

Table of Contents

Copyright

Title Page

Dedication

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

THANK YOU FOR READING


Copyright © 2023 Clover Cox

All rights reserved.

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

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

Cover Design: Copyright © 2023 Clover Cox (All images and fonts are paid and royalty free and available for commercial use without attribution)


MY HUSBAND, MY GIRL

Loving Wife Feminizes Curious Husband

Clover Cox


To my readers, always
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When I first found a pair of my husband’s panties, I didn’t know what to do. I thought they belonged to a secret girlfriend, so I looked through his phone, where I discovered selfies of him wearing those exact same panties.

I searched everywhere I could on his phone for proof he’d sent the picture in a message to someone, but there were none, so I said nothing to my husband. It was only a few weeks after our four-year wedding anniversary, and I didn’t want to make a big deal about it since there were no signs of cheating.

Weeks passed after that fateful day. Nothing happened until I noticed a fresh pair of panties in my drawer. They weren’t even my size, but I had so many pairs, David probably assumed I wouldn’t notice, but a woman always noticed when another girl’s panties are in the mix, except they didn’t belong to another girl at all.

The pink, lacey panties were my husband’s.

I went through David’s phone while he was in the shower that evening and found photos of him standing in front of a mirror wearing those very panties. My heart dropped to the pits of my stomach. What in the world was going on, and what could I do?

I put David’s phone back where I found it and was mostly silent the rest of that night, trying to form the words to say but never getting them quite right. Never going as far as opening my mouth, which was fine. We were watching some sitcom and had been married for four years. A little silence was normal.

Days passed, and I still didn’t know what to say until there were two more pairs of panties that entered the mix, except David had gone as far as burying them at the back of the drawer where he kept his shorts. They could have been there for ages. I didn’t really know, but I had to say something.

My silence had gone on long enough.

David usually got home at six, so I made sure to be home at half past five. I was waiting for him at the kitchen island with the panties from his shorts drawer in front of me. His face paled when he walked through the door.

“Jody! Hey! I thought you had a showing tonight,” David said and scratched the back of his head.

I stood from the stool and walked over to him. I was still dressed for business, wearing a tight contoured dress and heels. They were both red. My hair was also styled to perfection, cut every other week by my wonderful stylist. My makeup was simple, but the bright red lipstick made everything pop.

I was once a nerd but had blossomed in my mid-twenties with help from my first boss, Maria Warren. She taught me how to dress and convince people to buy houses. I wouldn’t have half the success I had without her, but I’d met David before all that, back when I was a nerd.

He hadn’t really grown out of his nerdy phase, but I didn’t care. I still loved him. He understood me in ways no other man ever had, and I felt comfortable with him. We never fought. Not in ways that hurt our relationship, at least. I loved him, but sometimes I felt like he was pulling away from me, like untethered boats without anchors.

“Care to explain?” I asked and glanced at the panties in front of me on the island counter.

David swallowed as I stared at him. He could try to ignore me, but we weren’t going to bed that night without me getting an answer. The guilty look on his face alone was worthy of a conversation.

“I… Jody, it’s not what you think.”

I wasn’t about to tell David that I’d gone through his phone and saw the pictures of him all dressed up in lingerie. He knew I wasn’t a nosey girl, but his behavior had pushed me over the edge, and he never changed his password.

“Can you tell me what it is? Are you cheating on me?”

I picked up the black and purple panties and tossed them at David. He wouldn’t believe the act unless I were a bit dramatic. The panties smacked him in the face and fell to the ground. He didn’t bother picking them up.

“No, Jody! You know I would never cheat on you!”

“Then what is it? What are you hiding?” I asked in a quivering voice, like I was about to cry. “I can’t handle the secrets, David!”

David frowned and hid his face. He came from a conservative family, unlike me. I had liberal, hippy-dippy parents. I could only imagine the shame David felt about his desire to wear lingerie. His parents weren’t the most understanding. David wearing lingerie didn’t matter much to me, but we had to talk about it. I couldn’t keep burying my head in the sand like it wasn’t happening.

“I don’t know how to tell you,” David said and bent his head, clearly filled with shame.

I walked over to him and grabbed his hand, holding it until he lifted his eyes to look at me.

“If you’re not cheating on me, then what?”

“They’re mine,” David admitted.

“Yours? You wear them?”

David nodded solemnly. “I understand if you want to—”

“Don’t even say it, David. You don’t have to be afraid. I won’t judge you, and I won’t leave you. If you’re not cheating on me, we can work this out.”

David softened, but I could tell he was still in his feelings, probably awash with shame, so I did something I imagine he wasn’t expecting. I grabbed the black thong from the counter and held it in the air between us.

“Jody, please. Don’t.” David had a tense jaw.

“You don’t even know what I’m going to do!”

David snatched the black thong from my hand and balled it into a fist. He reached around me to pick up the other discarded lingerie I’d found in his drawer. He put them both in his pocket and stood with his shoulders square and tense.

“Please, Jody. If you don’t mind, I’d prefer we just pretended like this never happened.”

David tried to step past me, but I wouldn’t let him. I grabbed him by the shoulders and kept him in place. We weren’t about to leave the kitchen until we talked about this, until we had some type of understanding that what he was doing was okay, as long as he wasn’t cheating on me or chatting with weirdos online.

“We need to talk about this, David. We can’t just brush it under a rug. That won’t work this time.”

David grunted and kept walking, so I chased after him. There was no lock on our bedroom door or any other door except the bathroom. He couldn’t shut me out unless he wanted to hide up in the bathroom all night, but I could tell he wanted to talk, even if he didn’t want to admit it.

David was sitting on the edge of our bed, the place we’d made love only a few nights ago. I’d had knowledge of his panty wearing then, and it didn’t make me any less attracted to him. They only made me curious.

How far did my husband want to take this? Did he want to try makeup? Did he want to wear dresses? Heels? How much of himself was he hiding because of his fear of what others thought?

I sat next to David on the bed. He grunted but didn’t stop me from lacing my fingers with his. His gaze was still directed at the floor, but he was breathing a little easier. He didn’t seem like he was about to explode.

“You can tell me anything, David. I love you.”

David shook his head, glancing at me a few times, battling with his inner demons. I placed my hand on his thigh in an attempt to calm him, and then we looked at each other, really looked at each other, remembering everything we’d been through.

We’d only been married for four years, but we had over a decade together. We had shared countless experiences, and we couldn’t give all that up because of some panties. I wore David down with my gaze, and he eventually sighed and released the floodgates.

David told me that he’d always wondered what it would be like to be a girl but that his curiosities really took hold around the time I started getting advice about makeup and fashion from my first boss, Maria Warren. David admitted that he used to get jealous when I would come home with bags of clothes, shoes, and jewelry.

Now that he said something, I used to wonder why David would stare at me while I was getting ready. I wrote it off as him just thinking I was sexy, but there’d been more to it than that. He was envious of me when I rolled lipstick across my lips or twirled a curling iron in my hair. He used to wish they were his heels in the closet instead of mine.

All those moments rewrote themselves in my mind now that I had an answer for why David used to linger around when I was applying makeup in the mirror or trying to decide which dress I should wear. I never suspected he wanted to dress up with me, but it sounded like something fun to do together.

We were in a bit of a rut as it was, so I waved away whatever minor doubts arose in my mind. I wanted to help my husband during this journey as Maria had helped me. If he wanted to dress up like a girl, who was I to stop him?

I made out with more than a few girls during my college years before David and I were exclusive, back when I was having as much fun as I possibly could.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” I asked David.

“How was I supposed to tell you? Don’t you know how worried I was that you would leave me?”

There were probably girls out there who would leave their husbands who wanted to get in touch with their feminine side, but that wasn’t me. I thought it sounded like fun, seeing David try on different dresses and blouses and skirts and heels. I was even thinking how we could stuff a bra to give him breasts!

“You didn’t even hint at this, though.”

David cast his gaze to the side. I reached over to grab his chin and turn his face toward me. He sighed when our eyes met, and I could see that shame I’d seen on his face many times over. His parents had really done a number on him.

“I’m not your mom or your dad. I’m your wife. Let’s get through this together.”

“How did I get so lucky?”

“I’m the lucky one,” I said with a laugh.

David placed his head on my shoulder. I wrapped my arm over his and pulled him close. David hugged my waist and clung to me, but I loved being his rock. He was also mine. If there was ever a slow real-estate season, I knew I could count on David to get me through it. He would take me to museums, the movies, out dancing, or simply walk through the park with me.

“I have to leave to show this couple a house, but I was hoping we could have some fun later.”

“What kind of fun?”

“I want to see you dressed up.”

“What?” David screeched.

“You know, like a girl.”

“Are you serious?”

“Yes! Isn’t that what you want?” I asked.

“Yeah, but—”

“Don’t overthink it, David! Do you have any dresses or anything cute hidden around the house?”

David reddened quicker than I’d ever seen him turn red, and it was so adorable. I cupped his face and stared into his eyes.

“It’s okay. Get them ready. Do you have makeup?”

David shook his head. “No, I don’t know what to buy.”

“I’ll pick up a couple things. Be home in a bit,” I said and kissed David on the cheek before heading out of the door.
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David was pacing the living room when I walked through the door. The couple loved the house I showed them, but David clearly wasn’t loving the fact that I’d found out his secret. He jutted his hand into his hair when he turned to face me, pulling on it like he’d lost his mind.

“Please, I don’t want to do this. I can’t. It’s not right.”

I wanted to kill his parents at that moment for putting all those negative thoughts into David’s mind. He was a man in all the ways that counted. He didn’t lie. He didn’t cheat. I could count on him when I was sick and weak. Why did he have to be hypermasculine on top of the caring, passionate man he already was?

“What are you talking about?” I asked as I approached David.

He put out his hand. “No! Don’t come any closer.”

“David, please. Why are you acting like this?”

“It’s not right! I never...! Just forget about all of it!”

I wasn’t about to forget about any of it. From where I was standing, I saw a man who needed my support. A man who was looking for me to tell him it was okay. I could have encouraged him to stop and hide who he was, but what would that make me? Not the wife I wanted to be.

I reached out and laced my fingers with David’s. I’d left the bag with all the makeup I’d bought on the kitchen counter, but I planned to use it on my husband’s face because that was what he wanted. We’d already gotten this far and only needed to take a few more steps.

“Why are you fighting this, David? I want to help you.”

“Why? I bet you think I should be a manly man.”

“I think you should be you. My husband. You’re my everything, David. There’s nothing wrong with you wanting to get in touch with your feminine side.”

“I don’t deserve you,” David said.

“Shut up, and let’s do your makeup. Okay?”

David met my eyes before letting out a long sigh. I could tell he would be battling with himself throughout this transformation, but I was prepared to hold his hand until we made it to the other side.

“Okay,” he finally said.

I pulled David toward the bathroom before he could give it a second thought. I wanted to do his makeup, but I had to check a few other things first if he was really going to be a girl.
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“Sweetie, I know you’re Asian and pretty much hairless, but we need to shave everything,” I said to David as we stood in the bathroom. I’d already shown him all the makeup I bought but told him he had to shave before I would apply it, to which he protested.

“Yeah, but you’re talking about shaving my… legs.”

“Get over it, David. If you want to feel like a girl, you need to shave everywhere. Your legs. Your crotch. Your ass.”

“What?” David screeched.

I winced and pressed my fingers to my ears. “Please stop yelling like that, David. You’re going to bust my eardrums.”

“You’re asking me to do crazy things!”

“How are they crazy? Most girls require a lot of maintenance to look how they do! You don’t see it, but I’m constantly visiting my hairdresser or a makeup artist or going to some new workout class. Reading up about the next diet craze. Not all of us are naturally skinny like you.”

“Please, Jody. You’re plenty skinny.”

I snorted. “Yeah, right. You don’t know half of the shit I go through to stay looking like this, but you’re about to learn.”

David swallowed. He glanced at the door, but there was no turning around now that his secret was out in the open. I was going to make him feel like a girl, both the good and the bad, but it was for the best. No accomplishment was truly sweet without a little pain along the way.

“Get in the shower, David. We’re going to make you all nice and bare, and then you’ll really look good in those panties. Would you like me to snap a few pictures once you’re wearing them?” I asked with a devilish grin.

David’s eyes widened, like he was realizing that I had looked through his phone, but he wasn’t brave enough to ask me, even though I saw the accusation burning in his eyes. His mouth even parted, but he said nothing, instead opening the shower curtain.

“I’ll grab you a fresh razor.”

“Thanks,” David said in a deadpan voice.

I went to the closet for a razor, a smile burning across my face. David was in the palm of my hand, and the power was addictive. I was off skipping, twirling through a field in my mind. I attempted to fix my face as I walked back into the bedroom to give David the razor.

“Here you go.”

“I’ve been having second thoughts,” David said as he took the razor. “Maybe we should just forget all this. It was only a phase. I’m over it.”

“You’re over it?” I asked, completely unconvinced.

“Yeah, totally over it.”

“So I can just toss those panties of yours I found in the trash, right? What about the dress? Should we get rid of that too?”

David swallowed, looking at the razor and then at me. He was standing in his boxers right outside of the shower. He was at a crossroads. Either accept who he was or bury his true self under the piles of shame where he’d hidden it for the past however many years, but how would we ever be the same again? How would I ever be able to get ready without thinking David was jealous every time he glanced in my direction?

“What will it be, David?”

“Why are you doing this to me?”

“You’re the one who bought panties. You’re the one who was hiding them around the house. I haven’t even seen the dresses you have, but you’ve already admitted to having some, so why are you fighting this? Why can’t we just have fun with it? Maybe you’ll be over it after I do your makeup, but shouldn’t you at least try it once? Wouldn’t you regret it if you got rid of your stuff now?”

David’s eyes told me that he would never be able to live with himself if he turned around now.

“Yeah, but it’s hard.”

“It’s only hard because you’re resisting. Take a deep breath and let go, David. Stop holding on to that shame. It’s eating you alive.”

“That’s easy for you to say. You never had to hide who you were. Your parents—”

“Yeah, my parents were open-minded, but they were also terrible at other things. They never checked my homework or cared where I was when I wasn’t at home. They hardly asked for details when I stayed out late or stayed over at a friend’s house without permission. Nobody has perfect parents, but you can’t let how they raised you stop you from living.”

“But—”

“Stop it, David! Take off your boxers and get in the shower!”

David couldn’t argue with me, and we both knew he wanted this. He just needed a push out the nest. He needed to know that I wouldn’t leave him if we walked down this road. We stared at each other for a long moment before he slowly slid his boxers over his crotch and down his legs.

He had plenty to shave, and we didn’t have all night. It was already getting late, and I had a meeting in the morning, but I didn’t want to go to sleep until I saw my husband in a dress. I was beyond curious about how he would look.


4

David was finally all shaved and cleaned. I gave him some lotion to work into his skin, and he got a little hard while we touched, but tonight wasn’t about his dick. It was about turning him into a girl.

“Have you ever put makeup on your face?”

“I tried using your makeup one time when you weren’t at home, but it was a disastrous effort.”

“Your skin is a bit tanner than mine, so the makeup probably looked chalky. I got some stuff that is your shade. Let’s go to my office.”

David nodded and followed me. He sat at my desk when we got to my office. I put out all the makeup I’d bought and picked up the foundation. It matched his skin perfectly. I blended it into his skin, which was also smooth and shiny, but the foundation just added that little extra.

I contoured his nose and made his jawline pop. He was already looking like a fierce bitch by the time I grabbed bronzer to accentuate his cheekbones even more. They were sharp but a little puffy. They would also look adorable with a bit of blush, but I was going for sexy. I wanted David to feel shocked when he saw himself in the mirror.

I grabbed the eye makeup next and created a smokey eye. It was a simple look, but I imagined it was a look he’d wanted for years. The smokey eye was one of the first looks I’d mastered when Maria started giving me lessons on femininity and how to use my womanly powers to my advantage.

Many of my buyers were men, but I hadn’t slept with a single one of them. They all respected my marriage. Not that a few didn’t try, but they almost always fell a little more in love with me when I denied them, knowing that if they were lucky enough to have me that I would be faithful to them too.

“How do I look?” David asked.

“Fabulous,” I said.

“Can I see?”

“Not yet.”

David groaned, but I ignored him. I grabbed a tube of pink lip gloss and spread it over his lips. It wasn’t the brightest color, but it had glitter in it and made David’s plump lips sparkle, and I couldn’t help but wonder how those lips would look around a dick.

He already looked so much like a girl, and he hadn’t even gotten dressed. He just had a towel wrapped around his waist. His chest was still flat and uncovered, and I just wanted to dress him up! I was overly excited now that his face was all dolled up.

“Where are your dresses?”

“I want to see my face.”

“No! Not until you’re wearing a dress.”

“Jody…”

I shook my head and crossed my arms over my chest. No way was I about to budge on this. David wouldn’t get the same reaction if he saw his face now versus waiting until he had on the dress, so I was really doing it for his own good. He just didn’t realize it.

“Do you have options?”

“I have a few.”

“Go get them!”

“I hung them up in the closet,” he said.

“Wait right here. Don’t you dare leave this room or try to look at your reflection. Do you hear me?”

“Loud and clear!”

David’s voice was a touch sarcastic, but I knew he was just feeling impatient because I wouldn’t let him see himself, so I raced to the closet and found the dresses he’d been hiding from me. I had never seen them in my life, but they were in pristine condition. Vintage. Gorgeous.

One was like a sixties go-go girl dress. It had thick straps and stopped a few inches above the knees. It was a strange color somewhere between brown and gray but much prettier than it sounded.

The other was a creamy white. It had sleeves and was a little boxy but looked fabulous. There were even pearls and gloves draped over the hanger that would match it beautifully.

The last dress was a black gown that went all the way to the floor and had a long split up the leg. It would probably stop a few inches below David’s crotch. It was sleeveless and would probably make David look like a black swan ready for the red carpet.

Each dress was beautiful in its own way, but I ended up taking the go-go girl dress, some black lingerie of David’s, and raced back to my office, where David was waiting for me like a good boy. I could tell by the look on his face that he hadn’t peeked at his reflection.

“Your dresses are gorgeous! Where did you get them?”

“Thrift stores. I always go to thrift stores, usually just to look, but I couldn’t let those dresses go. There have been others I wanted to buy but stopped myself. Those are the ones when I lost control. When I—”

David was heading to a dark place, so I reached out to touch his shoulder.

“This dress is fabulous, David. I really love it. All you need is a pair of white platform boots.”

“I’ve seen pairs come and go online,” David admitted.

“We can work on your wardrobe. Don’t worry.”

“You’re the best, Jody.”

“When you’re happy, I’m happy.”

David folded his lips. His eyes got a touch watery, but I waved in his face. “Now is not the time to get emotional! I just did your makeup!”

“I’m sorry. I’ve just been dreaming about this day for so long, and it’s finally here.”

“Well, get it together! Put on this lingerie!” I tossed the black thong and bra at David. They were ones he’d pulled out of his collection. He had a lot of things I didn’t know about in the attic, apparently, but I didn’t blame him. I probably would have done the same if I were in his shoes, but the day had come for us to stop hiding.

It was time to face the fire.

David dropped the towel, and then he pulled the black thong up his legs. He put on the bra next. I had tissue paper sitting next to my makeup bag and was anxious to stuff his bra. He already looked so much like a girl, and I couldn’t wait to see his face when he finally saw his reflection. He was going to flip!

“You’re going to look so cute in that dress,” I told David as I stood in front of him with tissue balled up in my fist. “Have you ever tried it on?”

“Yes, but I’ve never stuffed my bra.”

“Why not?”

David shrugged. It was okay, though. He didn’t have to explain everything.

I went back to stuffing his bra, giving him something around a b-cup. I took a step back to examine my work before smoothing out any lumps until David had a perfect looking pair of tits, and fuck if I didn’t think it was sexy.

My womanhood heated at the sight of my man all dolled up. His hair was short, but he still looked like a girl. If I hadn’t known him for as long as I did, I wouldn’t even recognize him. I handed him the dress, numb from the shock of seeing the girl he’d become.

The stuffed bra really put him over the edge, and then he slipped on the dress. I gasped when I saw him standing there, looking as girly as any other girl. If we went out together, guys would definitely hit on us, thinking we were just friends.

“How do I look?” David asked with burning red cheeks.

“You’re beautiful,” I said.

“Can I see myself now?”

I nodded and grabbed David’s hand to lead him to the bathroom. He stood in the doorway after I opened the door, looking nervous to step through the barrier. I could only imagine how long he’d been waiting for this moment, so I waved at him to follow me, smiling softly, not at all worried.

This was what David wanted, and he looked fabulous.

“Fuck, this is crazy,” David said before taking a step through the doorway. I grabbed his shoulders and led him to the mirror. He gasped when he saw himself.

“What do you think?”

David cupped a hand over his mouth. “Are you fucking kidding me? I look amazing,” he said.

“I told you.”

“How did you do this?”

“You’re already small and pretty hairless, so it wasn’t hard at all. You’re lucky.”

“Yeah, I guess,” David said. His voice trailed off to a whisper as he stared at his reflection. I rubbed his back, but this was a moment for him. He didn’t look at me, but I didn’t need him to because he was my partner. We were in this together, and tonight was only the beginning. We could go so far.

David turned to me and grabbed my hands. He clasped his over them and stared into my eyes. “Thank you, Jody. Thank you for helping me do this.”

“You’re not going to run off and go crazy on me, are you?”

“No,” David said with a laugh. “I’d like to dress like this around the house, though. If you’re willing.”

I pushed my fingers through David’s hair and nodded. “Of course you can do that.”

“Will you teach me how to do my makeup?”

“It’d be my pleasure,” I said and giggled. It was all so surreal, staring into the eyes I’d known for so long but seeing a woman around them. As strange as it was, I didn’t mind it. Those eyes looked satisfied, like the pieces had finally clicked together.

“Don’t you have a meeting in the morning?”

I yawned as I nodded. “Yes, but we can stay up and watch some TV. Let you enjoy wearing the dress.”

“Thank you.”

David and I went to the living room. We snuggled on the couch, and I only remembered the first five minutes of a show before falling asleep. David must have carried me to bed at some point because I woke up in his arms. He was still wearing the thong and the stuffed bra, and all I could do was smile because he looked happier than I’d seen him in months.
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The next few days were rather uneventful. David and I were busy with work, but then Saturday came around, and we both had tons of energy. I had a few early showings, but my afternoon was clear, and David never worked the weekends.

It was after lunch when David came up to me with a mischievous look on his face. I was reading a historic romance novel in the living room, enjoying the afternoon light streaming in through the window, but I put down my book when David stood over me.

“What’s up?”

“I went shopping while you were at your showings.”

“Did you?”

David nodded, looking eager to show me whatever he’d bought, so I waved him out of the room. He came rushing back with a big bag of things. I was hoping to dress him in that creamy white dress, but David had found some gems.

There was a pink dress with a pleated skirt. He found a bright floral dress with sleeves that would probably look adorable, and he’d even bought some heels. He had kitten heels, stilettos, and then he told me that wasn’t all.

“What else did you buy?”

“I ordered those white platform boots.”

“How much did you spend?” I asked with a laugh.

“Not too much. Fifty for the boots, and I got the rest for like thirty dollars. I also picked up some tights and lingerie.”

“Did you get slip dresses too?” I asked. A laugh fell from my lips.

David caged up instantly. “I knew this was just a joke to you! I shouldn’t have done this. It was stupid. Stupid! I knew it!”

“David, please. Calm down. I wasn’t laughing at you.”

“Yes, you were!”

“Okay, maybe a little, but—”

David gasped and threw his hands in the air. He screamed into his folded lips, and I wished I could just take back the laugh. His excitement had caught me off guard, but I really didn’t care that David had gone shopping, and hell, he should definitely buy some slip dresses, so we could lie around the house in them.

“I can’t believe I ever opened up to you,” David said and shook his head, gathering up the stuff he’d bought while I was showing houses. I had to rip the clothes from his hands to get him to stop.

“David! Don’t make such a big deal about it. You’ve made fun of me plenty of times. Don’t you remember when I tried to bake a cheesecake for the first time? How bad was that?”

David softened as the memory flooded his mind. That cheesecake was so unbalanced and gross we had to toss it in the trash. I got it right the second time I tried years later, but we would never forget that cheesecake as David had teased me about it for weeks.

“Sorry,” David said and let out a breath.

“It’s okay, but you have to be able to laugh at yourself if we’re going to get through this.”

“You’re right.”

David and I decided he would put on the pink dress with a pleated skirt bottom after we finished with his makeup and stuffed his bra. He went to the shower to touch up his shaving while I busied myself looking over his dresses.

I went to the closet and found the creamy white dress with the pearls and gloves. It was so elegant, and it would look amazing with the white heels he’d bought. I imagined him out on the town in that dress, fooling every guy who glanced in his direction, but did I have anything equally as fabulous?

I went to my closet and found a little black dress I never wore because it was too sexy for business meetings. It had a boxy front made of mostly transparent lace. The back was open, and it stopped halfway down my thighs. I had a long gold necklace I loved to hang down my back when I wore it.

I changed into the black outfit while David was touching up his shaving in the shower, and I grabbed his white dress. The pink dress was cute, but I wanted to have a fabulous night out with my girly husband. I wanted to show him how powerful we could be together.

I had a pair of black heels and a clutch purse with gold metal accents that matched the outfit perfectly. I grabbed them and put everything I would need in the clutch purse and was waiting until we left to put on the heels.

David was walking out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around his waist just as I was finishing. I still needed to do my hair and makeup, but the dress was ready to go. I also had a little surprise for him that I’d been waiting to reveal until we were doing his makeup.

“Change of plans,” I said and pointed at the white dress.

“You want me to wear that?”

I nodded. “We’re going out. I made a reservation at an upscale restaurant, and then we’re going to this jazz bar to watch a band. They’re both places where an outfit like this would look fabulous. Plus, I know you got those white heels for a reason.”

“Yeah, but I don’t know how to walk in heels! I’ll fall on my face and make a fool of myself!”

“We can practice before we leave, but there’s something I want to give you first.”

“What?”

“Put on your lingerie. Why don’t you wear the white panties and bra you have?”

David nodded and came back a few minutes later in the bra and panties. The outline of his manhood was on full display, and it looked bigger than ever, and all I wanted to do was wrap my lips around it, especially since he’d rid himself of all that nasty pubic hair.

I helped David stuff his bra with some tissue, and then I went to fetch his gift. It was all wrapped, complete with a bow.

“What is it?”

“You have to open it, silly.”

David grinned and ripped off the wrapping paper. He revealed the circular box and gasped when he opened it, but a smile quickly spread across his face.

“You didn’t!”

“I knew we would need it tonight.”

It was a long dark brown wig. The exact same color as David’s natural hair, except it would make him look even more like a girl. I’d even thrown some fake pearl earrings into the box for him to wear with his white dress.

“This is all too much,” David said as he held the wig and earrings.

“Isn’t this what you’ve been wanting?”

“Yes,” he said.

“That’s all that matters. I’m having fun, and I’ll always love you, David. If this is what you want, let’s take it all the way. Let’s go out into the world and show everyone just how womanly you can be.”

David dropped what he was holding and threw his arms around me, and we hugged tightly, expressing everything we couldn’t say in words, but we didn’t need to say everything. We’d been together a long time.

“Will you help me with my makeup?”

“Yes, but why don’t you put on the dress first?”

David nodded and gathered himself before standing to pick up the dress. He pulled it over his head, and it hung perfectly in place. He already looked womanly with his fake breasts and smooth legs, but the makeup and wig and jewelry would put him over the top.

We sat in the dining room to do David’s makeup. He smiled the entire time I was dolling up his face, and he looked like a crazy person when I put that wig on his head, but his happiness was contagious. I wanted to be around him. Guide him. Cherish him.

“Ready?” I asked once we were both all dolled up and in our heels.

David couldn’t step away from the mirror, but we would be late for our reservation and the show if we didn’t hurry, so I had to pull him away from his reflection.

“Can you believe how much of a girl I look like?”

“It’s amazing,” I agreed.

“Do you hate it?”

“No! I’m just worried about making it to the show on time.”

“We can just get appetizers and go through a drive-thru on the way home if we don’t have time at the restaurant.”

“Good idea,” I said and felt myself relax a little.

There was really no reason to worry, though. The restaurant was quick to get us our food, and we had plenty of time to make it to the show.
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David and I were laughing like hyenas as we walked out of the restaurant. We only had one glass of wine each, yet we felt drunker than drunk, but we were intoxicated by love. It’d been a long time since I felt this at ease around David, and I realized it was because he was finally living his best life.

No more hiding in the shadows. No more pretending this wasn’t what he really wanted. We were out in the world, and he’d never looked so fabulous! I glanced over at him and wanted to call him anything other than David. The name just didn’t suit this stunning woman by my side.

“What should we call you?” I asked as we reached the car.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, you need a girl’s name. Don’t you think?”

David squinted his eyes. “I guess I never thought of it, but I suppose you’re right.”

“What would you call yourself if you could choose any name in the world?”

David glanced down at his feminized body, looking so fabulous in that creamy white dress and matching heels. The pearl jewelry and gloves put him over the top, and few women could touch his level of fabulousness. He would fool anyone who glanced in his direction, and I couldn’t wait to have him on my arm at the jazz club.

It was an elegant establishment that attracted an older crowd, so I knew the men would be glancing in our direction, and I wanted David to be prepared in case any of them tried to talk to us.

“What are you going to tell people if they ask for your name?”

“Can’t I tell them to get lost?”

“That’s not very ladylike, is it?”

David stopped and put on his thinking face while I waited next to him with my arms crossed over my chest. We weren’t about to get in the car until I had an answer about what David wanted people to call him when he was all dressed up like a girl.

“What do you think of Irene?” David finally asked.

I looked him up and down, noticing the curves of his slender frame. He really had quite the body when his bra was stuffed with a little tissue. That bit of padding lifted his bra and made the dress hang on him in all the right ways, and that name suited him, as vintage as his outfit.

“It’s a lovely name. Now, let’s get to the jazz bar. The show is about to start, and I want to get a table.”

We got in our car and drove a few miles down the road to a jazz bar. It was bustling inside, but we still got lucky enough to find a table near the back. We took our seats and ordered our drinks just as the performers were taking the stage.

We sipped our cocktails and enjoyed the first few songs, glancing at each other with wild grins, like we were having the time of our lives, and we really were. I no longer worried that I was losing David now that I understood he just wanted to be Irene part of the time.

“Do you ladies need fresh drinks?” an older man asked a minute or so after we polished off our cocktails. Most people stayed in place, but moving around the space was certainly allowed, and this shark of a man had come to claim his meal.

“I don’t know, Irene. Did you want another drink?”

Irene blushed as she glanced at me, afraid to speak. We’d talked briefly about using a feminine voice, but we both kind of swept it under the rug to focus on makeup and fashion details.

“Come on, ladies. I don’t bite.”

I wasn’t so sure about that. The man was older, but he clearly took care of himself. I would even bet money that his stomach was hard as a rock, albeit a little round. He probably had extra thick arms too under that blazer judging by the thickness of his neck, which was absent a tie.

“It’s up to my friend. Irene? Would you like this…”

“Reginald.”

“Would you like Reginald to buy us a drink?”

Irene shrugged as her face reddened further, but part of me loved seeing her all tortured and bothered as she got hit on by an older man. One who couldn’t take his eyes off Irene. I could only imagine the dirty thoughts going through his mind, but I didn’t feel jealous. It only made me realize that I had a girly boy other people wanted, which made me feel lucky.

“I guess he can,” Irene finally said in an extremely light voice. One we struggled to hear, but it was feminine. Irene’s cover was still intact.

“What will it be?”

I told Reginald our drink orders, and then he scurried off to get them. The bar was becoming livelier as more people streamed in through the door, some going to the dance floor while others hung out by the bar.

“Fucking hell,” Irene gasped when Reginald was out of earshot. “What am I going to do?”

“Just keep your cool. We only have to entertain him for one drink, and then we can get going.”

“Can you do all the talking?”

“Just relax your jaw and try to speak in a voice a touch louder than the one you just used.”

“Like this?”

“Yes!” I tried to sound encouraging, but Irene just fell apart.

“I can’t do it!”

“Yes, you can, Irene. This is the ultimate practice test. When will we ever see Reginald again?”

Irene nodded, gathering herself. I glanced at the bar and noticed Reginald was paying and pointing at our table, probably telling the bartender to bring over the drinks. I expected him to start walking over this way, but he turned toward another table instead.

He and a man talked a moment, pointing over at our table, and I realized the guy was Reginald’s friend and that they were both about to head in our direction.

“Okay, Irene. Don’t freak out.”

“Nothing good starts like that.”

I laughed and nodded, but Irene had to get it together in only a few seconds because the guys were heading our way.

“Right, but this is serious. It looks like Reginald has a friend, and they’re both coming over here.”

A smile spread across my face as the men got closer. Irene gasped, going into full-blown panic mode, but I reached out to grab her hand. I stared into her eyes.

“Just act like you’re an actress on set. You’re Irene. You’ve always been her. You’ll always be her.”

Irene nodded, but she still looked afraid. Unfortunately our time for waiting had come to an end. The men were standing over our table just as a bartender arrived with four drinks. Their drinks were in rock glasses. Ours were in martinis. We looked like two couples on a double date.

“Ladies, this is my friend Michael Sturm. We met at the country club.”

“Fascinating,” I said and picked up my martini glass to take a dainty sip. Irene looked like she was about to pass out when I glanced over at her, but she downed the drink in a flash, lifting her arm to order another.

“Don’t get too drunk, or we’ll have to take advantage,” Michael said with a creepy wink.

I laughed with the guys, though. Everyone was laughing except Irene, even though she was the one who wanted to come out into the world as a girl. This was what it was like. We could have told Reginald to get lost when he first came over, but what was the fun in that?

Irene got her next drink soon after ordering it. I reached over to her under the table to rub her thigh, but her hand didn’t stop shaking.

“What about you two? Where did you meet?”

“College,” I said brightly.

“When did you graduate? Last year?” Reginald asked.

“If only. It’s already been over a decade. Can you believe it?”

“Time flies when you’re having fun,” Michael said.

“Tell me about it,” Reginald added.

The three of us talked about college a while longer while Irene sipped her drink and looked at us with terror in her eyes, but she slowly came out of her shell, as the guys weren’t about to let her be silent all night.

“What about you, miss? Don’t you speak?” Michael teased.

“Yes,” Irene said with a feminine slur. “Not usually to older men, though.”

“Ouch! Us older men can teach you a thing or two,” Reginald said with a purr in his voice.

“Oh, yeah? Like what? How to pee sitting down?”

My eyes widened, but the men only laughed. Irene went back and forth with them a few more times in her feminine whisper until the men stopped pressing her. We all turned our attention to the jazz for a bit, and we even let the men give us their business cards when we told them it was time for us to leave.

“I can’t believe I did it!” Irene exclaimed in her newly feminine voice as we were walking across the parking lot.

“You were incredible in there!”

“Those guys were nice. Do you think they could tell that I’m really… a man?”

“Not at all! You totally fooled them!”

Irene paused and stared at me lovingly. “I wouldn’t have been able to do it without you.”

I blushed, feeling like I was discovering a new side of my husband, and I loved it. He’d always been my best friend, but now he was my best girlfriend. There was so much we could do together. We’d only really just begun, and I was excited to see where we would go with all this.

“I’m so glad I finally said something about those panties.”

Irene stilled. “You knew before that day?”

I sucked in a breath to catch myself, but I’d already said too much, so I just nodded.

“When did you find out?”

“I knew for months before I said anything.”

“Months? Oh my!”

I placed my hand on Irene’s shoulder to stop her from panicking. It wasn’t a big deal. I’d gotten over it a long time ago, and now I was having the time of my life. I reached out with my other hand to touch Irene’s waist, letting it glide a few inches before stopping on her hip.

“It’s okay.”

“Why didn’t you say anything?”

“I didn’t want to make a big deal out of it, but I had to say something after finding lingerie for the third or fourth time. The first time shocked me, but by the time I told you, I just wanted everything out in the open, and aren’t you so glad it is?”

“Yeah, but—”

“Stop with the buts, Irene. We’re having a good time tonight, and that’s all that matters, right?”

“Yes,” Irene said. “You’re right. Let’s go home.”
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Irene and I stopped at a grocery store for snacks. We couldn’t stop laughing as we made our way through the aisles, adding anything and everything that looked delicious to our cart. We both gasped when we saw the total at checkout, but that just sent us into another fit of laughter, to which the cashier joined.

“Y’all have a great night,” the woman said as we shuffled away with our bags.

We wished the woman a good night and sighed when we finally got to the car. We glanced at each other, and it was like I could read Irene’s mind. I could feel how grateful she was, and I only hoped she knew how relieved I was that we were back in a good place.

Irene laced her fingers with mine, and then we kissed gently. She told me that I was beautiful. I told her that I loved her. If it weren’t for my rumbling tummy, I would have made love to her right there. I would have climbed over the center console to ride her girly dick.

We made our way home and were both starving by the time we got through the door. We’d danced a little at the club, and maybe we just had the munchies because we were slightly tipsy, which didn’t stop us from opening up a bottle of chilled white wine we’d picked up at the grocery store.

Irene pulled off her gloves before pouring us each a glass, but she left on everything else, and so did I. I felt incredible in my black dress, like I could take over the world, and I wasn’t ready to give up that feeling.

“You were incredible tonight,” I said as Irene and I sat down at the dining table, the food we’d bought spread out across it. We got little containers of this and that and had plates and silverware from our kitchen to eat.

“Not as amazing as you. You made me fall even more in love with you, Jody.”

“Maybe I can take you over the edge,” I said and winked.

There was a burning desire between my thighs. I could feel my pussy swelling, wetting itself in anticipation of Irene’s girly dick. Her member wasn’t too long, but it was thick, and I couldn’t wait to feel it inside of me.

Irene swallowed. “Yeah?”

I nodded, more serious than ever. Irene bit her lip as I stared at her, and I wondered if her girly dick was getting hard, so I climbed under the table after taking a few more bites of food to satisfy my hunger. I could always eat, but when else would I be at the dining table with Irene looking so hot?

Irene jumped when I touched the inside of her thigh. She scooted her chair out, but I grabbed it to stop her before she got too far. I was on my knees, and she couldn’t see me, which was exactly what I wanted. I wanted her to be able to imagine I was anyone.

I slowly pushed up the hem of Irene’s dress, revealing more and more of her thighs until I was at her white panties. Irene had already leaked a bunch of girl juices. The stain on her panties turned me on to no end. I pressed my lips against the outline of her girly dick, and she gasped.

“Jody!”

“Relax,” I said in a seductive whisper. I gently pushed Irene’s thong to the side to reveal her hard, thick dick. She was leaking precum like crazy, and I couldn’t resist pushing my thumb against her tip as though it were a clit.

“Fuck! Jody! Fucking hell!”

“Don’t cum yet!”

I reached into my panties to touch my pussy, feeling like I was having sex with my husband for the first time all over again, and it was so fucking sexy. I was dripping wet and open for Irene’s girly dick, ready to take it, once I was confident that she wouldn’t cum in five seconds.

“I’m trying not to, but it feels so good!”

“Resist the urge,” I said.

Irene swallowed and took a deep breath, steadying herself. I was holding her by the balls, which were hanging out the side of her lacey white thong. It was so hot seeing her all feminized like that, and I would cum too if I didn’t stop touching myself.

I pulled my hand out of my panties and moved from under the dining table. Irene’s cock was jumping and throbbing, but I didn’t bother to touch it. She needed to calm down, so I could have her dick inside of me for a few minutes at least.

“Jody.” Irene’s lips quivered as she looked at me with a longing in her eyes. “That was so hot.”

“It’s not over yet, girl.”

“I won’t last, though.”

“Don’t worry about what might happen. Come on,” I said and pulled Irene toward the couch.

I didn’t want to go to our bedroom. I wanted to do something different, so I had her sit right there where we usually watched TV and pushed my panties down to the floor. I threw them in Irene’s face, and she couldn’t help but smell them. I grinned and shook my head as I moved forward.

Irene watched me as I lowered myself to straddle her hips. Her dick was still hanging out the side of her panties when I hiked up her dress and pressed my hot pussy lips against her stiffened womanhood. She grabbed my ass and moaned as I slowly moved my hips to cover her girly dick in my juices.

“You want me to sit on your girly cock?”

“Yes!”

I dropped my head and bent down to kiss Irene, slowly lifting my hips as our tongues danced. She moaned into my mouth when I covered her dick with my pussy. Her grip on my ass tightened, but I loved when she got a little rough.

Irene was deep inside of me a moment later, and it felt so fucking good. My pussy was wet and open, and I was having to catch my breath each time I lifted and dropped my hips. I felt so connected with my husband, it was insane.

My fingers were pushed beneath the long brown wig as I held my hips a little higher to let Irene pound my pussy. She fucked me hard as she held my hips, and a high-pitched scream left my lips every time she went deep.

Irene wrapped her arms under my shoulders and slowly guided me to the floor. She only fell out of me for a second before pushing her girly cock as far as it could go, pulling an overly loud moan from my lips, but we were alone. Our neighbors weren’t close, so I let it all out, completely enamored by my girl.

Irene lifted my legs by my ankles and kept pounding my pussy, but I could feel that we were both close. Irene looked all feminine, but her ecstasy face was the same. She reached down at just the right time, as she’d done many times before, to touch my clit.

“Yes!” I screamed.

My back arched as my pussy went into overdrive. It would only be a second before I came, but I was ready. I reached out to touch Irene’s stuffed chest, barely holding on as she kept fucking my pussy.

“Cum for me,” she said.

I gasped and released. Irene held her cock deep as I gushed all over her womanhood, my walls milking her cock, which put her over the edge.

She pulled out of me when I finally caught my breath and released my legs enough from around her waistline. Irene held her slick cock as she stood above me on her knees, all girly and feminine and sexy.

Her cock looked so big since she’d shaved it, and I couldn’t stop staring as she stroked it gently, and then she was cumming all over me a second later. I reached down to touch myself as more and more cum left Irene’s cock, and then I was cumming a second time.

We both hollered as we let out the last bits of our orgasms. Irene fell by my side when we couldn’t cum for another second. I cupped Irene’s face and kissed her, already looking forward to the next time we’d make love like we just did.

“That was amazing,” Irene said.

“For me too.”

“Good.”

“Should we take a shower before bed?” I asked.

Irene shook her head and reached out to hold me, and I let her get away with it too, even drifting off to sleep for a minute, but then I convinced her to join me in the shower, and I couldn’t get over how much closer I felt to her after that night.
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Days passed before I could spend time with Irene again, but it was so refreshing when she finally came out from her slumber. We dolled up David and put him in that pretty pink dress with the pleated skirt bottom to go out shopping. It was still early in the day, but Irene was excited to go out in broad daylight as a woman.

“Do you think I’ll pass?” Irene asked as she stood in front of the mirror with her long brown wig and stuffed bra. Her makeup was already done, and she looked positively womanly.

“I have no doubts.”

“I can’t wait to try on clothes in a store! It’s like a dream come true.”

I smiled at Irene before going to our closet to grab a purse. I was wearing a white dress with matching heels and decided on a turquoise purse to add contrast to the look. Irene had pink flats and a black purse and looked positively adorable.

“You’re going to turn more than a few heads.”

“That’s the plan,” she said with a devilish grin as she stared at herself in the mirror.

“You’re something else,” I said and went to stand by Irene’s side. We stared at each other through the mirror. She reached down to take my hand, and I felt nothing but love when we laced our fingers.

“But you love me,” she said.

“I do.”

“Let’s go find me a new dress!”

We left for the mall and turned quite a few heads as we strutted around. It was still early enough that there were a lot of mall walkers there, and the older guys made no issue of checking us out, but I didn’t mind. I hoped I was enough eye candy for them to go home and touch themselves. It was only a matter of time before I would grow old, so I planned on enjoying the days I felt fabulous, like today.

Irene and I went from store to store, trying on each and every dress we could. The amount of money we spent was embarrassing, but it’d been a long time since we really treated ourselves, so why not make the most of our day off work?

“You know what we should do?” I asked Irene as we were heading across the parking lot to our car.

She shook her head. “What?”

“We should get our nails done! Wouldn’t that be so much fun?”

Irene blushed but agreed, admitting she’d always wanted to get her nails done, so we threw the bags into the trunk and drove to a nail salon around the corner. I’d been a few times, and they did good work.

Our hair bounced on our shoulders as we walked to the door. A woman greeted us right away, telling us to pick out a color from the wall. Irene decided on a pink to match her dress, and I wanted French tips. My nails were on the longer side, so today would be a perfect time to do it.

We sat at the table to get our nails done. Irene glanced over at me, and I smiled softly back at her, letting her know that what we were doing was just fine. There was no need to panic, and she didn’t. We got our nails done and were out the door before we knew it, and the staff honestly couldn’t tell Irene wasn’t a girl at all.

I was sure of it.

“You’re passing everywhere you go. It’s incredible.”

“I love coming out as Irene,” she said.

“It suits you,” I admitted.

Our gaze lingered, and that familiar warmth returned to my center, and all I wanted to do was take Irene back around to the alley behind the nail salon to suck her girly dick, but I was a touch too classy for that, and my stomach was rumbling.

“Why don’t we go to the Mexican place over there?”

“Yeah! Can we get margaritas?”

“What would be a day off without a margarita?” I asked with a laugh.

We walked down to the Mexican place and got a honk from a single guy who was pulling into a space. I grabbed Irene’s hand and told her to ignore him, which she did without a second thought. We stepped inside the Mexican restaurant and got sat right away, ordering our margaritas before the host could disappear.

The server came over to introduce himself, margaritas in hand. We ordered what we usually got and clinked our glasses together after the server cleared the menus and scurried off to put in our order.

“To Irene!” I cheered.

“To Irene!” she echoed.

We ate and talked about the world. Shopping. The house. Anything that came to mind, and Irene used her girly voice the entire time. She was really getting good at it and was fooling anyone she spoke to, and I loved how happy it made her look.

The people she talked to didn’t even know they were making her day, but she was so happy everywhere she went, and that energy was contagious. People smiled at her, laughed with her, and looked like they wished they knew her.

“There’s one more place I want to go,” I said after paying the bill.

“Where?”

“Do you really want to feel like a girl?” I asked.

“Yes!” Irene said without hesitation.

I smirked. She had no idea what she was agreeing to, but she would need that eagerness once she figured out what was on my mind. It was a thought that had been with me since we were showering after the last time we’d made love, and there was no more time to waste.

“Where are we going?” Irene asked as we drove several miles away from the Mexican restaurant.

“You’ll see.”

I didn’t want to spoil the surprise, and we were almost at our destination, so I kept my lips sealed until we were pulling into the parking lot.

“A sex shop?”

“Yep! Let’s go pick out a toy!”

“Uh… okay.”

Irene opened her door and followed me inside. I grabbed her hand and led her straight to the section with a bunch of different strap-on dildos. Her eyes widened when she saw them and realized what I meant by making her feel like a girl.

Irene lifted her finger to point at the strap-on cocks. She swallowed before speaking in a dry voice.

“You want to… uh?”

“Hi!” a cheerful voice cut in before Irene could finish her thought. “Can I help you find something today?”

“My girlfriend and I are just picking out a strap on,” I said in an equally cheerful voice. “We just need to figure out which one.”

“No problem! Let me know if you need anything. These are all the models we have, but there are a bunch of dildos over on that wall too.”

I thanked the woman and turned my attention back to Irene, who looked frozen in place. I grabbed her shoulders and shook them gently.

“Come on, babe. I’m horny and want to make you feel like a girl,” I whispered into Irene’s ears as I held her shoulders. “Don’t you want me to fuck you?”

Irene gasped, but she didn’t move away from me, so I snuck my hand down to her ass and grabbed it gently. She moaned and pushed herself up against me, and I knew then how badly she really wanted it.

“Pick one out. We can start small.”

Irene nodded. She took a moment before reaching out to grab a strap with a pink dick attached to it. It wasn’t the smallest one, but it was far from the biggest. It was six inches long, but I was sure it would feel much larger than that in her virgin bussy.

I paid for the strap and a fresh bottle of lube. Irene was slow to follow me out the door, but she wasn’t about to stay out this way, and we both knew she wanted this. She was nervous, but everything would be better once I sank my cock into her ass.

“Need anything else before we go home?”

“Don’t think so,” Irene said and swallowed.

“Good.”
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Irene and I left everything in the living room and went straight to our bedroom when we walked into the house. I kind of dragged Irene, but I had to have her. I needed to fuck her.

I closed the bedroom door and pushed Irene to the bed. She moaned as I moved my hand toward her face, gently cupping its side. She stared at me with those dark, loving eyes, and I knew I’d made the right decision buying that strap.

“Will you be gentle?” Irene asked in her feminine moan.

“The gentlest,” I said as I kissed against her neck, my hands slowly running along her sides. “I want you to love getting fucked as much as I do.”

“I’ve always wanted you to do this!”

“Really?” I asked in a breath. “Have you ever fingered yourself?”

“Yes,” Irene admitted.

I was so hot and would cum in a second if I rode Irene’s hard dick, but tonight was about giving her a new experience. It was about showing her what being a woman entailed. Not all women got penetrated, but Irene would.

“When?” I asked, moving my hands closer to her bussy. I had the lube and strap out on the bed, ready to use them. I wanted to fuck Irene hard.

“I don’t know. More than once.”

“Mmm,” I purred and reached my hands up Irene’s pretty pink dress to press my finger against the split of her ass. She moaned as I pushed between her cheeks to find her hole. “You want me to finger you?”

“Yes,” Irene said in a breath.

I reached over to grab the lube and pulled my hand back to apply a bit to my fingertips. Irene moaned when I pressed my finger back against her hole, slipping it past her tight ring. I added a second finger quickly after the first once she’d adjusted to its size.

“Push them deep!”

I pushed my two fingers deep into Irene’s hairless bussy, lubed and ready for my finger fucking. I started moving my fingers faster and faster until Irene was screaming out and reaching between her thighs to grab my wrist.

“Fuck! I’m going to cum!”

I removed my fingers from Irene’s ass and lightly slapped her smooth balls. She jumped and gasped, thrashing on the bed. I told her she’d better not cum. She wasn’t allowed to cum until I was pussy deep in her bussy.

“Got it?” I asked.

“Yes! Fuck me before I cum!”

Irene flipped over to her hands and knees, offering up her ass. I got off the bed to put on the strap, and then I was right behind my girl, ready to sink into her puckered hole. Ready to watch it stretch over my cock.

I grabbed the lube and covered my dick and her ass, until they were slick and ready for action. I slowly pushed my fingers into Irene, and she moved her ass for me, showing me how much she liked it. Showing me that she needed this as much as I did.

“You want this dick?”

“I need it!”

I stood on my knees behind Irene and held the base of my cock, slapping her lubed hole. I pushed my tip against her ring, and she moaned loudly. I pushed my dick head into her hole, and her legs wobbled so much it shook the bed.

“Give it to me,” Irene begged when I held my tip a few inches from her hole.

She was a wreck, desperate to have my dick, so I gave it to her. I pushed my cock deep into her hole, and she screamed out as she took it. She dropped her head onto the bed, giving me everything she could.

It was so fucking hot watching my cock disappear into her bussy as I fucked her slowly, picking up speed as she adjusted to my size. The moans leaving Irene’s mouth were intoxicating, although I knew she wouldn’t be able to last long.

“Damn, that dick feels so good.”

“Yeah?” I asked in a breathy moan, so hot and wet from watching Irene take my dick, watching her submit to me completely. I never expected our relationship would reach this point, but I loved it. I loved that we could grow together and explore our fantasies without secrets.

“Turn over,” I said and pulled out of Irene.

She flipped over to her back and threw her legs into the air, offering up her hole. I held her ankles and guided my dick to her lubed hole, pushing it in deep.

Irene’s girly cock oozed out precum as I fucked her slowly. I felt like such a man fucking my girl, and I loved watching her face as she took it, off in her own world, enjoying every push of my cock.

“I’m getting close,” I admitted. It was even hotter watching Irene on her back, and it would only take touching myself for a second to cum, and I needed to release the floodgates.

“Me too,” Irene moaned.

“Yeah?” I said as I held Irene’s ankles and fucked her slowly, using every inch of my dick, watching it intently as it slid in and out of Irene’s slippery ass.

“Yes!” she screamed. “Push it deep!”

I did as Irene asked, and then she surprised me. A squirt of cum flew from the tip of her dick, and she hadn’t even touched herself! I used my entire cock to push in and out of her again, and then even more cum shot from her tip.

Her eyes were closed, and she was off in another world as the cum kept oozing out of her girly dick and moans kept leaving her mouth, louder and louder each time they did.

I reached into the strap to touch my clit as I held my cock deep in my girl’s ass, and it only took one look from my girl before I was cumming with her. She opened her eyes and stared at me as I screamed out, cumming all over my hand.

Irene rocked her hips, and the friction of the strap against my pussy made me cum even harder, and it was so hot seeing her keep my dick in her ass, using my cock as long as she could. I only stopped because I accidentally fell out of her, stumbling backward, catching myself just before I fell off the bed.

“Are you okay?” Irene asked with a laugh as she reached out to help me.

“Never better,” I said and grabbed her hand, letting her pull me by her side. I fumbled with the strap until I got it off and could toss it onto the floor.

“Me neither,” Irene said and pulled me into her arms.
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Six Months Later

The weather had turned cold, so David and I were spending a lot more time inside. We always looked cute, though. He’d gotten us the most adorable, knitted sweater dresses, and we pretty much wore them day and night. We had the same dress in six different colors and shared them.

“What movie should we watch tonight?”

“How about a thriller? I want to feel scared,” I said.

“Really?” David asked. “Okay.”

He shrugged and picked up the remote. We agreed on a thriller that featured several famous actors. He’d already made us a bowl of popcorn, and we had a bottle of sparkling grape juice to share.

David was wearing panties and the sweater dress, but he hadn’t bothered with a wig or stuffing his bra or anything else. Irene came out sometimes, usually once or twice a week, but David was happy just lounging around in a dress and panties, and I didn’t really care either way.

He looked cute no matter what he wore.

I took handfuls of popcorn from the bowl, terrified by the movie, but it was a good thriller that had me thinking at the end. David and I talked about what we thought of the movie while we played an upbeat reality show in the background.

“We’ll have to agree to disagree about the ending, but at least the acting was good.”

“Yeah,” David said. “What do you think about going out dancing this weekend?”

“Will you be Irene?”

“You know it!” he said in his feminine voice.

“I can’t wait,” I said and snuggled up against my man who was also my girl.


THANK YOU FOR READING

Thank you for reading My Husband, My Girl. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you enjoyed this story. Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and discounts and FREE books as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥
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