baby doll. His collection had grown over the years. He’d started by wearing Kay’s underwear about three years into their marriage. He’d always been curious about how they’d feel on his body. How they’d make his dick look. Kay always looked so sexy when she wore lingerie.

When Kay put on a cute number, her confidence grew tenfold. She would prance around the house, sticking her ass out to tease Richard. He loved when she got excited. He loved watching her in lingerie, but he also liked to wear it himself.

There were tons of woodworking materials downstairs. Richard always set the scene before he disappeared into the boiler room or the bathroom. He pulled a half-finished birdhouse off the shelf above his tools. He placed it on the table, which was covered in dust from when he'd started the birdhouse months ago.

He ran the machines when he disappeared while Kay was home. He tried to refrain from wearing lingerie when Kay could discover him, but there were some days he couldn’t ignore his urges.

Beneath his workstation, there were several drawers. He had locks on them. Kay had never questioned Richard. She trusted him. He hated thinking about how she might feel if she discovered his secret.

Richard unlocked the drawers and pulled one out, revealing a plethora of lingerie. He checked the time before pulling out a pair of white stockings, a pink slip dress made of silk, and a pair of white crotchless panties with plenty of lace. His dick hardened as he moved the fabric through his fingers.

Richard went to the bathroom and changed from his boring men’s clothing to the gorgeous lingerie. The tent beneath his pink slip dress was undeniable. The crotchless panties did nothing to hold down his dick. He placed his hands on his hips and moved them from side to side, staring at himself in the mirror.

His arms looked so big under the spaghetti straps of the slip dress, but he thought he looked beautiful. He left the bathroom and went to the boiler room, where they had the other mirror. He hated how the floor stained the bottom of his stockings, but there were worse things in the world. Richard could be living a life without lingerie. A life where he hadn’t discovered what he loved most. As much joy as woodworking had brought him, Richard enjoyed exploring his feminine side more.

Richard stood in front of the mirror in the boiler room, staring at his feminized body. He wished he were wearing makeup, but found it too risky to doll himself up so much when Kay could walk through the door at any moment. Richard bent one knee in, contouring his body as though he were posing for a photo shoot.

His dick grew harder with each of his movements. The silk slip dress felt like a breeze kissing his skin. Each brush made him harder. His cock throbbing, begging him to touch it. He only had so long, and he liked to milk as many orgasms as he could out of his member.

Richard lifted his slip dress, mesmerized by the sight of his own cock surrounded by white crotchless panties. Stockings running up his thighs, stopping a few inches below his hairy balls. It only took a few strokes before he was shooting a load on the cement floor, but it didn’t matter.

There was plenty of time before Kay would arrive home from the library.

***

Kay Magee woke up the following morning to the sounds of Richard climbing out of bed. He had to be at work a few hours before her. She was scheduled a mid-shift that day. It was better than closing, which she’d done the night before.

Kay watched as Richard went from their attached bathroom to the closet and back. When she’d opened her eyes, he was naked, but he had since put on underwear and a t-shirt. He had on long dress socks, making Kay wish he would climb back into bed to fuck her.

When she got home the night before, she’d tried to entice Richard. They used to have wild sex when they were newlyweds, but it had gone downhill about five years into their marriage. Kay didn’t know why Richard refused her. He’d been awake and watching television. He didn’t fall asleep until hours after she’d arrived home from the library.

What was it about her that turned him off? He had flat out refused to have sex with her the night before, and Kay didn’t know what to think. One thought kept popping up in her mind, even though she hated it. She hated thinking Richard might be getting sex from another woman, but it was possible.

Richard turned to Kay when he noticed her eyes were open and following him around the room. “Good morning, Kay. Sorry if I woke you.”

“It’s okay,” Kay said in a dry voice. She needed a glass of water as much as she need Richard’s dick inside her. She wanted to bring up how he’d refused her the night before, but he already had one foot out the door.

Richard went back into the closet and came out fully dressed for work. Had a sexy woman gone to the dealership and seduced him for a lower price on a car? Had she given away her cunny for a few thousand dollars? Kay almost felt bad for the woman, if that were the case. She was tired of driving herself wild with theories.

“Bye. I’ll see you tonight,” Richard said as he bent over to kiss Kay on the lips. His breath smelled of mint. Hers tasted like a night of sleep.

Richard left. Kay pulled herself out of bed when she heard the garage door close. She put on a pot of coffee. Kay exercised, showered, and brushed her teeth before enjoying it.

Kay stepped out of the shower and examined her body in the mirror. She didn’t have the same body she had in her twenties, but she kept herself tight. She exercised on their exercise bike five days a week. There were trails around their neighborhood, and Kay often walked them. Richard kept himself in decent shape, too, but she didn’t understand what it was about her he didn’t want.

It almost brought tears to her eyes, but she would not let Richard’s rejection send her to the pits of self-doubt. There were plenty of reasons he wouldn’t want to have sex that didn’t have to do with her. Kay was a librarian, and she’d read it all, but the reality still crushed her. She thought they were different. They had a relationship that made others jealous, but who would be jealous of rejection?

Kay put on clothes. She only had an hour until she had to get to work. Kay poured herself a cup of coffee before walking around the house, wondering what had caused the change in Richard. She went to their closet, checking every pocket of Richard’s for a loose piece of paper. A receipt. Anything that’d give her a clue, but all his pockets were empty.

She went to the door that led to the basement, taking a breath before she descended the steps. Their basement was unfinished and opened to the backyard. When they’d moved to the house, Richard was still doing a lot of woodworking. She’d noticed a slowdown in his production as his car sales grew, but that didn’t explain why he spent so much time in the basement.

Kay never wanted to question Richard. She figured he’d turned the basement into some sort of makeshift man cave. Maybe he watched TV on his phone or a tablet they had, but wasn’t sure what Richard did when he disappeared on those days they were both home. She never questioned Richard because his disappearing had given her time to read or knit or clean around the house in peace.

Now Kay was feeling she should have questioned Richard more. She should have pushed him to answer to what he was doing in the basement for hours at a time. Texting other women? Video chatting with them online? Kay’s heart raced as she searched Richard’s workstation.

She was finding nothing except half-finished projects Richard never would have made when they met. He used to scoff at birdhouses, and now he had one that he had been working on for months. Kay almost never came to the basement since their laundry was on the main floor, but it didn’t look like Richard had made any progress since she last saw the half-finished projects.

Kay’s search led her to locked metal drawers, which drove Kay wild. She had no idea where Richard kept the key and hated herself for wanting to destroy his case to find out what was inside. When she moved it around, it was surprisingly light to the touch. She figured it would have been filled with heavy tools, but that didn’t seem to be the case.

After ten minutes of frantic searching, Kay checked the time. There was no way she’d make it to the library on time, so she called her boss and told her she’d be a couple of hours late. Rosa met Kay’s request with snarky backhanded comments, but her boss would survive. Kay knew the library almost never got so busy it was impossible to handle. Kay figured Rosa was probably reading a juicy book and wanted more time alone in her office to sift through the pages. They did a lot of work, but they also read a ton.

After searching every nook of the basement, Kay finally struck gold when she found a spare key to the locked metal drawers in the bathroom. It was on a hook behind the toilet, which made Kay’s heart tremble when she imagined what might be in the drawers. What if her husband was a serial killer? All the thrillers Kay had read flashed through her mind as she approached Richard’s secret drawers with the key she’d found.

Kay closed her eyes as she pulled the first drawer open after unlocking them. What she found surprised her and brought relief that her husband wasn’t a serial killer. The womanly treasures made Kay wonder if her husband was softer than she ever knew. Without understanding why, Kay collapsed to her knees in a fit of laughter.

When she regained control of herself, Kay pulled out some of the lingerie. They were nicer than some she had. Kay couldn’t believe her husband liked to dress in women’s underwear, but it explained why he hadn’t wanted sex. It took little brain power to figure he’d probably spent the evening jacking off while she was at work reading a sizzling romance, ready to head home and ride her husband’s dick. The dick he didn’t give her.

Kay put the lingerie and key back in their places, heading upstairs to leave for the library. Like a good librarian, she spent her evening doing research to combat the problem at hand.


CHAPTER TWO

Life had gone on as normal after Kay found Richard’s lingerie in the basement. Kay never mentioned it, and Richard never confessed, even though Kay felt a sting every time she looked at Richard. She cared more about him keeping such a big part of his life secret from her more than she cared about the panties, stockings, and revealing dresses.

Since Kay found the key, she had explored more of what her husband had when he wasn’t home. She was lucky he wasn’t a neat freak because she was sure she had mixed up stuff some days. Maybe it was on purpose to see if Richard would say anything, but he hadn’t.

Kay was waiting for Richard outside of a haunted hayride. She had the day off, and it was his idea. They’d had sex several times since the night Richard refused Kay, but she couldn’t help but wonder if Richard felt satisfied without the lingerie.

Richard pulled up a few minutes later than he had predicted, but it didn’t matter. They’d planned on drinking hot cider and eating donuts before the hayride.

“You look incredible,” Richard said when he hugged Kay, kissing her on the cheek. She was wearing a form-fitting sweater with jeans and boots. It wasn’t too cold, but there was a bite in the wind. She had a scarf and earmuffs if it got too cold.

Richard was still wearing the clothes he used for the dealership. The wool jacket he had over them made him look snazzy, like a man who’d catch Kay’s attention if he came into the library.

“Rough day at work?”

“No, why?” he asked.

“You’re a few minutes late,” Kay said in a teasing voice.

“You wouldn’t believe the traffic there was on the way here.”

Kay would not make a big deal of the time. She took Richard’s hand and led him inside to the café where people waited before the haunted hayride. It was warm inside, smelling of fall baked goods and warm drinks.

“We’ll have to spend an extra hour on the bike after these,” Richard said as he picked up his cinnamon-sugar donut.

“Who are you telling?” Kay said and laughed. She could already feel the donut sticking to her hips, but she didn’t much care. They tasted too good. Her doubts about Richard wanting other women had also diminished. As much as she wanted to bring up the lingerie she’d found, at least she knew Richard wasn’t cheating. He didn’t even look at other women. He only noticed her.

“When does the hayride start?”

Kay checked the time on her phone, telling Richard they had eleven minutes to wait. In those eleven minutes, Kay thought about bringing up the lingerie. The topic was on the tip of her tongue, where it’d been many times before, but she never knew how to form the words. She never knew how to ask Richard why he kept a secret stash of women’s undergarments, and that night of the haunted hayride was no different.

Regardless, it was nice to spend an evening in Richard’s arms. They made sweet love when they got home without a piece of lingerie in sight.

***

Richard wished he could wear his gorgeous collection in the bedroom. There was nothing he wanted more than to show Kay all the different pieces he had. When he was making love to her after the haunted hayride, her pussy felt so incredible. So tight. So wet. Richard loved how he could make his wife soaked, but he wished a pair of tight panties were cupping his balls.

He wanted to tell Kay how badly he craved to wear lingerie while they fucked, but he didn’t want to lose her. He’d read stories online of guys who liked to crossdress getting left by their partners. Richard didn’t know how to explain it, but wearing women’s undergarments felt natural. Why couldn’t dresses and skirts be like jeans? Richard would wear them everywhere he went, or that was what he thought. Imagination could be far from reality.

***

If only Richard knew the gift that was coming his way. Across town, Kay was searching in a lingerie store, but she wasn’t looking for herself. She had Richard on her mind. She had gone back and forth with her idea, but they couldn’t continue living in the dark.

She had to tell Richard she knew his secret. For better or worse, she wanted to bring his truth to light. Kay hoped he wouldn’t run away from what he wanted most when she was willing to explore with him. It’d taken her weeks to come around, but she was ready.

Kay found some thongs and panties she thought would fit Richard. They had lace that would expose his dick, and Kay couldn’t wait to see what he’d look like in them. Would she love it, or would she want to run away herself?

“Would you mind wrapping these? They’re a present for a friend,” Kay said to the sales attendant.

“What color bow would you like?”

Kay glanced at the options the sales attendant was holding, but she really didn’t care. “Whichever is your favorite.”

“Pink,” the woman said and wrapped a bow around the box after carefully placing the lingerie in tissue. She placed the box in a bag before passing it to Kay.

Kay thanked her and took the bag, hoping Richard would like his present.


CHAPTER THREE

Kay and Richard were sitting in the living room watching television after dinner. They had a few sitcoms they liked to enjoy together. They would take walks or do other activities too, but the weather had turned cold. Neither wanted to bundle up when they could stay in snuggled up next to each other on the sofa.

Kay could no longer hide what she’d bought Richard. She had the bag in the back of their closet. He’d even seen it. She said it was for her best friend, Carmen. Kay had tried to find the courage to give the gift to Richard several times, but she never found the strength until that random fall night when they were sitting at home watching TV.

Without speaking, Kay stood from the sofa and went to their bedroom to grab the bag with the gift. She returned to the living room, and Richard glanced at her with a raised eyebrow. He shifted his attention away from the television.

He looked into Kay’s eyes, seeing the nervousness in her expression. “What’s wrong?”

“I don’t know how to tell you this.” Kay said. She stepped forward and dropped the bag onto Richard’s lap. There was no denying from which store the bag came. They both knew. There were only a few possibilities for what might be inside the box.

Richard looked at Kay with an uneasy expression, feeling like he could throw up. Why in the world was Kay placing a bag from a lingerie store on his lap? “Didn’t you get this for Carmen? Why did you bring it in here? Did you want me to return it?”

Kay looked at Richard once, pulling the veil from his secret life. He’d thought the lingerie looked like someone had been digging through it when he went downstairs one evening but wrote it off as his aging mind. Poor memory. Now his suspicions were confirmed by the look in Kay’s eyes. She knew his truth.

“Richard, please stop playing games.”

Richard opened his mouth and shut it without producing any words. What could he say? He knew Kay had seen his collection by the way she looked at him. Her eyes drifted to the hall that led to the basement door, and Richard felt like he could melt into a puddle of shame.

“Please, Kay. You don’t understand. I never meant to hurt you.”

Kay sat next to Richard on the couch. She placed her hand over his, looking into his eye. “Richard, I don’t hate you. I got you a gift. Would you try them on for me?”

Richard pulled out the white box wrapped in a pink bow. He couldn’t believe what Kay had done for him. Why did he feel sick after getting what he’d wanted for years? Richard grabbed the empty bag and spit up into it. Kay gasped and ran to the kitchen for a towel and a pitcher to refill their water glasses.

Richard had thrown up by the time Kay returned. She took the soiled bag and threw it away in the kitchen. Richard apologized when she returned. Kay rubbed his back and told him everything would be okay.

“Would you open the gift, please?”

“Okay,” Richard said. He picked up the box, wondering how his life had gotten to this point. As much as he loved lingerie, part of him wished it had remained a secret. He’d dreamed about making love to Kay while wearing a pair of panties, but he never once thought those dreams would come true. Deep down, he’d been okay hiding his truth. He was afraid to open the box of his deepest desires and scare away the woman he loved.

Kay stared at Richard with an expectant smile on her face, waiting for him to untie the ribbon and lift the lid from the box, but she didn’t understand what door she was opening. Once Richard got started, he didn’t know if he could stop.

“Open it,” Kay said after Richard hadn’t moved for several beats.

Richard took a deep breath and untied the pink bow. It fell to the floor. Richard lifted the lid, shocked by what he found inside, even though he knew what was coming. He’d thrown up in a bag from a lingerie store. What else did he think Kay would have bought? Chocolate? Popcorn? Boxers?

“What do you think?” Kay asked.

The lingerie was beautiful. There was a white thong that would make Richard look pure like fresh snow. There was a pair of red panties with a lace crotch that’d make Richard feel hotter than lava, but he couldn’t shake the shame and embarrassment coursing through him. He knew he shouldn’t feel bad. His wife was trying to accept him for who he was, but he didn’t want his secret exposed.

Richard stood, letting the box and lingerie fall to the floor. His action offended Kay. She gasped, leaning away from him. Richard stood from the sofa and went to a spare bedroom, placing a chair they had in the room under the doorknob so Kay couldn’t bother him.

Kay picked up the lingerie and tissue paper, cleaning up the mess Richard had made. She closed the box and went to the spare bedroom where Richard was hiding. She knocked on the door.

“Go away,” he cried.

“I only want to talk,” she said.

Richard screamed at Kay that he didn’t want to talk. He screamed at Kay that she never should have given him that gift. He told her to go away every time she tried to get into the room. Every time she tried to crack into his heart. Richard knew he was being crazy by pushing Kay away, but he couldn’t help his actions.

He was so afraid she might reject him for dressing as a woman, he couldn’t even open his mind to the possibilities.


CHAPTER FOUR

Richard had slept in the guest bedroom since Kay gave him the gift from the lingerie store. Neither had spoken about his reaction. They hadn’t said much to each other at all unless it was one-hundred percent necessary. Kay was angry, and Richard was ashamed. They were at a stalemate, but Richard wanted to return to their bedroom. Enough time had passed.

He had tired of sleeping alone. He missed Kay’s touch. The warmth of her body. He wanted to smell her hair against his nostrils. He wanted to touch her when the sun woke them up on the weekend. Richard knew he had to apologize. He was the one who exploded.

Kay had extended an olive branch, and Richard snapped it in half when he let the lingerie she’d gifted him fall to the floor. He could have answered when she knocked, but he didn’t. Richard ignored her after screaming at her to leave him alone, and he wished he could take back his words. If only there were a time machine, but there wasn’t.

Richard had to live up to what he’d done. Kay was closing, so their conversation would have to wait until the morning, but Richard was ready to apologize and accept his mistakes. He only hoped Kay would forgive him. He baked her cookies instead of touching himself in the basement, leaving them out for her for when she got home from work. Richard disappeared into the guest bedroom to crash before she arrived.

Kay awoke the following morning, still full from the four cookies she’d eaten instead of dinner. It had warmed her heart when she walked through the door to find a plate of cookies next to a card with her name. She knew Richard felt terrible for how he’d reacted to the gift of lingerie, but she didn’t know how to react to his reaction.

Why hadn’t he been happy to receive a gift like that from her when he had a stash of women’s underwear in the basement?

There was a knock on the bedroom door. Kay stirred. “Come in,” she said.

Richard opened the door to the bedroom they hadn’t shared in over a week. It pained Kay to sleep alone, but she didn’t want Richard in their bed until they talked about how he’d exploded. She needed to understand her husband. If she didn’t, it felt like sleeping next to a stranger.

“Morning,” Richard said in a faint voice as he stepped into the room. He had his hands clasped in front of him.

Kay patted the bed. She had the comforter wrapped tightly around her. Richard sat on the edge of the bed. He reached out and took his wife’s hand in his. Neither had removed their wedding rings over the past week. “I can’t tell you how sorry I am, Kay.”

“Why are you pushing me away?”

Richard shrugged. He didn’t know how to respond. “I guess I really never wanted you to know the truth, even though I’d been fantasizing about it for years.”

“I want to understand you, Richard. You know that, don’t you?”

Richard took a deep breath as a single tear slid down his face. He had a wife who loved him. A woman who wanted to understand him, even when most others wouldn’t, but society had trained him to suppress his feminine urges his entire life. “You’re an incredible woman, Kay.”

“You’re a fantastic husband, but you have to be honest. We can talk about this, Richard. I don’t like that you kept this a secret from me for so long, but I can forgive that if you let me in now.”

Richard nodded. He had turned his body away from Kay when the tear slid down his face, so he couldn’t see her face. If he looked at Kay, he was sure he’d burst into tears. Tears of shame. Joy. He didn’t know what he was feeling, but the emotions were intense. He needed to do something with Kay before he had the serious conversation.

“Do you want to get out of the house? I decided I’m going to renovate the basement bathroom like I’ve been promising for years. Why don’t we head to the store so you can pick out tiles, paint colors, and other finishes?” Richard turned to look at Kay as he asked the question.

“You mean it?” Kay said. Her smile brightened as she lay under the covers.

“Yeah, why not? We have the money, and it can be my way of showing you how sorry I am.” Richard lifted his hand to Kay’s hair. He pushed a few strands behind her ear as he stared into her eyes. Kay was his wife, and he loved her more than life itself. He would be nothing without her. “I’ve always wanted you to know my truth, but I’ve also feared you’d leave if you found out.”

Kay reached out to touch Richard. Her hand landed on his thigh. “We can work through this. I understand why you were afraid, but I have no plans on leaving you. If I wanted to leave you over the lingerie, I would have done that when I found your stash in the basement.”

Richard took a deep breath. He wasn’t ready to unload everything he’d been thinking over the past week, but he appreciated his wife’s support. “I love you, Kay.”

Kay took Richard’s hand, moving it to her lips, and she kissed it. “Why don’t we head to the store? We can talk more when we get home,” she said.

“You’re reading my mind.” Richard stood from the bed and grabbed a change of clothes from the closet. He made breakfast while Kay showered, and he showered after they ate. Kay loaded the dishwasher, and they headed to the store after they’d finished getting ready.

Richard stood on the sidelines as Kay picked out her favorite materials. He had done some renovation work, but not in several years. Still, he figured he could handle the bathroom. Even if there were a few errors, the renovation would only be cosmetic, and almost nobody used the basement bathroom.

“You sure about this?” Kay asked as they headed to the check-out line with a cart full of materials and a list of items to order. Kay wanted a new vanity and everything. Richard could spare a few months of lingerie to follow through on a promise he’d made years ago.

“Don’t worry, Kay. We can afford it,” Richard said. Richard paid for everything with his credit card, which he would pay off before they charged him interest. He enjoyed earning points and bonuses.

Kay walked to the car with a beaming smile, which made every cent Richard spent worth it.

***

Richard passed the rest of his afternoon demolishing the bathroom downstairs. The metal drawers taunted him every time he passed his workstation, but Richard ignored them to give his wife what he’d promised years ago. Richard would need to devote several hours to the bathroom but felt like he’d accomplished a lot by the time Kay called him upstairs to eat.

She’d passed her time prepping meals for the next week. Kay kissed Richard on the lips when he came upstairs. She’d made chicken pot pies with steamed broccoli. Richard helped her set the table. He got them waters, silverware, and napkins. Kay brought over their plates, placing the one with more food in front of Richard.

Richard leaned over the table to kiss his wife a second time. “You spoil me,” he said.

“Don’t forget it,” Kay said and chuckled.

They ate the chicken pot pies. Kay had used ramekins with puff pastry over the top. They glistened from the egg wash she’d applied. Richard and Kay ate, commenting on the bathroom renovation Richard had started. Neither mentioned the panties in the metal drawers, but Richard was wondering about the gift he’d let fall to floor. He hadn’t seen it since that night. Did Kay throw it away? Had he missed his chance?

Richard didn’t have to wait long for his answer because Kay disappeared after they finished their meals and came back with the white box, no longer tied by a pink bow. It had looked much more romantic the first time Richard saw it. Kay placed it on the table in front of him.

“Please don’t freak out this time, but I’d like you to try these on for me. Do you mind?”

Richard bit his lip, feeling his heartbeat tick faster. “You want me to try those on?” He had yet to open the box.

“Yes, and I really don’t want to ask you again,” Kay said. Her eyes focused on Richard. She had her hands on her hips. The fierceness in her gaze told Richard she wasn’t playing games. Something about Kay had changed over the past week, and Richard thought he’d be best doing as Kay commanded. “Open the box, pick your favorite pair, and put them on for me to see.”

Richard nodded, swallowing a breath. He lifted the lid from the box. There was a pair of red panties with a lace crotch that Richard had been thinking about ever since he had his tantrum. He picked them up from the box and looked at Kay. “I want to try these.”

“You know what to do,” Kay said and pointed to the bathroom.


CHAPTER FIVE

Richard stood naked in front of the mirror. Kay was waiting for him on the other side, but he had been paralyzed for what felt like hours. The red panties with a lace front were sitting on the bathroom counter, taunting him. He jumped when Kay knocked on the door.

“What’s taking so long? Hurry! I want to see how those panties look on you.”

“Coming,” Richard hollered, but he wasn’t sure he had the strength to reveal himself to his wife. He’d gone so long fantasizing about this very moment, and it was nothing how he thought it’d be. In Richard’s visions, he had strength and confidence. In reality, he had none of those things. Richard was afraid Kay would ridicule him. “Promise you won’t laugh?”

“Yes, Richard. I promise not to laugh.”

Richard nodded to himself, taking a deep breath as he grabbed the red panties with a lace front sitting by his side. He held them up to his body, wondering how he’d gotten to this point in his life. His wife had gifted him a pair of panties, and they were sexy. Richard would have picked a similar pair himself. There was a time when he never would have worn lingerie, but now he couldn’t imagine his life without them.

Would Kay feel the same when she saw him?

Richard had wasted enough time contemplated how his wife would react. He was souping himself up, in case disaster struck, but Kay had promised not to laugh. He needed to give her what she was seeking. Kay had discovered Richard’s lingerie stash and was doing everything she could to act as a supportive wife. Richard knew he was lucky to have a woman like Kay, so he picked up the pair of red panties and slid them up his legs.

He stared at himself in the mirror, no longer naked. The lace did nothing to hide his growing erection. His dick took on a life of its own every time he put on a sexy pair of panties, and the red ones were no exception. He placed his hands on his hips, shifting his body from side to side. The lingerie gave him a confidence he hadn’t felt minutes before, but he was still terrified about how Kay might react.

Richard put on a robe, binding it around his center. He opened the door to the bathroom, and Kay wasn’t standing on the other side. Richard walked toward their bedroom, but she wasn’t there. He called out, and Kay told him she was in the kitchen.

Kay had changed into a white thong, a white bra, and a lightweight red robe. She had on a pair of white heels. No stockings, but her legs glistened from a fresh layer of lotion. She had a silver necklace on with diamond stud earrings. She looked at Richard with nothing but lust in her eyes.

Richard held the robe tight around his body. It was a false sense of security. He knew Kay would tell him to drop the robe.

Kay perched on the arm of the couch. She bent her finger and waved it for Richard to step toward her. His heart raced as he crossed the room. His legs shook as images of him dropping the robe flashed through his mind. Kay grabbed Richard and pulled him close when he was inches from her, moving her lips to his ear. “Take off the robe, Richard.”

His fingers trembled as he moved them to untie his robe. He took a deep breath before opening it to expose his body to Kay. The red panties clad against his throbbing dick. He was harder than he’d ever been wearing panties in front of the woman he loved, but would she like them? Would she approve?

“Step back so I can have a better look,” Kay said. She didn’t hate Richard in panties, but he was so hairy. So manly. It wasn’t uncomfortable seeing her man in lingerie, but she wanted his body bare. Hairless like a feminine woman. “Not bad. Those panties make your dick look huge.”

Richard felt his cheeks warm as he glanced down at his boner, which was poking against the fabric. He wanted to take it out. He wanted to play with himself, but he wouldn’t move a finger without Kay’s permission. “You like them?”

“I think they’d look better if your body had less hair. Why don’t you go to the bathroom and shave?”

Kay’s words were music to Richard’s ears. He’d been dying to shave his body for years but had never done it to avoid questions. Now he had the permission of his wife, and her opinion was the only one Richard cared about. The emotions flowing through him overwhelmed him. “You mean it?”

“Why would I say something if I didn’t mean it? It’s late. Get to the bathroom and shave. Now,” Kay said. Her words were forceful. Pointed. Richard would be a fool to ignore them, so he ran to the bathroom from where he’d come. He was so excited that he had forgotten to grab razors and shaving cream, so he had to backtrack.

Richard used an electric shaver to trim his hair down to a length he could shave. He lathered his body with shaving cream after filling the tub with hot water. He sat on its edge with his feet submerged, slowing ridding his body of hair. Richard had watched Kay bathe and shave her legs for years, always envious of her smooth skin when they lay together afterward. Now, he would have silky smooth skin of his own, and he couldn’t wait to touch it.

It took nearly an hour for Richard to finish, but the wait was worth it. He’d taken his time to carefully shave around his member, rubbing lotion into his skin after patting himself dry with a plush towel. His dick looked so much better in the red panties with a pair of smooth legs. He didn’t even bother putting on a robe when he stepped out of the bathroom with a shaved body.

“Would you mind moisturizing my back?” Richard asked.

Kay purred as she took in Richard’s smooth body. “Not at all. We’ll need to keep your skin hydrated so it doesn’t get irritated. You might even have to sleep naked after I take those panties off your girly legs.” Kay touched Richard’s body. She was hornier than she’d been in ages and wanted to dominate her husband. The feelings were new, but they were powerful.

“You take such good care of me,” Richard said. He sat in a chair at the dining-room table. Kay stood behind him and rubbed lotion onto his back. He had little hair to shave on his back, but she made sure he was slick with lotion from head to toe, reapplying over his chest. Kay worked slowly to Richard’s legs, walking around the chair to face him.

Kay reached out and touched Richard’s hard dick, fascinated by how it looked behind the red mesh lace. His leaking cock had stained the fabric, but neither cared when it looked so delicious. Kay reached between her thighs, pressing her hand against her aching pussy. She wanted Richard’s dick, but she had to put him in his place.

Kay had never been with a man who liked to wear lingerie. She hadn’t been with many men at all, but there were some crossdressers and dominant women in the books she read. Kay read serious literature they wrote reviews about in major newspapers, but she had also tried at least one story from every subgenre of romance she could find.

Richard moaned as Kay rubbed the last bits of lotion into his legs before standing in front of him with her hands on her hips. “Now, it’s your turn to please me since I let you shave your legs and wear sexy red underwear.”

“Whatever you want,” Richard said in a breathy tone. “I’m yours.”

Kay walked toward the bedroom in her white heels, waving for Richard to follow her. She stopped in front of the door. “You want to sleep in our bed tonight?”

“Yes, please.” Richard didn’t care if it sounded like he was begging. He needed to sleep next to Kay. He got so cold sleeping all alone in the guest bedroom. “I don’t want to sleep alone anymore.”

“Fine, but it’ll cost you.”

Richard nodded with vigor, dropping to his knees and clasping his hands.

Kay threw her head back and laughed as she observed her husband’s submission. “I expect the bathroom to be finished within the next two weeks.”

“Don’t worry, Kay. I’ll finish it.”

“You better.” Kay opened the door to the bedroom and stepped inside. It smelled of the air freshener she’d bought a few days before to reduce the stress she’d felt while not speaking with Richard, but those feeling had evaporated. Desire replaced them. She had never imagined her life with a husband who wore panties, but she didn’t hate it. She loved how obedient Richard was acting.

He crawled into the bedroom behind Kay, wearing nothing but his red panties.

“Take our duvet off the bed. We wouldn’t want to ruin it,” Kay said.

Richard stood and did as she said. He didn’t hesitate when Kay commanded him to put an old sheet on the bed to absorb any mess they might make. Kay took off the red robe she was wearing and kicked off her white heels before climbing onto the bed. She was wet, dripping with desire, but she had to take it slow. She had to maintain control of the situation. It was time to turn the tables on their relationship and become the dominant partner.

Kay propped herself up on two pillows, touching her pussy through the fabric of her soaked white panties. Richard looked with hungry eyes. He went to climb on the bed, but Kay told him no. She pointed to her right. “Stand there.”

Richard moved to her side. Kay turned her head to look at him. His view of the flooded mound poking through her panties was being obstructed by her legs. Richard hated it. He wanted his nose next to her arousal. He wanted to taste her on his lips. There was nothing he loved more than licking her sweet pussy. He loved when she screamed with the flick of his tongue.

“Here?” Richard asked as he stood on the side of the bed.

Kay touched her pussy through the wet fabric, wanting Richard to fuck her. He would have to wait, no matter how badly she wanted it. Her walls were begging to be stretched by his dick. Her clit begging for him to rub it as he slid in and out of her opening. “Yes, there.” Kay’s voice was a breath of air. Puffs of ecstasy. “Move the panties to the side and stroke your dick.”

“Like this?” Richard asked as he pushed his hard cock out of the panties.

Kay bit her bottom lip and nodded as she took in the sight of Richard’s hard, veiny dick. His tip soaked with precum. She had a birth-control implant, so they’d stopped using condoms a long time ago, and she really wanted his wet tip inside her slick hole.

Richard moaned as he stroked his cock. He watched as Kay’s body contorted with each movement of her hand. It was sexy watching Kay touch herself, but he wanted to be the one to make her moan. He wanted to taste her before he lost control and shot a load onto their bedroom floor.

Kay stared into Richard’s eyes as they touched themselves. They went for minutes. Richard stood in one place, even though he wanted to jump on the bed between Kay’s legs. Kay waited until she could no longer resist giving the command. She turned and moved to the edge of the bed, spreading her legs in front of Richard.

Richard released his dick as he took in the sight of Kay’s clad panties. “Take them off,” she said.

“Okay,” he said. Richard dropped to the floor. His hard dick swayed as he walked on his knees toward Kay. The panties were tight around his balls. All felt right in the world as he lifted his hands toward Kay’s wet panties. She moaned as he grabbed the waistline of her underwear, lifting her hips for Richard to pull them from her body.

Richard tossed them to the side. He didn’t worry about his throbbing dick with Kay’s delicious treat inches from his face. Her wonderful scent hit his nose as he moved closer to her opening, licking his lips in anticipation.

Kay was so close to cumming when Richard placed his mouth against his cunny, she screamed to resist the orgasm. Her hollers were nothing compared to Richard’s tongue, thrusting in and out of her hole. He licked her pussy lips. He sucked her clit, pushing her closer and closer to the edge.

Richard had his fingers on Kay’s clit and his tongue on her pussy lips when the pressure became too intense for her to ignore. She gripped the sheets beneath her as her toes curled and popped. Her legs vibrated. Richard didn’t stop touching or licking her as she screamed to the heavens. She was kicking Richard’s back, but her pussy tasted too delicious to stop licking. He made her cum a second time shortly after the first.

Kay was in another world before she remembered she was in charge. Her new role was to tell Richard what to do until she knew he could handle their new dynamics. As much as Richard wanted to wear lingerie, it would come with a few rules. A mutual understanding that Kay would make the vast majority of their decisions from now on, and Richard was there to listen and fulfill tasks.

“Sit on the floor. You’ve had enough,” Kay said in the sternest voice she could muster through the fuzz of her orgasms.

Richard lifted his mouth the second the words left Kay’s lips. He didn’t want to disappoint. He sat on his knees, staring at Kay’s beauty as her legs dangled off the bed. It took Kay a minute to come around, but Richard was patient. He didn’t rush her.

She sat up and said, “cum into your hand. I want to watch.”

“Your wish is my command,” Richard said. He stroked his dick, staring into Kay’s grayish blue eyes. He pulled down on his balls, making his cock look even bigger against the red panties. Richard put out his hand as he stroked his dick, seconds from cumming. He moved the hand from his balls to touch his hairless chest. He squeezed his nipple as the orgasm bubbled in his balls.

Kay licked her lips as she watched her husband rub himself to competition. Kay never knew how much she might enjoy being dominant in the relationship, but it was quickly growing on her.

Richard moved his hand from his chest to under his dick to catch the cum that shot from his tip. He moaned as streams of white goo erupted from his dick. Kay moaned, telling Richard he was the sexiest husband in the world. They made out after they came, rolling around on the bed for several minutes. Kay wearing nothing but a bra. Richard in nothing but a pair of red panties.


CHAPTER SIX

Two weeks had passed since the night Richard finally put on the red panties Kay bought him. They had sex most nights, and Richard wore a different pair of panties every time. Kay grew more dominant and confident in her abilities to steer their relationship each time they had sex. There was nothing she loved more now than putting Richard into a cute slip dress before tying him up to ride his dick. They both came every time.

Kay was sitting at the dining-room table working on her laptop when Richard entered the room. He was wearing jeans and a t-shirt, covered head to toe with paint and dust. He had been working on the bathroom in the basement all day.

“I finished,” Richard said. He placed his hands on Kay’s shoulders and kissed her on the cheek.

She glanced at her shoulder, checking to make sure it was free of dust.

Richard chuckled. “I washed my hands before coming upstairs. You should know by now I’d never ruin your beautiful clothes.”

Kay placed her chin on her shoulder, smiling to herself. She and Richard had grown a lot over the past two weeks, ever since he’d worn the red panties. They were having had some of the best sex of their lives. Kay had discovered a dominance within herself, and she had accepted her husband for who he was. Kay couldn’t imagine her life without Richard, lingerie and all. They were perfect for each other, and Kay was learning that even more with every day that passed.

“I hope you wouldn’t ruin my clothes,” Kay said.

“Do you want to see the basement bathroom?”
“You finished?” Potential dust had preoccupied Kay from hearing Richard the first time.

“We have to let it settle for a few days, but the bathroom is ready to go.”

Kay jumped up from her chair, wrapping her arms around the back of Richard’s neck. She stared into his brown eyes, wondering if he was wearing a pair of panties beneath his rugged jeans. “What underwear are you wearing?”

Richard blushed. He stepped back from Kay and unbuttoned his pants, revealing a white thong that barely held his junk in place. His cheeks burned when Kay told him to twirl in a circle.

“Pull up your pants, you naughty boy. We can fool around once I check your work in the bathroom.”

“After you,” Richard said, gesturing toward the hallway. Kay went to the door that led to the basement. She opened it, heading downstairs first. Richard followed closely behind her. Kay gasped when she saw the bathroom. She hadn’t gone downstairs to check it much since Richard started, and the end product was better than anything she could have imagined, and Richard finished it so quickly.

Kay turned toward her husband and threw her arms around him, feeling horny from the fact he’d finished what he promised years before. “It’s incredible, Richard.”

Richard squeezed Kay, kissed her on her forehead. “I’m glad you like it.”

“What else can I make you do?”

“If I can wear panties, I’ll do anything.”

Kay giggled, leaning against her husband. The renovation had made him firmer on the outside, and the panties made him softer on the inside. It was the perfect combination. Kay would have to put Richard to work more to beef up his muscles. She wouldn’t forget to reward his work with panties and sex, making him softer than foam.

“You outdid yourself,” she said.

“Will you come down here to use the bathroom now?”

“Probably not, but it’s nice to have the option.” Kay stared into her husband’s brown eyes a few beats before grabbing his hand and pulling him to their bedroom, where they enjoyed their afternoon wearing nothing but a few pieces of lingerie.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Richard was driving home after getting off work early. It was a week after he’d finished the bathroom renovation. Kay had since put him to work painting the guest bedroom, prepping the garden for spring, and cleaning the gutters. He didn’t wear a dress when he did outdoor work, but he had on panties and stockings beneath his clothes.

Richard pulled into the driveway, stepping out of the car. He went inside and found a present with his name sitting on the dining-room table. It was a pink box with a white bow. The handwriting on the card was Kay’s. She had to close the library that night, which her note acknowledged.

So you can have a little fun while I’m away. Don’t cum without me!

The smile that crept across Richard’s face hurt his mouth. He couldn’t believe how incredible his wife was. She knew him too well, and they were growing closer by the day.

Richard undid the white bow, placing it next to the box. He lifted the lid from the pink box and whimpered when he saw what was inside. It was a pink micro mess slip dress with long sleeves. The sleeves and hem had feathers. There was a pair of pink heels in the box, too. They were taller than any he’d used.

Kay had taught Richard how to walk in heels and bought him a pair of kitten heels, but those were nothing compared to the four-inch pumps staring up from the box. Kay had attached a note to the heels wishing Richard luck.

Richard stripped naked right there in the dining room, shedding the clothes he’d worn as a car salesman to change into the beautiful feminine look his wife had provided. He put on the pink thong inside the box before pulling the slip dress with long sleeves over his head. Richard grabbed the heels but didn’t put them on, as he was afraid he might fall on his backside if he tried to walk in them.

He went to the bathroom to check himself out in the mirror. He loved how he no longer had to hide in the basement. Richard could walk around the house in a slip dress and feel free. Even if his wife came home, she wouldn’t say anything. She supported his desire to feel the power of femininity.

Richard stared at himself in the mirror. He wished he had makeup and a wig. He had tried on more women’s clothing than he could count. His body was always shaved. He had even painted his nails while watching TV with Kay a few times, but he’d never had long hair. It was his dream. The next step. He wouldn’t rush Kay, but there was still more he’d like to try with her by his side.

Richard’s phone buzzed as he stood in the mirror.

Kay: Are you home? Did you get the gift?

Richard: Yes, it was perfect. You’re incredible.

Kay: Send me a picture of you all dressed up.

Richard had sent her pictures before, but he’d never worn heels that were four inches. He went to the dining room and sat in a chair to put the heels on. They fit his feet perfectly, but he didn’t know how he’d ever make it to the full-length mirror in the basement to snap a picture. He’d have to do a selfie.

Richard held the camera above his head to snap a photo. He hid his face, focusing on his feminized body. He had his legs bent to the side. Richard snapped a few photos and sent them to Kay.

Kay: Beautiful, but I want some of you standing. Go to the basement.

Richard took a deep breath as he stood from the dining-room table. He remembered what Kay had taught him. He kept his back straight, putting out his right foot. Heel to toe. Heel to toe. Richard chanted to himself for the first several steps until he gained confidence in his walk. The stairs to the basement were difficult, but they were like beating a challenge when he made it to the bottom of the steps.

Richard snapped several photos of himself in front of the basement mirror, wearing nothing but panties and a slip. He felt fabulous. On top of the world. He twirled in circles after sending Kay several photos. His phone vibrated in his hand, making him stop, even though he still felt a swirl within his still body.

Kay: I love that outfit on you. Clean the house until I get home, and I’ll give you a special treat.

Richard: Better than the present you already gave me?

Kay: Much better.

Kay’s message made Richard’s dick hard. He loved all the treats she’d given him to date and expected the same would be true of the one he would receive once she got off work. Richard and Kay texted a little more as he cleaned the house, teasing each other.

Kay walked through the door hours later to a sparkling house. It smelled of cleaning products. Richard greeted her with a steaming plate of food, still wearing his pink slip dress and four-inch heels. He sat with Kay while she ate. They discussed her evening at the library before heading to the bedroom for dessert.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Christmas was around the corner, and Kay wanted to invite her best girlfriends to dinner at her house. She planned to have Richard cook the food, and she wanted to doll him up for her friends to see but didn’t know how to ask Richard. They were watching TV together after work. It was snowing. They had a fire lit in their gas fireplace. The lights on their Christmas tree danced.

“Richard, what do you think about Carmen and Jeanne coming over for dinner?”

“When?”

“Why not this upcoming weekend? We could celebrate Christmas together before the holiday.”

“Sounds like a great idea. Did you invite them?”

“Not yet, but I mentioned the possibility to them. They seemed open to the idea, but that was a couple weeks ago.” Kay wondered how her friends would react when they found out Richard liked to wear women’s clothing, but she wanted to show them how much they’d grown since Richard revealed his truth.

“Sure, let me know when, and I’ll stay out of your hair.”

“That’s the thing, Richard. I was hoping you’d dress up in one of your cute dresses and serve us dinner.”

“You what?” Richard asked. His body had broken into a cold sweat. How could Kay ever expect him to do something like that? It would humiliate him. “Kay, I can’t do that.”

“Why not? You love wearing dresses. Why can’t you show my friends how much you like it?”

“It’s one thing for you to know, but I really don’t want your friends to find out. Kay, please. You can’t ask me to do something that humiliating.”

Kay scoffed, turning her body away from Richard’s. She’d been in the nook under his arm, but couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “Are you not proud of how beautiful you look when you wear women’s clothing?”

“I am, but—”

“Richard, I’ve done a lot for you, and I want to show you off to my friends. I love when you’re dolled up and looking fabulous. You have nothing to fear if I love you,” Kay said and placed her hand on Richard’s arm.

He didn’t want to agree, but he didn’t want to disappoint his wife more. “Can I hide in the kitchen between courses?”

“Yes,” Kay said and smirked. “But I might ask you to twirl once before you do.”

Richard sighed. He knew he’d love wearing the dress and heels, but he would need a fabulous outfit if Kay’s friends were going to see him in women’s clothing. “Get me something nice to wear,” he said.

“You’ll be the prettiest girl in the room,” Kay said.

Richard blushed at her words, burying his head into the nook under her shoulder. He couldn’t believe so many people would know the truth about him, but having his wife’s love and support meant more than anything.

***

The doorbell rang, sending Richard’s nerves into overdrive. He’d spent the day cooking a meal for Kay and her friends. She’d left specific instructions about what she wanted prepared and when Richard was to serve it. Richard loved when Kay gave him orders, but he still hadn’t decided how he felt about Kay’s friends learning his truth.

Kay went to answer the front door. She knew Richard was nervous. She had told her friends nothing except that she had a surprise. Kay made them gift bags to take home with sweets and a card, but those had little to do with the discovery they’d make.

Carmen and Jeanne were standing outside the door when Kay opened it. “Ladies, how are you?” Kay asked. She kissed Carmen on the cheek first. Jeanne second.

Carmen was her friend from college, and Jeanne worked at the library. Kay had met Carmen during an accounting class so many years ago that it hurt if she thought about it. Jeanne was a newer friend, but they were both great company and had become friends themselves. Kay was a little nervous about what her girlfriends might think about Richard’s feminized body, but she also didn’t much care. She would love Richard regardless of what they thought.

“It smells incredible in here. What did you cook?” Carmen asked.

“Richard cooked. He’ll also be serving us,” said Kay.

Jeanne laughed. “I wish my husband cooked. He puts up a fight when I ask him to take out the trash.”

“Richard takes out the trash. He cleans. Things have been very different around here lately.”

Carmen and Jeanne shared a look. They both had husbands who were friendly but lazy around the house. Richard had always been better about doing chores than them, but they had no idea how far he’d come. Kay led Carmen and Jeanne to the dining-room table and had them get settled.

Kay went to the kitchen to check on Richard. He had his hands on the counter with his head bent. He didn’t look at Kay, even though she knew he could hear her. “What’s wrong?” Kay rubbed Richard’s back as he took a deep breath.

“I don’t know if I can do this. Once I show them, they’ll never forget.”

Kay sighed. She understood why it was hard for Richard to reveal this part of himself to her friends, but she wanted him to be proud of himself. Kay moved her mouth close to his ear to whisper. “You’re beautiful, and my opinion is the only one that matters. I love what you’re wearing. I love how you look, and I want to share that with my friends. Okay?”

Richard closed his eyes and nodded. He and Kay had come a long way since she found his stash of lingerie in the basement, and he wanted to make her happy, so he would swallow his pride and do as Kay requested.

“I’ll serve the drinks, but I want you to follow with the first course. Five minutes. You can do this,” Kay said. She rubbed Richard’s back once more before grabbing everything she needed for the drinks. She had to make a few trips, giving everyone water and wine.

“This is fabulous. Christmas with the family is always so hectic. To friends,” Carmen said and lifted her wine into the air.

“To friends,” the others echoed. They clinked their glasses together, each taking a sip of the wine.

Richard grabbed the tray with the first course, overwhelmed by how much his hands were shaking. He had to place the tray back on the counter or risk dropping everything to the floor. Richard told himself he could do it. All he had to do was step into the room, and the rest would become history. Kay loved him. Kay had picked out his outfit, and she wanted to show him off to her friends.

After several deep breaths, Richard gained control of himself and picked up the tray. His heels were tall. Four inches. They were black. He was wearing a black cocktail dress that went to his ankles. He had on gold jewelry. They had gone back and forth about buying a wig, but Kay said she liked him without one. She promised he could wear one if they went out for dinner, but Richard wasn’t ready to step into public dressed en femme.

Richard closed his eyes as he crossed through to the dining room. The women were laughing, but their sounds ceased. Richard heard himself swallow the saliva building up in his throat. He opened his eyes. Carmen and Jeanne were staring at him with wide eyes, but Kay’s soft smile reminded him that everything was okay.

Carmen and Jeanne moved their attention from Richard to Kay after a few beats. Their mouths had practically fallen to the floor. Kay acted like everything was as it should be, ignoring the dumbfounded expression of her friends. “What’s our first course, darling?”

“For the first course, I made a vegetable minestrone soup with homemade parmesan chips.” Richard walked around the table, extra aware of how his heels sounded clicking against the hardwood floors. He passed a bowl to each lady, feeling like a trillion dollars when Kay winked at him. Richard hugged the empty tray and skipped out of the room, much more comfortable in four-inch heels than he’d been the first time wearing them. He went to the kitchen to prepare the second course, beaming at how well serving the first course had gone.

“What just happened, Kay?” Carmen asked.

“My husband likes to wear dresses. Do you have a problem with it?”

“No, but—” Carmen started, having no idea how to finish her sentence.

“How long have you known?” Jeanne asked.

“For months now. He didn’t want to wear a dress today, but I wanted to show you all how obedient my husband has become. He does everything I say,” Kay said with a wicked smile. “It’s incredible.”

“I doubt my husband would wear women’s clothing, but I could deal with him being a little more submissive,” said Jeanne.

“You’d never believe how productive Richard is nowadays. I leave him a list of chores with a cute outfit and always come home to a sparkling house.”

“Get outta here,” Carmen said. She stirred her soup with the spoon. “All because you let him wear women’s clothing?”

Kay shrugged. “He never would have prepared this meal a year ago, but he can’t get enough of my orders now. I’ve never felt more empowered.”

“Huh,” Carmen said. Jeanne nodded as she took in the information Kay had shared with them. Neither knew what to say. They didn’t know what questions to ask without offending Kay, so they switched to another topic. Carmen was a banker and told stories about the craziest customers who came into the bank.

The room went quiet every time Richard entered to clear away dishes or serve them more food, but Carmen and Jeanne were respectful. They didn’t disparage Richard for his differences. Jeanne even complimented his dress and jewelry at one point, which made Richard melt inside.

Their dinner wound down. Richard wearing a dress was nothing but background noise by the end. Kay could tell her guests were getting tired and ready to leave, but she wanted to show them the bathroom renovation before they did.

“Come downstairs. You’ll never believe what Richard finished in a couple of weeks.”

Jeanne and Carmen followed Kay to the basement. They gasped when they saw the renovated bathroom. “He wore panties the entire time, but he got it done.”

“That’s incredible. I need to figure out what my husband likes most so I can get him working,” Jeanne said.

“Same. Tonight was eye opening,” said Carmen.

“If you don’t mind, tell as few people as possible.”

“I promise,” Carmen said.

“Me too,” said Jeanne.

They went back upstairs. Kay walked them to the front door. They lingered there a moment. Richard appeared in the hallway, wearing his black dress and matching heels. He stood a head or more above all the ladies. “I’ll see you all soon. Hope you enjoyed the food.”

Carmen and Jeanne told Richard they had. He gave them both hugs before disappearing down the hall, switching his hips. The ladies shared a laugh before Kay gave them hugs. They stepped out into the cold, running to their cars with the gift bags Kay had made. Kay waited for them to start their cars and leave, freezing by the time she stepped back inside.

Richard was waiting in the foyer to wrap his arms around Kay and provide her with his warmth, loving her more than he ever knew possible to love anything.


CHAPTER NINE

Kay lounged on the sofa and watched TV as Richard cleaned up the mess from their meal. She had bought a slice of cake for them to share when he finished. Kay told him not to forget it when she heard the door to the dishwasher close.

“I won’t,” he said.

Richard appeared with the cake, two forks, and a bottle of wine. He set them on the coffee table before running back to the kitchen for wine glasses. He’d become quite agile in heels. “What did your friends think?” Richard asked as he sat on the couch.

“I’m not sure, but they didn’t care that much. They loved the work you did in the basement.”

“Me too,” he said with a proud smile. “And I don’t really care what they thought if you love me.”

“You know I do,” Kay said. She turned toward Richard to kiss him. They opened the slice of cake Kay had bought for their dessert after the Christmas meal with her friends. She always liked to reward Richard for his hard work.

“This cake is delicious,” Richard said as he took the first bite. It was chocolate with chocolate icing. He fed Kay the next bite. They hadn’t even used the second fork by the time they finished the slice of cake.

Kay licked her sticky fingers as she stared at Richard. His dick jumped against the black thong he was wearing to match his dress and shoes.

“Did you want to paint our nails?”

“Sure. Why not?”

“Grab the polish,” Kay said.

Richard stood. He took the mess from the cake and discarded it in the kitchen before going for the tub of polish they had in the hallway closet. Richard placed it on the coffee table. Kay had poured them wine while he was out of the room. Their glasses filled past the halfway mark.

Kay picked a pink polish for Richard. He chose a golden color for her. They had reality television playing in the background, and their conversation centered around the stars of the show. They loved to talk trash about the strangers they hoped never to meet. It was much better to admire them from afar.

Their nails dried. The wine disappeared. Kay had her legs sitting on top of Richard’s. He didn’t mind. He loved touching her smooth skin. She moisturized every morning and always felt incredible.

The sounds from the TV faded as they stared at each other. “Should we head to the bedroom?” Richard asked.

Kay nodded, biting her bottom lip. Richard stared into her grayish blue eyes, feeling like the luckiest man in the world. He stood from the couch and lifted Kay into his arms, carrying her to the bedroom. She moaned as Richard gently placed her on the bed.

He got to his knees by the side of the bed. “Tell me what to do, and I’ll do it.”

“Strip me naked,” she said.

Richard’s dick swelled at her request. He stood from his knees and walked over to the edge of the bed. He took off Kay’s top first before unhooking her bra and tossing it to the floor. The sight of her swollen nipples and soft breasts made his knees weak. He pulled off the sweatpants she’d changed into after dinner with her friends. Her panties were next. She was wearing nothing but the ring on her finger. The ring that told the world she was Richard’s. He was hers.

“Climb between my legs and remind me why I married you,” she said.

Richard hopped on the bed. He was still wearing his long black dress. He rubbed his dick beneath the panties and the dress as he moved his lips to Kay’s deliciously fragrant pussy. Richard placed his mouth against Kay’s womanhood, making her pant. Her voice bounced off the walls.

Kay moved her hands, putting her fingers on Richard’s head to control his moments. She loved guiding his face up and down as he ran his tongue along her slit. Richard licked Kay’s pussy and sucked on her clit as long as she held his head.

Kay went until her need for Richard’s dick inside of her took control. “Strip down to your panties and grab the rope.”

Richard climbed off the bed. She watched with her back propped against pillows, mindlessly touching her pussy as she waited for Richard to rid himself of the dress.

He focused his attention on Kay as he pushed the dress over one shoulder. He pushed it over the other, letting it fall to the floor and pile up around his ankles. Richard placed his hand over his hard dick. “What are you doing? Don’t cover up that beauty,” Kay said.

Richard dropped his hands to the side. His dick pressed against the black panties he was wearing. “Should I take off my heels?”

“You can keep those on. Grab the rope. I need that dick,” Kay said.

Richard smirked and went to the closet. He grabbed the rope. Kay admired Richard’s pink polish when he passed her the rope. She got off the bed and told him to get into position. Richard trusted Kay with all his heart, so he had no problem with her restraining his wrists and ankles.

Kay had him tied and ready for her pussy within minutes. She still hadn’t revealed his dick, but all she had to do was move his black panties to the side. Richard moaned as Kay climbed onto the bed, feeling his dick vibrate. His body tingled. Completely submitting to his woman had his body in overdrive.

“Fuck, I love this dick,” Kay said. She had her hand pressed against the outline of Richard’s manhood. Kay moved the panties to the side, revealing his dick. Kay wrapped her hand around its base and moved her lips to his cock. She opened her mouth, sticking out her tongue to lick Richard’s tip.

Richard thrashed as Kay sucked the head of his cock, swirling her tongue around it and threatening to make him cum before he could even fuck her. Kay lifted her lips, laughing at Richard. “Hold in your cum so you can fuck me.”

“I’m trying,” Richard said.

Kay licked Richard’s cock once more before straddling his legs. She knew he wouldn’t last long, and she wanted to feel his hardness inside of her before he came. Kay lifted her hips before lowering them on Richard’s stiff, slippery cock.

“Fuck,” Kay said in a breathy voice. She lifted her hips and lowered them on Richard’s manhood, loving every inch he had to offer. She played with his nipples to center herself. Balance herself as she fucked his dick with her pussy.

Richard was moaning out of control, curling his toes, and doing everything he could not to explode before Kay told him she was ready. He wanted her to use his dick for as much time as she desired, but he wouldn’t last long. He couldn’t. Not when Kay was so warm, tight, and wet.

Kay lowered her hips, rocking them back and forth. She had her eyes closed. Her body twisted with one finger on her clit. Her walls hugged Richard’s cock, threatening to make him cum.

“Are you close?” Richard asked.

Kay bit her lip and nodded. She used her free hand to press a finger against Richard’s lips. Kay lifted her hips a tiny bit, lowering herself on Richard’s cock. He closed his eyes as his balls tightened. Kay moved her pussy again, making Richard even closer to cumming. When Kay lifted her hips the third time, neither of them could hold their orgasms.

Kay came first. She screamed and panted as her body released. She had a hand on her clit and continued rocking her hips. Between the friction of her opening and the tightness of her walls, Richard had no problem unleashing the orgasm he’d been holding. He hollered as the hot, milky cum left his dick and went deep into Kay’s cave.

She slapped Richard’s chest, undone from their shared orgasm. “Fuck, that was a big load. I felt it.”

“Yeah, I couldn’t stop myself.”

“Don’t worry. Wouldn’t be the first time,” Kay said and winked. They used birth control because they preferred to stay without children, but they would raise the child if pregnancy happened. Neither were too concerned either way, but they loved to have unprotected sex. It was a benefit they loved about marriage and staying with one partner.

Kay climbed off Richard when her body relaxed. She untied him. He took a shower in the guest bathroom. She showered in their bathroom attached to the bedroom. They met in the bed and cuddled naked the rest of the night.


CHAPTER TEN

One Year Later

It was Christmas morning. Richard had gotten up early to prepare a simple breakfast of French toast and bacon to start their morning. He had coffee ready in the pot. He made sure everything was in place before heading to the bedroom to wake up Kay.

Their relationship had grown stronger since Richard’s secret came to light. He didn’t wear women’s clothing every day, but his desire had become a part of their lives. Kay accepted that Richard liked to feel womanly, and he accepted her dominance. They were lucky to have each other. Their relationship felt more alive than it ever had, and it had always been satisfying.

Richard shook Kay gently. She stirred and looked at her husband. “Morning,” she said in a dry voice. Richard thought ahead and had a glass of water. He passed it to her.

“Merry Christmas. I made us breakfast.”

“You did? That’s sweet.” Kay sat up to kiss Richard.

He sat on the edge of the bed. “Did you want to eat here or in the kitchen?”

“We can eat in there. Then we should open presents.” Kay threw the covers off her body. Richard stood and put out his hand. They held hands to the kitchen and sat at the island. Richard made them two cups of coffee. “Why aren’t you wearing something cute?”

“This isn’t cute?” Richard asked. He was wearing men’s satin pajamas.

“You know what I mean. Those are adorable, but didn’t you want to wear something more feminine?”

“I figured it could wait until later,” he said.

“That’s fine, but I’ll expect you dolled up when we use the present that I got you.”

“What did you get?”

“Eat breakfast, and then we’ll open the presents,” Kay said.

They gossiped about celebrities and their neighbors over breakfast, wondering what everyone might be doing for the holiday. They made their way to the living room when the food was gone. A few gifts were under the tree. Kay and Richard took a seat next to the tree.

Kay passed Richard two boxes. Richard passed Kay one, but it was huge. They ripped off the wrapping paper. Kay opened her box first, excited by what she found inside. There was a countless amount of lingerie. Everything from slip dresses to tights. There were even new sheets at the bottom.

“You got all this?”

“Some are for me. There are a couple of matching dresses so we can look alike when we’re hanging around the house.”

“Perfect,” Kay said. “Open your gifts. I hope you like them.”

Richard’s heart raced as he opened the box. He loved the first gift. It was a brown wig. It matched his natural hair color, but it’d make him look fabulous.

“I got that so we can go out together. We’re getting too comfortable. It’s time to take things to the next level,” she said.

Richard nodded. “I love it. What’s in the other box?”

“Open it,” she said.

He did as she said. His mouth fell open when he saw what was inside. He pulled out the strap-on and held it in the air. “Is this for you?”

Kay bit her lip and nodded. “Yeah, I want to fuck you.”

Richard’s dick twitched, activated by her words. “Won’t it hurt?”

“Don’t worry, we’ll use plenty of lube. Let’s doll you up and try on that wig. Then we’ll see how my dick fits in your hole,” Kay said. She stood and grabbed Richard’s hand, running with him to their bedroom to pick out a cute outfit from the closet. They couldn’t wait to spend their holiday making love how they wanted, not caring what anyone else might think.


THANK YOU FOR READING
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