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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

Myron thought he’d hidden his secret so well. He used private browsers, never bookmarked his favorite websites, and had a system in place to make sure that his wife Sandra never found out he was an undercover crossdresser, yet she was sitting at his computer with a shocked expression on her face as she scrolled through photos he had saved in a password-protected folder. Sandra knew that she should stop looking but couldn’t help herself. The photos were of men who’d turned themselves into women.

Sandra was thinking the worst until she found a book Myron had downloaded about how to feminize himself. He had highlighted a bunch of different sections. Sandra spent an hour at Myron’s computer before she even realized five minutes had passed. She cursed when she glanced down at the clock in the corner of the screen. She closed out the pictures and e-book that she’d found to head to her daughter’s bedroom to check that she was still sleeping, which she was.

Nicole was two years old and everything her parents had hoped for and more, but Sandra couldn’t forget what she’d seen on Myron’s laptop. She could try to bury it in her subconscious, but Sandra was already trying to find the words to bring up the topic with Myron when he got home from work.

He spent most days at home with Nicole since he was a technical writer for a car manufacturer. His job was to write car manuals and whatever else they needed, and as dull as the job sounded, Myron loved it. He’d always been obsessed with cars and how they worked and couldn’t believe that he got a job writing about them. He was usually a happy man, always present and attentive with his wife and daughter, but Sandra always felt that there was something just beneath the surface, something that Myron wasn’t telling her. Now she thought she had a clue about what that might be and didn’t know the first thing to do about it.

Her husband, a crossdresser?

Could it be?

Sandra went to the kitchen after checking on Nicole to fix herself a cup of tea. She stood by the stove and considered her options as the kettle came to a boil. Sandra loved Myron. She’d loved him since the first day they met at the library. Myron was carrying a book Sandra had read a few weeks before, so she commented on it. They spent the next few hours in the library’s cafe discussing life, religion, and politics. Their meeting led to a dinner date that same night, and the rest was history.

Sandra couldn’t discount everything that Myron provided for her and their daughter, even if she wasn’t sure how she felt about Myron reading books about how to feminize himself. It wasn’t something she’d ever expected to find, but she figured it was better than finding messages of him corresponding with another woman.

Sandra dropped a teabag into the piping hot water and walked over to the couch with her thoughts. She wished she could call one of her girlfriends to ask them what to do, but then they would know that Myron had desires to feminize himself, and Sandra had a feeling that Myron wouldn’t be very happy about her sharing his secret with one of her friends. Sandra groaned as she pushed her hand into her hair, truly not sure what to do about this situation.

Another hour passed as Sandra sat there on the couch, but Nicole couldn’t sleep forever. The sound of her fussing daughter pulled Sandra from her thoughts, but it was a welcome distraction. Sandra had no idea what to do, and Myron wasn’t exactly the best person when it came to talking about his feelings.

Myron had a tendency to bury how he felt until he couldn’t hold his thoughts for another second. He’d exploded more than a few times, and that was about little things. Sandra loved her husband dearly, but how would he react to this? It was already bad enough that she’d been on the computer in his office, but how would she explain cracking his password-protected folder?

Myron’s passwords were never very difficult, and he’d shared a few of them with Sandra over the years, but their relationship was built on trust. They didn’t share everything with each other, but the trust they had kept them happy. It kept them sane. The last thing Sandra wanted to do was destroy the trust that they had by bringing up what she’d found on Myron’s computer, but she also hated the fact that her husband felt like he needed to hide this aspect of himself.

Sandra wished that Myron felt like he could share these desires with her, but what did it say that he hadn’t? Was he ashamed? Embarrassed? Sandra didn’t exactly love the idea of Myron wearing women’s clothing, but maybe she just didn’t understand. Some of the crossdressing guys she found online after a quick search looked pretty hot as girls, but could the same be true of Myron? Would it even matter how he looked if dressing as a woman made him happy?

“Mama!” Nicole screamed as Sandra put her in a fresh pair of clothes. “Mama!”

“I’m right here, Nicole. You ready to see daddy?”

Nicole nodded and stuck her fingers into her mouth. “Dada!”

“That’s right. Dada. He’ll be home soon,” said Sandra.

“Want dada!”

“He’ll be here. I promise,” Sandra said as she held Nicole in her arms and rubbed her back. She wasn’t saying too much yet, but it seemed like she was adding another word to her vocabulary every single day. Sandra couldn’t believe how quickly Nicole was growing up and wished she could stay a precious little baby forever, but that wasn’t how the world worked, which was why they were already trying for baby number two.

Sandra wanted nothing more than to have another child with her loving, gracious husband Myron, but now that she’d discovered this secret, she felt like she wouldn’t be able to make love with her husband again without saying something about it. If it came down to it, she could probably hold her tongue, but this little detail would stay at the back of her mind until they discussed it.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

Weeks had passed.

Love had been made.

Sandra was still trying to figure out how to tell her husband that she knew his secret, and now that she knew it, she felt like she could see hints of the woman within Myron. Maybe it was her mind playing tricks on itself, but Sandra realized that Myron complimenting her outfits wasn’t something most guys did. He also noticed her shoes, whenever she got a haircut, and even if she did her nails. Sandra hadn’t told any of her girlfriends about what she’d seen on Myron’s computer, but she asked them how their partners acted, and the overwhelming majority reported back that their men noticed little about them, especially not their fashion choices or their nails or even their haircuts when they chopped off a few inches.

Myron noticed everything.

He didn’t always comment, but his eyes always revealed the truth. Just last week when Sandra got her nails done, she caught Myron staring when they were eating dinner. Sandra didn’t say anything, but she could tell that he noticed the updated design. Was he jealous? Did he also want painted nails?

Sandra had no idea what to think, but she needed to do something. She couldn’t keep sitting on this information, or it would drive her absolutely insane, so she figured Valentine’s Day was as good a day as any to bring up the fact that she knew about Myron’s feminine desires, and she was going to broach the subject by giving him a few girly gifts.

“Could I help you find anything?” a saleswoman asked.

“I’m just looking,” Sandra said as she walked around the lingerie store, wondering what Myron might like.

“We have a sale for Valentine’s Day. Buy one, get one half off.”

“On everything?”

“Everything marked with a red sticker on the price tag.”

Sandra nodded and continued looking. Most of the items in the store had a red sticker, so she grabbed a couple simple options. She thought about getting Myron a sexy black thong but thought that might be a step too far, so she decided on a couple pairs of bikini-cut panties. One pink and one red. They were cotton and soft and definitely feminine, but they weren’t anything close to the sexy black thong Sandra was thinking about buying a few minutes ago.

“Find what you were looking for?”

“Yes, I did. Is there any way for you to gift wrap those? They’re for a friend.”

“Sure, of course! Is a box okay?”

“Yeah, that’s fine.”

“It’ll be an extra charge of five dollars.”

“No problem,” Sandra said and let out a little sigh, not quite able to believe that she was buying her husband lingerie, but she wanted Myron to be happy. She loved him and hoped that this would make his day brighter, but there was a chance he could get angry. There was a chance that he could deny everything and act like a little brat to punish Sandra for even bringing up this topic.

Sandra prayed that Myron would play nice, but sometimes he could be a pain in the ass. It drove her crazy when he got all quiet and dismissive, but Sandra would rather pull Myron back from the darkness than keep this secret any longer. It was eating away at her. Driving her crazy. Sandra hated knowing that Myron was reading his feminization book and looking up photos of crossdressers while hidden away in his office when they could be spending that time together, even if that meant doing their nails.

“Thank you,” Sandra said and took the bag once the woman behind the counter had finished wrapping it. “Can you accept tips?”

“Sure!”

Sandra passed the woman an extra five-dollar bill and left, heading to a store a few doors down that sold makeup. Sandra was a couple shades lighter than Myron, and his skin had a lot more red tones than hers, so she wanted to get a foundation that would better match his skin tone if that was something that he wanted to try. Sandra had no idea how far Myron wanted to go, but she wanted to give him a night that he would never forget.

Myron had highlighted several passages in that book about feminization, and Sandra was just going off what she had read, so she would still need a cute outfit and maybe even a sexy pair of heels, but she had to take things one store at a time. It was honestly a little overwhelming to pick out makeup for her husband, especially since he had no idea what was coming his way, but Myron deserved this for being the amazing father and husband that he was.

Sandra thought for sure that the locked folder on Myron’s computer would contain messages from some secret online love affair, but what she’d found wasn’t even close to that. Sandra had never suspected her husband of cheating, not once, and now she was more confident than ever that he hadn’t. Myron loved her, provided for her, and he could make her scream his name in the bedroom. These weren’t things Sandra took for granted, and she only hoped that her husband could see that these gifts were out of love when she finally presented them to him.

Sandra found some makeup that would better match Myron’s skin tone and went to a clothing store next, feeling a little faint as she flipped through the skirts and dresses, but she had to remain strong. She kept telling herself that she could do this. That she would love Myron no matter how far this crossdressing went.

There were tons of options, and Sandra had no idea what Myron might like, so she decided on a simple black skirt that went down to the knees and wasn’t too tight. She got a long-sleeved pink blouse for the top, hoping that Myron would like this outfit. They could get more in the future, but this would be Myron’s first femme outfit, unless of course he’d tried on Sandra’s clothes in the past, but she shook that thought away as soon as it popped into her mind.

Heels.

You can do this.

Sandra gave herself a peptalk as she went over to the shoes. Myron didn’t have the biggest feet in the world, and after a quick check with the men-to-women shoe size converter, Sandra found more than a few options that would fit Myron. She decided on simple black heels with a closed toe. The heel was on the thicker side too, so the shoes wouldn’t be too difficult to walk in if it was Myron’s first time.

Sandra had no idea what Myron would think when she gave him all these gifts, but she had an entire night arranged for them. Their main babysitter, Marisela—who currently had Nicole, was going to watch her for the night while she and Myron went to a hotel to have a little fun. Sandra had a job as a soap maker, but she only worked part time on the days that Myron worked from home, so Marisela only babysat for them when they really needed it, but they would need help on Valentine’s Day if Sandra was going to take this leap into a frightening, feminine unknown.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

“This is incredible, Sandra. I can’t believe you planned all this for us,” Myron said as they sat at a candlelit table. “We never do anything for Valentine’s Day.”

“I thought this year could be different.”

“You got us a hotel too?” he asked.

“Yep,” Sandra said with a light laugh. “I thought we could try for baby number two.”

“Think we’ll have a boy this time?”

Sandra shrugged. “Not sure. Do you want a boy?”

“I’ll take any healthy baby you give me.”

“That’s what I like to hear,” said Sandra.

Myron had no idea what his wife was up to, but he felt butterflies in his stomach as he stared at her, the flickering candle highlighting her face. He reached across the table to lace his fingers with hers, feeling so in love it made his heart ache. He’d fallen hard for Sandra that day at the library and had been crazy about her ever since, but he knew Sandra well and could tell that she was up to something more than this dinner date and making baby number two.

They had sex at least once a week, and they were never very careful, which was what’d given them Nicole. There was something else, though. Myron couldn’t quite put his finger on it, but Sandra never went all out for nothing. Myron hoped it wasn’t something that would hurt him, but when he thought about it, maybe she was already pregnant. Maybe the dinner and hotel and fancy date was her way of telling him that they’d done it. That baby number two was already on its way into their lives.

“To us,” Sandra said and picked up the glass of wine she’d ordered.

“To us,” Myron said slowly and picked up his cocktail, hesitating before he clinked it with Sandra’s, panicking a little that she might be drinking while pregnant. “Uh… should you be drinking wine?” Myron asked before he could take a sip. He was more than willing to give up alcohol while his wife was pregnant but needed to know if he should put down his drink before it was too late.

Sandra chuckled. “Why would you say that?”

“You know…”

“Oh!” Sandra said and widened her eyes. “We’re good. No pregnancy yet.”

“Oh,” Myron said, a bit disappointed but not too much so. “Cheers then!”

“Cheers!” Sandra said and chuckled before clinking her glass with Myron’s. She took a sip, staring over the rim at Myron, a mischievous glint in her eyes, but Myron had no idea what she was up to beyond having a little fun at the hotel. He was relaxed and ready to fuck his wife however she wanted, but there was something else than sex on the menu. Myron could feel it in his gut and see it in his wife’s eyes.

Sandra and Myron ordered their food, chatted about their work and family and the world, ordered some more drinks, and enjoyed themselves immensely as the night passed around them. People came and people left, but they kept staring at each other, feeling like it was one of those early days again shortly after they’d met at the library.

“You ready to go to the hotel?”

“Are there any surprises at the hotel?”

“Maybe,” Sandra said with a wicked smile.

“I got something for you.”

“Ooh, what did you get?”

Myron picked up the present he had hidden under the table and passed it to his wife. She looked at him lovingly before slowly digging into the bag stuffed with tissue paper. Sandra gushed when she pulled out a book that she mentioned to Myron last week. Her friend had been raving about it.

“You’re such a good listener, Myron! I can’t believe you remembered me talking about this book. I honestly forgot all about it, but I can’t wait to start reading it! Kathy will be excited to talk about it with someone I’m sure.”

“Maybe you guys could start a book club.”

“Maybe,” Sandra said with a laugh. She went to put the bag on the floor, but it still felt heavy. “Is there something else in here?”

“Yep.”

Sandra smiled brightly as she dug further into the bag, gushing when she pulled out a framed photo of Nicole and Myron sitting in the plush chair of a professional studio. Sandra loved family portraits, so Myron couldn’t help himself when the idea popped into his head to give Sandra a surprise picture.

“I love this!” Sandra gently placed the framed photo on the table and stood to walk over to Myron and give him a big kiss on the lips. “Thank you, Myron. I hope you like my gift as much as I like yours.”

“Why wouldn’t I like it?”

Sandra shrugged. “Guess we’ll have to wait and see.”

“Uh oh. Now I’m nervous,” said Myron.

“Don’t be,” Sandra said as she signed the bill for them, and then they were on their way to the hotel, which was just down the street from the restaurant.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

“So, what did you get me?” Myron asked as he plopped down onto the bed in the hotel room. “I can’t wait to see what this mystery gift is!”

Sandra glanced over her shoulder as she stood in front of the wooden TV stand and slipped her earrings out of her ear. She shook her head as a smile spread across her lips, ignoring Myron’s question, nervous about what her husband would say when she gave him the gifts. She didn’t want this special night they were having to get ruined by the clothes and shoes she’d picked out for Myron.

What if he hated her for revealing his secret?

Sandra worried giving him the gifts would forever change their dynamic, but she couldn’t sit on this secret forever. She would have to bring it up eventually. She would have to tell him that she knew about his desire to wear women’s clothing, and that she’d seen the book and photos on his computer. Admitting that would mean that she’d violated his trust by opening a password-protected folder.

“I got us bubbles to drink. Why don’t you go get us some ice to chill the bottle?”

“Where is it?”

“In the fridge. I put it there before I met you at the restaurant.”

“You’re going all out this Valentine’s Day, but I like it.”

“Me too,” Sandra said and turned away from Myron, staring down at the wooden countertop of the TV stand, wondering if this was all a big mistake. Could she get out before it was too late? Sandra thought about ‘surprising’ Myron with a blowjob, but that wouldn’t stop Sandra’s mind from running around in circles. She had to tell her husband that she knew and prayed that it wouldn’t destroy them, even though it most certainly could.

Myron stepped back into the room with a bucket of ice and went over to the fridge to grab the bottle of bubbles and stuck it into the ice, smiling at his wife as he went over to her. He stepped behind Sandra, moved her hair out of the way, and kissed her gently on the neck. She moaned at the touch, wishing she could go back to that moment before she cracked Myron’s password, wishing she could forget that he wanted to wear dresses and heels, but that would be the easy way out.

“I love you,” Myron said between kisses.

Sandra melted at the words. “I love you too.”

“What’s wrong? Why are you so tense?”

“I’m worried you’ll hate the gifts.”

“How could I hate a present from my loving wife?”

Sandra shrugged and twisted her shoulders, causing Myron to take a step away from her with a confused expression etched onto his face. He didn’t know why his wife was acting so weird about a Valentine’s Day gift. Was she planning on giving him something upsetting?

“What’s the gift, Sandra? Are you divorcing me?”

“No, but you might want to divorce me once you see what I got you.”

“Why would you say that?” Myron asked as he rubbed Sandra’s shoulders, trying his best to stay calm, but part of him was freaking out inside, worried that his life was about to forever change. Had Sandra done something that he wouldn’t be able to forgive?

Sandra took a step away from the TV stand. She hadn’t even moved an inch since Myron went for the bucket of ice, and now that he was back, she was terrified to tell him the truth. Myron valued his privacy, and he really wouldn’t like it when he found out that Sandra had gone through his computer, but it was too late. She’d wrapped his gifts, gotten them this hotel room, and set the plan into motion.

“Please, Sandra. Tell me what’s wrong.”

“You’re going to hate me.”

“Did you sleep with another man?” Myron asked in an anxious breath. “If you did… I…”

“No, it’s not that Myron.”

“Then what is it? You’re acting really weird, Sandra!”

Sandra sighed as she shook her head and stepped past Myron, pushing her fingers into her hair as she walked over to the other side of the room, terrified that this entire plan would blow up in her face. She was only trying to be supportive of her husband and give him what she thought he wanted, but Myron had a tendency to hide how he truly felt about certain things, especially if he thought that it would somehow damage his reputation or his ego.

“Let’s just forget your presents even existed,” Sandra said as panic choked her. She couldn’t go through with this insane plan. It was better to forget she’d ever thought of it and just give Myron a blowjob and swallow his load.

“Where are they?”

Sandra glanced at the closet where she’d put the presents before shaking her head, but Myron had seen where she looked. He stepped past Sandra and walked toward the closet. She yelled at him to stop and tried to grab his shoulder, but he shook her off and opened the closet door, revealing a stack of gifts wrapped in pink wrapping paper, each with a different design. One had polka dots, the other white stripes, and they all had ribbons tied into bows.

“What’s this?” Myron asked in a low voice.

“It’s nothing,” Sandra said and tried to reach past Myron to close the closet door before this plan blew up in Sandra’s face more than it already had, but Myron didn’t let her close the door. He picked up the gifts from the closet floor and walked them over to the bed, setting them down gently.

“Why are they all pink?”

“Seriously, Myron. Let’s just forget they exist. How about we go to the hot tub while it’s still open?”

“The hot tub?” Myron asked as though he hadn’t really heard Sandra at all. He was too busy staring at the pile of pink gifts she’d bought for him, terrified by what might be inside. Sandra had never wrapped any of his gifts in pink paper, and especially not on their anniversary, but maybe it was nothing. Maybe she didn’t know. “What did you get me, Sandra?”

Sandra tried to pick the presents up from the bed, but Myron blocked her with his arm.

“Tell me what you got, Sandra.”

Sandra sighed and collapsed onto the bed. “Can’t I at least have a drink first?”

“You want to open champagne? Now?”

“Can’t we enjoy the night a little longer before you open the gifts?”

Myron glanced at the pink boxes and then over at the bottle of bubbles sitting in a bucket of ice and thought that Sandra had a point. Maybe it was better for them to live in their fantasy. Enjoy the night they were having a little longer before he opened those boxes that had him sweating bullets. If Sandra knew… if she knew about one of Myron’s deepest, darkest desires, he wasn’t sure how he would feel, so he walked over to the bottle of bubbles and popped off the top, filling the plastic flute glasses Sandra had brought.

“Thank you for this incredible night,” Myron said and lifted his glass into the air. “You know I love you, right?”

“I do,” Sandra said with her eyes trained on the floor, terrified that this would be the last night that Myron looked at her with unconditional love in his eyes. Sandra was only trying to be a loving and supportive wife, but she was realizing as she sat there on the bed next to Myron that it was possible he wanted to bury this desire that he had to dress as a woman and keep it a secret for the rest of his life, but was that any way to live?

“There’s nobody I love more in this world except maybe that beautiful baby girl we created together,” Myron said and reached over to lace his fingers with Sandra’s.

She looked up at him, and her eyes were wet with tears. She didn’t want to cry when Myron hadn’t even opened the gifts yet, but they both knew what was inside those boxes. They both knew what had to have been done for Sandra to find out Myron’s secret. They were bonded, husband and wife, and knew each other so well that words didn’t even need to be spoken for them to communicate.

“What are you saying, Myron?” Sandra asked and crossed her legs, afraid that she would burst into tears if she said too much. She didn’t want this night to end in disaster, but it seemed more and more like it was heading in that direction. She should have brought up the topic during a quiet weekday night in front of the TV instead of creating this entire Valentine’s Day surprise.

Myron sighed. “I don’t know what I’m trying to say. Let’s just enjoy the bubbles.”

“I’d like that.”

“Should we watch something?”

“Sure, where’s the remote?” Sandra said and glanced around the room. She saw it sitting on the table next to the bed and went to grab it, turning on a home-renovation show that they watched together. The pink presents sat untouched between them as they sipped bubbles and watched the show.


 

CHAPTER 5

 

One show ended, and another began, and Myron had yet to touch a single one of his wife’s gifts. He didn’t know exactly what she’d gotten him, but he could guess that it had to do with his secret desire to dress as a woman, something he’d never really done in his life but always longed to do. It was a desire that kept him awake at night, wondering what might happen if he went to his wife’s side of the closet and slipped on some of her clothes.

Not that they would fit.

Sandra was a good five inches shorter than Myron and about forty pounds lighter. He had thick arms and a thick torso and didn’t look at all feminine, but he always felt an intense pang of jealousy when he saw his wife all dolled up and beautiful, wishing he could feel that beautiful for even a second.

The only time Myron got close to feeling beautiful were those times that he had a fresh haircut and wore a nice suit, but even then, he just looked like any other white guy with a beard wearing a suit. He could pick out a colorful tie or wear cute socks for some sense of individualism, but those little choices didn’t compare to the vast array of options that women got.

Myron loved to spend his work breaks flipping through his wife’s clothes in their shared closet. Sandra didn’t dress up most days since she had a job as a soap maker, which wasn’t the cleanest work, but Myron usually found them some reason to wear more formal attire a couple times each month, just so that he could see his wife in her best.

He loved it when Sandra wore heels, sexy dresses, lingerie, and jewelry. He loved it when she styled her hair and put on makeup. He loved her without those things too, but seeing her transform into his queen were some of the happiest moments of his life, and was it so wrong that Myron wanted to feel like a queen himself?

“More champagne?” Sandra asked about halfway through the second episode of the home-renovation show they were watching, the presents still untouched between them.

“Sure,” Myron said.

Sandra poured the bubbles into his plastic flute glass as she stared at him with intense eyes, waiting for him to do something. Myron loved Sandra for the gifts, but he also hated himself for having such strong desires to dress as a woman.

It wasn’t right.

It wasn’t natural.

These were the things Myron told himself, even though he’d read a bunch of research stating otherwise, but what did those doctors and scientists really know? Myron wished that he could have died before ever getting these pink presents from his wife, before his wife had ever broken into his password-protected folders to find the secrets he tried to keep under lock and key. Before the impending corruption.

“We should put some heated floors in our bathroom,” Sandra said as she stared at the TV, sipping from her flute glass, trying to act like it wasn’t a big deal that Myron was stewing by her side.

“Those would be nice,” said Myron. “How much do you think they cost?”

“No idea,” Sandra said and took another drink.

Myron could feel the tension and knew that he was the cause of it. He knew that he should love his wife and thank her for not attacking him over what she’d found, but somehow these gifts and her acceptance felt worse. At least if Sandra had attacked him, it would have given him a reason to hide from himself, but if he denied this thoughtful gesture from his wife, he would forever be the asshole. He would forever be the bad guy for just trying to get through the day without fully confronting these feminine desires.

“How did you guess the password?”

“All of your passwords are based on things in your life.”

“I should choose more random words like you’ve said. You’d think someone with the word technical in their job title would be a bit better at digital security.”

“You’d think,” said Sandra.

“Are you sure about these?” Myron asked and gestured at the untouched presents sitting between them, which were starting to feel more like a wall than a delicious Valentine’s Day treat.

Sandra shrugged. “Can’t know unless we try, but I love you Myron, and I don’t want to lose you.” Sandra turned to Myron as she spoke to him, staring into his eyes with nothing but hope and love. No judgement. No hate. Myron wished he could feel about himself how his wife clearly felt about him, but those boxes, his desires, made him feel like a failure as a man.

“I don’t want to lose you either, Sandra, but I don’t know about those gifts. That life. I feel like it would be opening Pandora’s Box, and that isn’t a risk I want to take unless you’re positive about this. What happens if you decide that you hate it? What happens if you decide that you want to find a real man?”

“A real man? Myron, you’re a fantastic husband, lover, and provider. You spend your days thinking about Nicole and me and our lives together as a family. You’ve never hurt me, made me feel like I wasn’t worthy, or have done anything that would make you less than a real man, because to me, my girlfriends, and everyone else, you’re as real as they come. Can I speak bluntly?”

“I don’t see why not,” Myron said in a heavy voice, feeling like he was on the verge of breaking down, like he was about to fall apart at the seams and run away. To where? He had no idea, but anywhere that wasn’t this hotel room with those pink gifts had to be better.

“How long have you thought about wearing women’s clothing? How long has this been a secret in your life?”

“For longer than I’d care to admit.”

Myron covered his face with his hands as he thought back to those times as a child when he’d played with his mother’s makeup when she wasn’t at home. There was also that time he’d stolen a pair of panties from the supermarket to try them on in his bedroom. He would even wrap towels around his waist when he was wearing those panties just to feel like he was wearing a skirt, and then one day, quick as the emergence of a rainstorm, Myron changed.

He began to hide this part of himself, and by the time he’d met Sandra, his crossdressing fantasies were completely buried… deep in password-protected folders on his computer. Myron didn’t even indulge himself often over the years, but the desire had never faded, no matter how badly he wished it had.

“Since before we met?”

“Long before we met.”

“Do you think this is part of you?”

Myron sighed and lifted his eyes from his hands to look at his wife. She seemed genuinely concerned, like she wanted to know this part of Myron, and he loved her for that. He tried to relax and steady his breath, grateful that he even had a woman like Sandra. She filled his days with love. Even when they fought, he was always happy to fall asleep by her side.

“Would you hate me if I said yes?”

“I would be upset if you lied to me. More than anything.”

Myron groaned and reached to grab Sandra’s hand, lacing his fingers with hers, squeezing a bit too tightly, but he couldn’t help himself. He nodded as he accepted the fact that he could no longer hide. He could no longer pretend like there wasn’t a woman living inside of him, begging to break free, desperate for a chance to have her day in the sun.

“This is part of who I am.”

“Are you trans?”

“I don’t want to become a woman full time, but I would love to wear dresses and heels and feel beautiful sometimes. I know it sounds stupid, but—”

“It’s not stupid if that’s how you feel,” Sandra said and placed her hand on Myron’s arm. “We don’t have to rush into anything. We can take this crossdressing thing one day at a time.”

“I can’t believe you know,” Myron said and cursed under his breath. “Do you know how hard I tried to keep it a secret?”

“Yeah, I can guess,” Sandra said with a light laugh. “At the end of the day, I truly don’t care if you’re a crossdresser. When I saw that locked folder, I thought for sure that it was going to be filled with messages of you talking to other women.”

“No!” Myron said. “I’d never cheat on you.”

“I told myself that once I finally realized what was inside the folder and saw all the highlighted passages in that crossdressing e-book you have.”

Myron’s face turned bright red. “You saw the book?”

“Don’t worry. I’m not upset.”

“Yeah, but I’m embarrassed!”

“I’m just glad that you’re not shutting down like you usually do when we have to talk about something difficult.”

Myron let out a heavy breath. “I’m trying my best not to run out of that door.”

Sandra chuckled. “Please don’t. Leaving me on Valentine’s Day? You’d really give us something to fight about then.”

Myron laughed with his wife and reached over to her to squeeze her thigh and give her a gentle kiss on the lips. “Thank you for being my anchor. I would go crazy without you in my life.”

“Me too, Myron! We have a beautiful life together, and I don’t want to give up on it.”

“Me neither,” Myron said and gave Sandra another kiss.

Sandra deepened the kiss and pushed Myron onto his back as she straddled his hips. Myron ran his hands up and down Sandra’s body as they kissed, so happy and in love and finally at peace with the fact that his secret had been revealed. He pushed his hands into Sandra’s hair as she rocked her hips on the outline of his hardening dick, both wishing their clothes weren’t separating them, but now that Myron had come to terms with his gifts, he wanted to open them.

“Babe,” Myron said softly between kisses before they got too carried away in the moment.

“Yeah?” Sandra asked in a breath.

“Do you mind if I open the presents now?”

Sandra looked over her shoulder at the gifts and laughed lightly before sliding off Myron’s lap. “Not at all. I can’t wait to see your face when you see what I got you.”

Myron took a deep breath and reached to grab the first gift. “Here goes nothing.”


 

CHAPTER 6

 

Myron gasped when he opened the first present, which was the black heels with a closed toe. He held them in an open palm as tears clouded his eyes. They were his size and everything he’d ever wanted, and Sandra could see that was the truth when she saw how happy her husband looked.

“Do you like them?”

“They’re beautiful!”

Sandra scooted a little closer to Myron and wrapped her arm around his waist as he continued staring at the black heels, so excited that he finally had a pair of his own to wear.

“Are you ready for the other gifts?”

“Yes!” Myron said excitedly now that his fear had faded. He couldn’t wait to unwrap every single gift that his wife had given him. He took the next one that she passed him with a bright smile on his face. He tore the paper from the next gift like a wild animal, screaming with delight when he saw the skirt and blouse inside. “Sandra! This outfit is so cute!”

“You like it?”

“I love it! I can’t believe you got me all these things.”

“There’s more,” Sandra said and passed Myron the small box with his panties inside. He jumped off the bed and did a little dance when he opened the box, his excitement so contagious that Sandra was beaming as he laid out everything on the bed.

It was a little weird to see her husband, this man she thought she’d known so well, thrilled about his new collection of women’s clothing. It certainly wasn’t anything she would have guessed, so Myron had indeed hidden his desires well, but he couldn’t hide anything now that Sandra had seen his joyous face.

“Sandra, you’re the best!” Myron said and threw his arms around her once he’d opened his gifts. “I can’t believe you got me all these gorgeous things.”

“Don’t you want to put them on?”

“Now?” Myron asked in a light voice.

“Yes!” Sandra said with a laugh. “When else would you wear them?”

“I don’t know,” Myron said, anxious all over as he stared down at the girly treasures his wife had given him. Women’s clothing was the gift he never expected yet always wanted, and now he was overwhelmed by the idea of actually wearing it. “Isn’t it too late?”

“It’s barely past ten. We still have time.”

“We never stay up late anymore.”

“It’s not Valentine’s Day every day, and I want to see what you look like once you’re all dressed.”

“What if you hate it?”

“I think you’re more afraid that you’ll hate it, but I got you some other things too,” Sandra said and walked over to her small suitcase to grab her makeup bag. She fished out the foundation she’d gotten to match Myron’s skin and held it in the air. “This foundation is for your skin tone. I got it just for you.”

“Sandra!” Myron hollered and threw his arms around her again, extremely touched, but it was all too much. Myron felt like he was about to vomit all over the floor. This was everything he’d ever wanted, but now that it was coming true, Myron worried that he’d hate his reflection once he got dressed.

“It’s okay,” Sandra said and rubbed Myron’s back as he breathed quickly. “I thought you’d want a little makeup once you got dressed.”

“I do!”

“I’ll help you apply it, but we can’t do that until you shave.”

Myron went silent, thinking about his beard and body hair. He had more than a little, but he had manscaped a couple days ago for their night at the hotel. Sandra liked it when he wasn’t too hairy, so he always took care of business before their date nights, but he’d never expected to get the chance to remove his hair everywhere except the top of his head.

“Unless you’d rather keep your beard.”

“No! I want to shave it. I’m just in shock still I guess.”

“Come out of shock, babe. We’re in this together.”

“Promise?” asked Myron.

“I promise. Now, let’s get you dressed, so we can make another baby.”

Myron chuckled. “Yeah, I’d like that. A lot.” It felt crazy to finally admit the truth, but he was glad that he could and so happy that his wife wanted to keep trying to make babies with him. She lifted him as a man. He wanted to beat himself up more than anything, but Sandra wouldn’t let him fall into those pits of darkness that could consume his mind. She truly kept him sane.

“I left a razor and shaving cream in the shower, but I also put some hair-removal cream in there too if you’d prefer to use that. Whatever you want is fine with me.”

“What are you going to do?”

“Sit out here and watch TV until you’re ready for me to do your makeup,” Sandra said with a laugh and reached for the remote before crossing her legs at the ankle, propped up by a mountain of pillows.

“This is insane,” Myron said and squeezed the sides of his head as a smile spread across his face. This was all a lot to take in, but he would be a fool to reject Sandra’s endeavor. He would be a fool to deny what he truly wanted, so he pushed away those harmful thoughts floating around at the back of his mind and went to the bathroom, letting his wife’s acceptance and her sweet gifts sink into his soul.


 

CHAPTER 7

 

“How are you doing in there?” Sandra asked from where she was sitting on the bed, flipping through channels. She couldn’t wait for her husband to come out of the bathroom. She wanted to dress him up in the clothes that she bought him and put a little makeup on his face, hopeful that it would fill whatever voids might be in his heart. Sandra loved Myron and only wanted him to be happy.

“It’s coming along.”

“How much longer do you think you’ll be?” Sandra asked just as she landed on a channel that was playing one of her favorite romantic comedies. “Have you shaved your face?”

“Yeah, it’s done.”

“Are you shaving your legs?”

“Maybe,” Myron called in a playful voice. On the other side of the door, he was sitting on the edge of the tub with his feet in a shallow pool of water. He’d watched his wife shave her legs a million times and was repeating what she did, but he never expected it would take this long. Stroke after stroke of the razor, and there was still more hair to remove! It was insane!

“Hurry! The champagne made me a little sleepy,” Sandra said, even though it was a complete lie. She was wide awake, anxious for Myron to emerge from the bathroom. She’d always wondered what he would look like with a smooth body and couldn’t wait to see.

“I’m almost done!”

Sandra faked yawned loudly and cursed when it turned into a real yawn seconds later. She shook her head to awaken herself, concentrating on the love story unfolding on the television screen. She glanced at the clothes sitting on the edge of the bed when her attention waned, trying to picture what Myron would look like wearing them, but it was hard. She’d never even considered the possibility of him wearing women’s clothing before finding that folder on his computer.

“Only a few more minutes,” Myron hollered from the bathroom. “Don’t fall asleep on me!”

“I’m awake,” Sandra yelled back.

It wasn’t even five minutes later when the bathroom door opened and out stepped Myron with a towel wrapped around his waist. Sandra covered her mouth when she got a better look, shocked by how good Myron looked with a smooth body.

“Drop the towel! Let me see it all!”

Myron smirked and did a little dance as he slowly loosened the towel around his waist, turning his backside to Sandra as he let it drop to the floor. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t stop his little man from growing stiff. He placed a hand over it before slowly turning to face his wife as she hooted and hollered, surprised by how much she liked the sight of his smooth body.

“Have you ever been this smooth?”

“Never,” Myron said as his face darkened three shades of red. “Do you like it?”

“I love it! Come here and give me a kiss.”

Myron smiled and went over to the bed, climbing on it and moving toward his wife as he stared seductively into her eyes. She’d already taken off her bra for the night, and her hard nipples were on full display beneath her dress, turning Myron on to no end. He cupped her breasts as he leaned over her body and moved close to her face to kiss her.

“You’re the best wife in the world, Sandra.”

“I wouldn’t be the best wife in the world if you weren’t so good to me,” Sandra said as she stared into Myron’s eyes and slowly reached down his body until she could wrap her hand around his stiff erection. She wanted him inside of her, splitting her wide, but she hadn’t yet finished giving him his Valentine’s Day gift. “Put on your panties before you make me lose control.”

Myron groaned, so ready to be inside of his woman, but this was his chance to make his dreams come true. “Are you sure?”

“Don’t ask me that question when I’m this horny,” Sandra said as she writhed beneath Myron, desperate for his dick, but she was trying her best to be patient so he could get dressed, even though she wasn’t sure how she’d ever do his makeup while she wanted his dick this badly.

“Sorry,” Myron said as he gently lifted himself from above Sandra, so grateful that he had a wife who understood him and loved him for who he was. He’d never forget this night and how his wife pulled him out of the darkness. “Which color panties do you think I should wear? Pink or red?”

“Red is always a sexy choice.”

“That it is,” Myron said and picked up the pair of red cotton panties that Sandra had gotten him. He took a deep breath before stepping into them and pulling them up his shaved and moisturized legs, so overwhelmed with emotions he felt like he might explode. These panties were so much sexier than the men’s options he got stuck wearing, but even more than that, they were a million times more comfortable and hugged his dangly bits in all the right places. “What do you think?” Myron asked with his hands on his hips, rocking them from side to side, feeling more beautiful than ever.

“I love them! Your hard cock looks pretty hot in them too,” Sandra said as she rubbed her legs together, still tingling all over for Myron’s touch. “Put on the skirt and blouse next, and then I’ll do your makeup.”

Myron gushed on the inside. Sandra literally had no idea how happy she was making him, but he tried to keep it together as he went over to the clothes. He grabbed the skirt from the bed and pulled it up his legs, loving how it wasn’t too tight or too short. He pictured himself walking down the sidewalk wearing this skirt with those black heels on his feet he had yet to put on.

“Looking good,” Sandra said and winked.

“You can be honest,” Myron said with attitude. He felt beautiful but doubted he looked like it on the outside.

“How am I not being honest?”

“Does the skirt look stupid?”

“No! Put on the blouse.”

Myron wanted to believe Sandra, but those lifelong doubts were clouding his mind. He’d been told guys like him should avoid their feminine side like the plague for as long as he could remember. Why had that been? Why had nobody told him that it would be okay if he wanted to play with nail polish and makeup and wear dresses or skirts? Myron clutched the blouse in his hands tightly.

Sandra could see the pain in her husband’s eyes, so she got to her knees on the bed and walked over to him. She touched his shoulder before sliding her hand down his arm until it was over his hand, which was still tight around the blouse. Myron groaned, refusing to lift his eyes.

“Look at me, Myron.”

“This was a mistake.”

“C’mon, don’t say that.”

Myron shook his shoulder when Sandra tried to touch it. She hated to see him hurting like this, but it couldn’t be easy for him to give in to something he’d hidden for so long. Sandra had never hidden anything in her life, so she could only imagine how Myron was feeling, but she needed for him to work past this so that they could grow stronger together. Build the future they’d always dreamed of having.

“Myron, isn’t this what you want?”

“You don’t understand.”

Sandra stared at Myron as he kept his eyes locked on the floor. She reached out again, gently touching his shoulder. He didn’t pull away this time, so she pulled him into her arms. “You’re beautiful, Myron, and there’s nothing wrong with you for wanting this. You already told me that it’s something that you’ve desired for a long time, and I’m here to help… because the sooner we get some makeup on you, the sooner I get to you know…” Sandra said with a light laugh and held the back of his head as he rested against her chest, safe in her arms.

Myron chuckled. “Is that all you’re thinking about?”

“After seeing your smooth body, pretty much.”

“I wish I didn’t feel like this.”

“How do you feel?”

“Ashamed, like putting on this blouse will make you look at me like less of a man. You’re probably already looking at me like a sissy bitch just because I’m wearing this skirt.”

“Myron!” Sandra shouted and held Myron at arm’s length. “Sissy bitch? Don’t use those foul words.”

“I’m sorry, but isn’t that what you think of me?”

“Plenty of masculine women wear feminine clothes when they want to feel a little girly, and besides, putting on a blouse won’t make you any less of a man in my eyes. So, what do you say? Can you put it on for me?” Sandra asked and slowly took the pink blouse from Myron’s hands.

Myron said nothing as Sandra shook out the blouse and put it in position for Myron’s arms. She shook the blouse again to encourage him. He was slow to move but eventually put his arms into the sleeves, letting out a deep breath when Sandra pulled the pink blouse up to his shoulders, adjusting it until it hung beautifully on his body.

“You’re almost my girl.”

“It’s all so surreal,” Myron said as he stared at his wife, his eyes glazed over from the daze he found himself in, wondering if this was a dream from which he was about to awake, yet in the back of Myron’s mind, he knew it was real life and had better do his best to enjoy the moment.

Even this morning, Myron had no idea what Sandra had planned, yet here he was, so close to transforming into the woman he’d always wanted to become.

Sandra smiled as she buttoned the blouse, loving how Myron looked more and more womanly as the fabric slowly covered his chest. Maybe they could get him fake boobs down the line if this was something they did more often, but as of now, Sandra was amazed by how different Myron looked.

“Do you think I’m ugly?” asked Myron.

Sandra sighed. “How many times do I have to tell you that I think you’re beautiful before you believe it?”

Myron shrugged.

“Why don’t you let me do your makeup, and then you can look in the mirror to decide for yourself?”

Myron nodded, so Sandra climbed across the bed to get her makeup bag from where she’d left it when she was showing Myron the foundation she got in his skin tone. She opened the top of the liquid foundation and dabbed a bit onto her fingers before telling Myron to close his eyes.

Sandra loved how a smile crossed Myron’s face when her fingers touched his skin, spreading makeup across it, smoothing out any blemishes and bumps. Plenty of guys wore makeup, but Sandra wasn’t sure that Myron ever had, which he confirmed when she asked.

“How does it feel?”

“I don’t care how it feels if it makes me beautiful.”

Sandra smirked as she continued applying makeup to Myron’s face. She added a little blush to his cheeks to compliment the pink of his outfit, and then she used a pink lip gloss on his lips. Sandra didn’t use eye shadow, but she did opt to add a little eyeliner to make Myron’s eyes pop.

“How do I look?” asked Myron.

“Incredible,” said Sandra.

“Promise?”

“Just give me a second, and then you can go look at yourself in the mirror. Close your eyes.”

Myron closed his eyes and let Sandra finish applying the eyeliner, but he was shaking with nerves, desperate to see his face in the mirror. When Sandra said that she’d finished, he popped up from the bed and sprinted to the bathroom, gasping when he saw himself in the mirror.

He wished he had a wig more than anything so that he could feel his long hair swing from side to side, but beyond that, Myron loved the girl he saw staring back at him in the mirror. He couldn’t believe how different he looked, and when he took a step back to get the full view of his body and face, he couldn’t stop smiling. Sandra stepped into the bathroom, and Myron threw his arms around her, thanking her for the best Valentine’s Day gift in the world.

“You’re welcome,” Sandra said with a loud laugh as Myron squeezed her tightly. She gasped for air after a moment, tapping Myron’s shoulder for him to take a step back. “So, you aren’t upset?”

“No,” Myron said. “I’d be crazy to hold this against you. Obviously I have some problems that I need to work through, but you’ve done nothing wrong.”

“I could have warned you,” said Sandra.

Myron shook his head. “I’m glad you didn’t. I probably would have run for the hills.”

“What would Nicole and I do without you?”

“I’m not going anywhere,” Myron said and pulled Sandra close. She squealed as Myron held her in his thick and muscular arms, which were covered in the soft fabric of a pink blouse. “Are you sure you can make love to me looking like this?”

“I thought you’d never ask.”

Sandra screamed with delight when Myron lifted her from the ground and carried her back to the bed.


 

CHAPTER 8

 

“You forgot the heels! You forgot the heels,” Sandra hollered between moans as Myron stripped the dress from her body, leaving her in a sexy set of black lace lingerie. Myron moaned as he took in the sight of his woman, needing her now more than ever.

“Fuck the heels,” Myron said as he hooked his arms around Sandra’s thighs and pulled her to the edge of the bed. He gripped the waistline of Sandra’s panties and ripped them down her legs, loving how her tiny bush of hair was glistening with desire. “I need you now.”

Sandra opened her mouth to protest, but Myron’s lips replaced her words with moans. She closed her eyes as Myron ran his tongue over her wet pussy, lapping up her nectar like he’d been starved of it for years. Sandra couldn’t remember the last time that Myron had eaten her pussy so aggressively, but his licks sent her to another universe.

“Myron!” Sandra screamed as her legs shook on his shoulders. “Myron! I… I…!”

Myron could tell that Sandra was on the verge of cumming, but he wanted to make his wife cum until she was begging him to stop. After what she’d done for him, he wanted to give her the very best Valentine’s Day sex of her life, and Myron knew that Sandra could handle more than one go. It’d just been forever since either of them bothered to cum more than once, but tonight was about new beginnings. They were turning the page to a new chapter of their marriage, and Myron would do everything in his power to make sure that it started off with a bang.

Myron held Sandra’s thighs tight in his arms as he worked her pussy with his tongue, focusing a little attention on her clit every few seconds like she loved. Sandra thrashed and moaned as Myron licked her swollen womanhood, cursing as she was on the verge of an orgasm, and she couldn’t hold back no matter how hard she tried.

“Myron!” Sandra screamed as her back arched.

Sandra came all over Myron’s face, and he kept licking. She could keep cumming until the end of time, and it wouldn’t be enough for Myron. Sandra tasted so good on his tongue, so he licked, licked, licked until Sandra was screaming for him to stop.

Myron wiped his mouth when he broke contact, staring at his woman with dolled-up, lustful eyes. He still couldn’t believe that Sandra had given him pretty clothes to wear and dolled up his face, and he only wanted to make her see the stars.

“Should I return the favor?” Sandra asked softly when she came back to the moment. She mindlessly reached between her legs to touch herself, and Myron couldn’t peel his eyes away from the beautiful sight if he tried. He wanted to climb back between her legs and eat her pussy some more, but he also wouldn’t mind getting a blowjob.

“Should I take off these clothes?”

“No way! Why would you do that?”

Myron shrugged, trying not to let his insecurities get the best of him. “No reason,” he said and let Sandra pull him onto the bed. She guided him to his back and climbed between his legs. She stood on her knees and unhooked her bra, staring at Myron as she pulled it down her arms, now completely naked.

“Good. I’ve been craving this dick all night.”

“Yeah?”

“Mmhm,” Sandra said as she licked her lips. She pushed up Myron’s skirt a moment later until the hem was up past his panties. He was already rock hard and leaking through the thin red fabric. She pulled his dick out the side of the panties, loving how smooth and girly Myron’s cock looked in the skirt. “Feel free to cum in my mouth,” Sandra said in a slutty whisper before wrapping her lips around Myron’s cock.

Myron gasped, still reeling at the fact that Sandra had given him permission to cum in her mouth. It really must have been Valentine’s Day, as that was not something she usually said. She was much more of a spitter than a swallower, but tonight, she was an animal. Myron thrashed and moaned as Sandra moved her lips up and down his dick, taking all of him in her mouth, moaning each time he hit the back of her throat.

Myron had no idea who this woman was between his legs, but he loved this side of Sandra, and used her mouth as roughly as she would let him. He grabbed her by the hair and fucked her mouth hard, using every inch of his cock, loving how her spit was running down his shaft, but what he loved even more than that was how Sandra couldn’t stop touching herself. She was still as horny as ever and ready for a pounding, which would be long and hard once Myron shot his first load down her throat.

“Take this cum!”

Sandra moaned deeply on Myron’s cock as he pushed all the way to the back of her throat to dump his load. Sandra gasped on Myron’s dick when the first string of cum hit the back of her throat, and she couldn’t do anything about it except swallow. She’d asked for this little treat, and Myron was going to give it to her. He held the back of Sandra’s head until every drop of cum was emptied from his dick.

“Fuck, Sandra. That was good,” Myron said when he finally moved his hand off the back of Sandra’s head. He rolled to the side when she pulled her lips off his dick, but she was far from done with her husband. Her pussy was wet and swollen and in desperate need of a fucking before Myron went soft.

“Hold on, sexy girl.”

“What?” Myron asked, still in a daze as Sandra mounted him. “Oh, fuck. Sandra, wait.”

“Shut up,” Sandra said and impaled herself with Myron’s cock. She held his arms above his head as she slid his entire length into her wet, dripping vagina, moaning loudly as Myron filled her. He was giving her everything she needed. Everything she ever wanted, and she didn’t give a fuck that his body was feminized. “Who’s my girl?”

“I’m your girl!” Myron hollered as Sandra bounced on his dick.

“Who does this girly dick belong to?” Sandra asked.

“It’s yours! My girly dick belongs to you!”

“That’s right it does!” Sandra hollered as she pushed her hands into her hair and bounced more quickly, getting closer and closer to orgasm with each of her bounces. “This dick is mine, Myron! Mine! You ready to put another baby in me?”

“I’ll put a baby in you every night of the week,” Myron said as he held Sandra’s hips and tried his best to last for her, but he was already close, and he’d only just cum! Her pussy was too tight and warm and wet and giving him a pleasure so intense a tear ran down the side of his face.

“Put a baby in me, Myron! Give me that cum!”

“Yes! Take it!”

Myron held Sandra’s hips and moved her up and down his girly dick as she reached between her legs to rub her clit, screaming and hollering as her eyes rolled around. She couldn’t focus on anything but the sensation of Myron hitting her spot every few seconds, and it wasn’t even a minute before they were screaming out and cumming together.

“So good,” Sandra said and collapsed against Myron’s chest as his dick slowly fell out of her pussy.

Myron wrapped his arms around Sandra and kissed the top of her head. He held her for the rest of the night, both floating in the clouds from the highs of the best Valentine’s Day of their relationship.


 

CHAPTER 9

 

Five Years Later

“Are you excited to get away from the kids?” Sandra asked, trying not to sound too excited, but they’d added two little rascals to their troop since the last time Sandra and Myron were able to do anything exciting for Valentine’s Day, but this year they could finally do something since Sandra’s parents had agreed to watch Nicole, Isaiah, and Rebecca.

“It’ll be nice to have some time to ourselves.”

“Are you bringing your clothes?”

“Yep,” Myron said with a smile. “Melissa is packed and ready.”

“Perfect,” Sandra said and threw her arms around the back of Myron’s neck. She gave him a big kiss on the cheek before they went to the car to head to the airport. Their sights were set on a secluded town along the shores of Alabama. They rented out a house and would have access to their own private beach.

		***

“Are we making another baby on this trip?” Myron asked once they were sitting on the balcony of the primary bedroom with drinks. They had ocean views and felt a million miles from home. Myron had already slipped into one of his favorite red cocktail dresses and red suede pumps that made him feel like a million dollars. He wasn’t anything close to a millionaire, but he was studded out in fake diamonds like he was.

Sandra had gotten dressed up too and did her hair, even though they only planned on ordering food to their hotel room to enjoy the ocean view. It was too spectacular to leave. They would venture out and see the attractions in the morning, but for tonight, they only wanted to be with each other.

“About having more babies…” Sandra began with a heavy breath, “I’ve been feeling like I’m happy with three. If we have more, we’ll have to get a minivan or something, and that’s not the life I want to live.”

“Me neither.”

Sandra brightened. “Oh, Michelle. Do you mean it?”

“Yes,” Michelle said in her best femme voice. Michelle was Myron’s name when she was all dressed up and beautiful, and Sandra loved to scream it when they were having fun in the bedroom, but she would also use Michelle’s name tenderly, like she was doing now as they held hands and stared into each other’s eyes.

“I’m sorry if that sounds bad, but I just don’t want to get overwhelmed by having more kids. We have enough.”

“No babies this weekend.”

“I actually got an implant a few months ago,” Sandra said and folded her lips. “Don’t hate me.”

“How could I hate you?” Michelle asked. “That only means that I can fuck you long and hard tonight without a condom.”

“Please do. I’ve been so on edge, worried you’d get upset.”

“Nonsense.”

Sandra smiled and stood from her chair to sit on Michelle’s lap. Michelle hugged Sandra as their faces got closer together, and then they were kissing as the waves crashed in the background. Sandra broke the kiss and moved away from Michelle slowly as she stared into her eyes, hot all over from the intense love that she had for this woman who held her in her lap.

“Are you hungry yet?”

“Hungry for what?” Michelle asked.

“Food! I haven’t eaten anything since lunch, and that was forever ago!” Sandra said as she tossed her hair over her shoulder and smiled. She would love nothing more than to have Michelle eating dessert between her legs, but she needed some dinner before they could even think about that dessert.

“I’ll order the food, but you gotta let me up.”

Sandra grinned as she slowly stood from Michelle’s lap. Michelle went inside to grab her phone and a bottle of wine that they’d been enjoying. Sandra poured them two fresh glasses as Michelle put in the order for their food. Sandra was trying to be patient, but she’d gotten Michelle a gift and couldn’t wait another second to give it to her.

“Where are you going?”

“I’ll be right back,” Sandra hollered as she walked into the luxurious hotel room where they were staying. Sandra came back a moment later and placed the present on Michelle’s lap.

“What’s this?” Michelle asked as she held the small box with a pink bow. “Don’t you spoil me enough as it is?”

“Never,” said Sandra.

Michelle smiled softly before undoing the bow and daintily ripping the wrapping paper from the box. She gasped loudly when she saw the bottle of dark red nail polish inside.

“Sandra! I love this color!” Michelle said and threw her arms around Sandra.

“What do you say we put some on while we’re waiting for the food?”

“I say yes!”

Sandra laughed as Michelle pulled the bottle of nail polish from the small box and beat it against the palm of her hand. She told Sandra to hold out her hand, and she painted her nails first. Then Sandra did Michelle’s nails. They screamed and held out their hands once they had matching nails, laughing wildly when they’d calmed down from their excitement.

“Cheers to another amazing Valentine’s Day,” Sandra said and lifted her wine glass into the air.

“Cheers to another happy year together,” Michelle said and clinked her glass with her wife’s, forever grateful that she had this loving, supportive woman in her life.
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