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To Joanna 


 

CHAPTER 1

 

I was on my knees in the attic with my special treasure chest sitting on the floor in front of me, tempting me. It’d been weeks since I last got dressed, and as much as I wanted to pull out my gorgeous clothes and put them on, I couldn’t. My wife Anna left me a list of chores to complete while she was away on a work trip. She was heading straight to the conference after work, so I could get dressed in theory, but the only time that I had to mow the lawn was now. I was a history professor and had a ton of work to do over the weekend to prepare for the rest of the semester, so I pushed my chest away and got to my feet, feeling a pang in my chest as I turned away from it and left the attic.

It was a cloudless day, and the sun wasn’t too hot, so I started up the mower and pushed it back and forth across the yard as I listened to some classical music, humming along to the instrumental melody I’d heard a million times before. With the temperate weather, I honestly didn’t mind being outside, even though I couldn’t shake the thought of my chest in the attic and the fact that I had the entire house to myself for the weekend.

Anna usually got off work about an hour later than it was when I finished mowing the yard, but I saw her leave with her suitcase in the morning. She’d packed it while we were hanging out in the bedroom last night. I watched her fold her clothes and pack them away while she told me about what she was expecting from the weekend ahead. Anna was dying to get a promotion and felt that she was long overdue for one. She’d been at the retail firm where she worked since she was in college over a decade ago, but she was already near the top of the corporate ladder. She was second in command now, and the only place left for her to go was to one of the international offices or to take over her boss’s job. She had dreams of living in Paris or Tokyo or London, and I didn’t blame her, but we already had a life here in New York. She commuted into the city every day, I had a job as a professor at a nearby college, and we enjoyed a comfortable life out in the suburbs of New York.

We met while we were both living in Manhattan but moved out to the suburbs for the yard that I took care of since it seemed to bring Anna so much joy, but she’d been talking more and more about a promotion lately and how this weekend away was her best chance at getting one for the foreseeable future. Sometimes I thought that Anna could be a bit dramatic, but I tried my best to be a supportive husband at the end of the day.

I stepped back inside after putting the lawn mower away in the shed at the back of our yard. I fixed myself a glass of ice water and leaned against the countertop as I chugged it in one gulp. I would fix myself a gin and tonic as soon as I took a shower.

Steam billowed around me as I sat on the shower bench in our primary bedroom, my legs lathered with shaving cream as I gingerly ran the razor up my legs. I’d kept my skin smooth most of my adult life, and it wasn’t something that Anna ever questioned, even though I was positive that she didn’t know about my secret stash of women’s clothing hiding away in the attic. She didn’t know that I liked to keep my skin smooth so that I could put on all the cute clothes that I had and take pictures of myself when I became her. My alter ego.

Eve.

I’d been becoming Eve in my spare time since my early twenties, really getting into it during those lonely years when I was studying for my PhD in History. There was nothing quite like rolling a pair of stockings up my legs and dolling up my face after endless hours of studying about things that nobody seemed to care about anymore. Becoming Eve got me through all those difficult days when I felt like my studies would never end, but they’d come to a close years ago, and now I was living with the woman of my dreams, even though married life meant that I couldn’t transform myself into the woman who lived in my heart nearly as much as I would like.

It'd been two weeks since I last became Eve, but sometimes I went months without cracking open that chest in the attic. I wished more than anything that I didn’t have so much work to do for my classes, or I would spend every waking moment this weekend prancing around the house in heels with long hair bouncing on my shoulders. I still wondered how Anna had never found my stash, but she never bothered going to the attic. She hated how dusty and tight it was and sent me up there if she ever wanted something.

Once I was smooth and hairless everywhere except the top of my head, I stepped out of the shower and wrapped a towel around my chest, already feeling the call of my secret stash in the attic. As badly as I wanted to ignore my desires to put on a dress and heels and everything else that made me feel beautiful, I couldn’t resist. I had to put on something cute at once!

I lathered my skin and walked up to the attic without a stitch of clothing on my body. Everything I needed was up there, and I wouldn’t come back down until I was womanly and gorgeous and exactly how I wanted to be this weekend. I was even convincing myself that I could do all my work in heels and a wig, like I hadn’t been saying exactly that in the back of my head all week.

I dropped to my knees in front of my chest. I lifted the lid and gently placed my hand on my chest when I saw what was inside, when I realized that I would be able to spend my weekend wearing all the beautiful clothes I’d collected over the years. I stored my favorites in the chest and kept everything that didn’t quite work in boxes that were tucked away in the corner. I thought about throwing the extra boxes out since I knew that I probably wouldn’t ever wear those clothes, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. Some of the pieces were super cute, even if they didn’t quite fit my body how I’d hoped.

To start off my weekend of solitude, I pulled out a pink silk bra and groaned a deep sigh of relief once I’d slid it up my arms and latched it into place. I picked out a pair of matching panties and slid them up my legs before grabbing one of my favorite dresses. It was pink with white tulle popping out from beneath the puffy skirt bottom. I nearly cried as I pulled it over my head, becoming Eve for the first time in weeks. I never got over how amazing it felt when I put on my girly clothes and let the woman in my heart out to play.

I had a pair of white stockings with little pink bows that looked super cute with the dress, and I planned on matching everything with a blonde wig that I loved to wear. My hands shook as I reached into the chest to get my makeup bag, taking a deep breath as I unzipped the bag to grab my compact. I used a brush to apply some foundation and bronzer to my face, and then I used eyeliner around my eyes and mascara for my lashes. I brushed my brows and gave them some depth with a pencil before moving on to my lips. They looked so thin and lifeless without gloss or lipstick. I fixed my lips with a gorgeous pink gloss, slowly rubbing the brush over my lips as I stared at myself in the compact mirror. The only thing missing was my blonde wig, so I donned it on my head, folding my lips as I stared at myself with approval.

I would paint my nails eventually, but I desperately needed a drink, so I slipped on a pair of pink heels that I had and carefully climbed down the stairs from the attic, spinning in a circle when I got to the hallway. Nothing made me feel more alive than a cute outfit, tall heels, and blonde hair. My heart fluttered in my chest as my heels clicked against the hardwood floors on my way down to the kitchen, where I fixed myself a stiff gin and tonic with a slice of lime.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

I opened the fridge to see what there was to eat as I held the gin and tonic in my hand, feeling like a princess as I pranced around the kitchen in my heels and frilly dress. I was still missing nail polish, but my rumbling stomach was more than a little distracting, so I grabbed some deli meat from the fridge along with everything else that I needed to make a quick sandwich.

A bit of mayo squirted out of my mouth as I took the first bite, making me scream in a falsetto as I grabbed a napkin from the counter to clean my face, acting just like my wife would if something similar happened to her, but what I wasn’t expecting was to hear my wife’s voice. I’d been so lost in the moment that I didn’t even hear her walk through the door.

“Donald?”

I screamed at an even higher pitch than before. “Anna! What are you doing here? I thought you were going straight to the conference!” I used my arms to cover my body, but it was pointless. She could see everything, so I dropped my arms to my side and let my gaze fall to the floor, completely humiliated and embarrassed, wishing that I could disappear more than anything else in the world.

“I left my makeup bag in the bathroom. Didn’t you see it when you were doing… this?” Anna asked with a smirk as she pointed her finger up and down my body. “Is that my eyeliner you’re wearing?”

Shit.

That would be a much better excuse than her finding out that I had my own makeup bag and a stash of womanly clothes in the attic, but I gave myself away before I could lie. Anna covered her mouth as her eyes widened, realizing that I hadn’t used her makeup bag, which could only mean one thing.

“No,” she gasped.

“I… I… What do you want me to say?”

“I want you to tell me the truth, Donald! I need to hit the road like now, but we clearly have to talk about this.”

“It can wait until after your conference.”

“You think I’ll be able to concentrate on that conference after seeing you like this? Is that gin you’re drinking?”

“Yeah.”

“Fix me one,” Anna said and threw her purse onto our kitchen island before sitting down and pushing a hand into her hair. I had no idea what was going through her head, but I could only imagine all the dark thoughts as I went over to our bar to fix her a drink. It was so strange standing in the same room as her dressed as Eve, but I couldn’t go change now. It was a bit late for that, so I took a deep breath and fixed her a drink.

“Would you like lime?”

“Yes, please.”

Anna didn’t meet my gaze as I walked over to her with the drink. I thanked the heavens that I hadn’t painted my nails, but what could I say about everything else? I was feminized from head to toe, and my wife had never seen me like this. I made sure that she didn’t even catch a whiff of my feminine desires, but all that work had been for nothing.

“Would you like to sit in the living room?”

“If you want.”

Anna nodded and stood from the bar stool without looking at me, walking to the living room with her shoulders held high. I had no idea what she was thinking, but I could feel her energy, and it was like an inferno. I feared for my life as I followed her into the living room, droplets of condensation falling from my glass to the floor with each step I took, the clicking of my heels now making my skin crawl.

“So,” Anna said as she delicately sat in the chair. “Would you like to explain yourself, Donald? Or is that even what I should call you?”

Anna was looking into my eyes now, and I could feel every ounce of her energy. I knew that she still loved me, but there was something I couldn’t quite read. Her look unnerved me as I sat in the chair next to hers. We always hung out here with cocktails and talked about our days, but I’d never been in a dress and heels while we did that. I’d never worn makeup in front of her in my life, but now my lashes were long, and my lips were glossy.

Anna cleared her throat as she waited for me to say something, but what could I say? How could I explain the fact that I’d been hiding this secret from her since the day we met? She never knew that I enjoyed this, and I didn’t want to ruin what we had. I didn’t want to lose my wife because there was a woman named Eve living rent free in my heart.

“Why are you wearing a dress, Donald? Say something!”

“I don’t know! This is who I am!”

“It’s okay,” Anna said in a gentler voice as she reached out her hand to cover mine, which was on the arm of the chair. I felt tense as hell as I glanced at my wife, searching her eyes for permission to tell her the truth, to tell her about Eve once and for all. “You can trust me, Donald. I only want to understand.”

I sighed when I realized that she was telling the truth. Part of me felt defensive and on edge, but I’d been dying for this moment for years. Anna and I had always been great together, but it never felt right hiding this secret from her. It never made me feel good. From the moment we got serious, I wanted to tell her the truth, but I always feared that she would leave me when she found out. It was a double-edged sword trying to find the strength to show her all I truly was.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, Donald! Tell me what’s going on! I deserve to know why my husband is wearing a wig and heels and a dress!”

“I know!” I squeezed Anna’s hand as the gravity of this situation truly hit me. “When I dress like this, I like to think of myself as Eve. I’ve been doing it since my college days, but it got serious when I was doing my PhD.”

“So, you have all this stuff in the house?”

I closed my eyes and nodded, hurting inside as I admitted the truth. I’d been holding onto this secret for so long that I wanted to throw up now that it’d come out. I honestly thought that I would take this secret to the grave, but fate had other plans. I couldn’t run from my wife. I had to tell her everything, so I took a breath and did just that. I told her about my chest in the attic, about the fact that I only dressed like this when she wasn’t home, and then I even showed her some of the pictures I had taken of myself over the years. Most of them were polaroids that I had hiding away in the attic.

“What all do you have hiding away up there?”

“A collection,” I said with a laugh.

“Well, I must admit, you do look beautiful as Eve.”

“Really? You think so?”

“Yes, actually…”

“What?” I asked as Anna stared at me and chewed on her bottom lip. “What are you thinking?”

“About how convincing you look as a woman.”

“Don’t lie to me,” I said as blush crossed my cheeks.

“I’m not,” Anna said and took my hand into hers. “This sounds crazy, but I just got a random idea.”

“What’s that?”

“What if you came with me to the conference? Everyone would get mad at me for bringing my husband, but they couldn’t say anything if I brought an extra pair of hands.”

“Are you asking me to work as your assistant?” I asked.

Anna shrugged. “Is that crazy?”

“A little!” Yet the more I considered it, the more I wanted to spend the weekend with my wife as Eve. I wanted to help her succeed however I could, and if she thought me being at the conference as her assistant would do the trick, then I would be with her every step of the way for however long she required my assistance.

“I sense you're not one hundred percent opposed to the idea.”

“Not entirely,” I confessed.

“Want to pack a bag and go with me?”

“You're serious?”

“Yes! Who do I know that's smarter than you? I have most of my stuff prepared, but I would feel a lot better if you were there with me, and I could use some help with the final details.”

“Of course I'll help you. I'll do anything for you.”

“I love you,” Ana said and wrapped her hand around the back of my neck as she stared into my eyes. “Whether you're Donald or Eve, I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said and pressed my lips against hers, feeling like the luckiest man in the world for having a wife who didn't completely freak out after finding me dressed en femme.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

Anna and I were on the road heading to her conference, and I couldn't quite believe that I'd agreed to leave the house like this and that my suitcase was full of women's clothing. I pretty much dumped the contents of my chest into the biggest suitcase I could find, and then we were out the door. Anna kept looking over at me as she drove, giving me a little jolt every time our eyes met.

“Is my outfit too much for you?”

“Would you be here if it was?”

“No, I guess not.”

“I'm just thinking about my boss Brett.”

“What about him?”

Anna sighed and shook her head. “He's been so reluctant to recommend me for a promotion, even when jobs come up in the international offices.”

“You really want to live in Paris, don't you?”

“Or London!”

We laughed, and then Anna took a deep breath, fixing her face into a serious expression. “I don't know why it rubs me the wrong way, but I deserve more! I've been at the company for over a decade, and I’ve been earning the same for two years now.”

“Have you asked for a raise?”

“Brett keeps telling me we can discuss it if I get a promotion, but he won't recommend me for one! I'm hoping the presentation I give this weekend changes things, but there's no telling. I might have to look for a new job soon.”

“But you love your job!” I said. I honestly had no idea that Anna had been getting the runaround at work like this. She never told me anything about it. From the outside looking in, I thought she was just a woman working her dream job. I should have known that there was more to the story. I should have asked more questions when she came home from work with weird energy, but I always thought she was in a funk because of something I did, so I never asked. On those days, I mostly tiptoed around hoping we got to bed without a fight.

“I do love my job, but I want more. Is that so wrong?”

“No,” I said and placed my hand on her thigh. “You deserve everything you want and more. You've been there since you were in college, so maybe they think you'll never leave and are taking advantage of that fact.”

“Yeah, that's how it feels when I'm there.”

“What do you want, Anna? You've been working so hard for so long. You deserve to do what you want, even if it's a risk.”

“I want to feel valued and respected in my job. I wouldn't mind living in a foreign country, but I want a raise more than anything else. I would be happy if we stayed in our current home.”

“Well, we're going to make sure you have the best presentation in the world, and we're going to get you a raise this weekend.”

“Really? You think so?”

“Yes! You have to think so too, though, or it'll never work. We'll never get you more money if you don’t have the right attitude. When I look at you, I see a priceless woman worth more than all the money in the world.”

“Shut up,” Anna said and shook her head as she blushed. “You don't mean that.”

“I absolutely do. We're going to get you what you deserve this weekend. You got it?”

“Thank you, Eve. That means the world to me,” Anna said and squeezed my hand as we continued down the highway to the conference, and I honestly couldn't wait to get there now that I was feeling comfortable out of the house as a woman.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

I was wearing a black dress that went down to my knees and covered my fake breasts, and I'd chosen a brunette wig to go with it. I also had on some silver jewelry. 

Anna and I didn’t do much last night after we arrived at the hotel, but we'd been working hard on her presentation all morning, and now we were mingling with a bunch of the other conference goers. Anna's boss Brett was in the corner smooching up some guys in suits, but he kept looking at us, more specifically at my wife. I had to keep remind myself that I looked like her assistant and not her husband, but I didn't like the way that Brett gazed at Anna from across the room with desire in his eyes.

“Does your boss have a thing for you?”

“Something like that,” Anna said with a sigh. “Not that you have to worry. I would never cheat on you!”

“I trust you… it's him I don't trust.”

“He's innocent. At least he knows that I don't play those games, but I've heard rumors at the office and have seen some girls get promoted before their time.”

“Shit,” I said.

“Yeah,” she sighed. “It's probably why I'm not making more money, but he's crazy if he thinks I'm going to sleep with him. I just wish that someone would put him in his place.”

“You and me both,” I said. Our gaze lingered on her boss for a few more moments before we turned away to focus on our preparation materials for the presentation Anna was about to give. I had no idea what we were going to do to get back at Brett for being a nasty pig, but we were going to do something. I could feel it in my bones. No way was he going to get away with denying my wife the raise that she deserved. She put her blood, sweat, and tears into the retail company and got them more deals than all of the other bosses combined, including that deadbeat Brett. I glared at him when he looked our way again, but then he turned away and disappeared with the guys.

“Are your conferences always this tense?”

“It's a lot better with you here.”

“I'm glad I could be here for you,” I said and patted Anna gently on the shoulder.

***

“You did incredible! Don't get me wrong, sales are a pretty boring, but I got goosebumps hearing you speak!”

“Are you just saying that to make me feel better?”

“No way!” I hollered and wrapped my arms around Anna. “No wonder you're the boss! Any business would be lucky to have you!”

“You have to say that since you're my husband.”

“I promise it's the truth. I wish you would believe it.”

“You're so sweet, Eve.” Anna stepped forward to give me a soft kiss on the cheek. I could tell that she was drained from the talk and a bit unsure of herself and where this weekend would take her. I wished more than anything that Brett weren't such a twerp and gave my wife what she was worth. “Excuse me while I go to the bathroom.”

I nodded as Anna got up from the table where we were sitting and went to the restroom. I pulled out my phone to do a little work while I waited for Anna to return, but I couldn't even open the application I used before Brett slid into the chair next to me. I sighed as I placed my phone upside-down on the table and turned toward him.

“Don't look so upset. I just came over to say hello.”

I grunted. I looked like a chick, but I was still working on sounding like a chick. I could do a few convincing lines, but I didn't want Brett freaking out before I found out why he came over here.

“So, what's your story? Why are you with Anna?”

“I work for her,” I said in a light whisper. “I'm her assistant.”

“You're pretty hot if you don't mind me saying.”

“I do, actually.”

Brett ignored me and scooted a little closer, placing his hand on my thigh without permission. As a man, nobody had ever touched me without my consent, and I must say that I didn't enjoy it one bit. Was this something that all women went through? At least I had the perfect line to get him to leave me the fuck alone. 

“I'm trans if you can't tell.”

“I was wondering,” Brett said and moved even closer, completely shattering the theory I'd just come up with about him leaving me alone when he found out that I wasn't a cis woman. Maybe he liked anyone with a dolled-up face, a cute outfit, and boobs. It was flattering that he hadn't just tossed me to the side for being dressed as a woman, but I wasn't interested in Brett! He was my wife's boss and had shown me that he was far from being a good man in just a few short hours. “How much does Anna pay you?” Brett asked as he rubbed my hand up and down my thigh, even though I never once told him that he could. 

“Why do you care what she pays me?”

“I could probably get you more if you come work for me,” Brett said and bit his bottom lip. “Maybe I could even make you Anna's boss after enough time. I've always been curious what it would be like to be with a girl like you since you know…”

“What do I know?” I asked as my body raged like an inferno. I was so close to punching him square in the face but wanted to see what he had to say first. “Hmm?”

“You know… since I would have to fuck you in the ass. What guy doesn't like a little anal?”

“You perv!” I screeched and stood to grab the nearest glass of water, throwing it squarely in Brett's face. “What in the world makes you think I would ever let a pig like you do that to me?”

“Shut up!” Brett hissed through a clinched jaw as everyone in the room started to turn toward us. I'd screamed loud enough to gather the attention of others, and all eyes were now on Brett's drenched suit. His face was turning redder by the second, and I could feel it in my bones that I had to do something. I had to expose this man as the rat that he was, so I stood on the nearest chair and spread my arms wide. Brett pulled on my dress and cursed at me to get down, but I wasn't afraid of him. I was wearing three-inch heels and wouldn't hesitate to kick him in the chest if he got any closer. 

“Everyone, this man just offered me a job if I agreed to have sex with him. Anna Gardner hired me to help her get through the weekend, but she never told me that I would be harassed. I don't know who this man is, but he claims he can give me whatever salary he wants as long as I let him fuck me in the ass, but what I really want is to be left alone. Please, can someone come get him?”

The room erupted into a roaring applause, and I even heard some laughter. Some people pointed fingers, and others whispered, probably trying to figure out if I was a man in a dress since I hadn't really bothered hiding my voice, but I didn't care what these people thought. I only wanted my wife's boss exposed as the pig that he was, which was exactly what happened.

Security came over and escorted Brett from the table, while an important looking woman whispered into their ears. Brett looked terrified and angry as they dragged him away, but I really didn't care what he thought. The man was a loser and didn't deserve to have any control over my wife's life. She'd complained about him before, but I never would have expected him to be as bad as he truly was.

“That was Myrtle. She's the CEO of the company. She always flies over from London for these conferences.”

“She doesn't look very happy,” I said.

“No, she doesn’t,” Anna agreed. “Do you want to get out of here?”

“Yes,” I said with a heavy sigh. “Now that I got everyone's attention, they can't stop staring at me.”

“You did create quite the scene.”

I winced. “How much did you see?”

“Oh, pretty much everything,” Anna said with a laugh. I watched you guys from across the room. I didn't know what Brett was doing before you stood on the chair, but you looked like you wanted to slap him.”

“Trust me, I most definitely did.”

“Let's get out of here,” Anna said and grabbed my arm to pull me toward the exit. Instead of going to out hotel room, we got a cab to a bar five minutes down the road. Anna was much more relaxed now that she'd given her presentation. She leaned her head on my shoulder and had her fingers laced with mine. We talked with the cabbie while he took us down the road, passing him a cash tip before we got out and walked to the door. 

I felt so much more comfortable being out in the world as Eve, especially with Anna by my side. She was the light of my life, and I felt so bad that she had to spend so long working under Brett, which was exactly what I told her when we sat at a booth.

“It's not your fault I have to work for that monster,” she said with a sigh.

“I know, but still,” I said and reached my hand across the table to lace my fingers with hers. We both had our nails painted and looking beautiful and I couldn't help but fall silent for a moment to appreciate all that my wife had done for me when she accepted this part of who I was. “I want to protect you however I can. I love you more than anything in the world, Anna.”

“I love you too, Eve.”

The server brought over the cocktails we ordered. We clinked our glasses together and said cheers. We talked about work and life and how much we wanted Brett to pay for being a jerk, but we'd done all we could do on that account. We were just happy to be together and away from everyone at the conference. Anna had already received a million messages asking if I, her assistant, was okay. We were just relieved that none of them had figured out I was really her husband, and it was heartwarming to see all the support I'd received after being harassed by Brett. According to Anna, nobody had yet heard what happened of him after Myrtle pulled him away from the crowd, but gossip was spreading like wildfire. Anna turned off her phone when she couldn't stand seeing it flash yet another time.

“That's better,” she said with a huff as she slid her phone into her purse. “You want to go back to the hotel room and watch a movie?”

“Yeah, I'd like that.”

We got the bill, and I called a taxi for us on my phone. We cuddled in the backseat on the way to the hotel room, and I couldn't help but feel a little warmer with Anna in my arms. I rubbed my fingers up and down her soft arms as she caressed my stomach through my short black dress. Her touch had me taking sharp breaths as I tried to ignore the growing erection beneath my lacy black thong, but it was an impossible task. I was so relieved when we pulled up at the hotel. I grabbed Anna's hand and ran with her to the elevator, our heels clicking against the tile floor as we went.

I pushed her against the walls when the elevator doors closed. We'd been through so much today, but it only brought us closer together. It only made us more connected than we already were. She moaned against my lips as I pushed my fingers into her hair and pressed my lips against her neck, kissing all the way up to her mouth.

“Oh, Donald!” she gasped. “Shit, Eve. I'm sorry.”

“Don't apologize. Call me whatever you want, as long as you let go, as long as you enjoy what I'm about to do to you.”

“Yes,” Anna said in a breath and threw her arms above her head. I cupped her breasts as I kissed her again, completely carried away in the moment as the elevator jerked into place and the doors opened behind us. I pulled her out of the elevator, not wanting to end this kiss, but we had to get to our room. I needed her at once.

I kicked open the door after swiping the key and pushed Anna onto the bed, consumed by her beauty as I crawled onto the bed above her. My long brown hair hung down into her face. She pushed it behind my ear and pulled me close for a kiss. I moaned against her lips as our kiss deepened, my fingers back in her hair. My hard dick grinding against her crotch.

“Fuck me, Eve. I need that dick.”

“Yeah? You want this girl cock?”

“Yes!” Anna screamed as her lower back arched. I reached my hand up her dress and gasped as my fingers touched her soaked thong. “I need it, Eve! Give it to me!”

I massaged her pussy lips through the thin fabric of her thong as she gasped and moaned, begging me to fuck her, but I had to taste her first. I pushed up her dress and yanked down her panties and pressed my mouth firmly against her womanhood. She screamed my femme name over and over as I licked the folds of her flower, getting her loose and ready for my dick.

I didn't even bother taking off my dress or heels. I just pushed down my panties as I wiped my mouth, savoring the smell of her pussy on my lips as I climbed back onto the bed with my hard, girly cock poking out the hem of the dress. I held my base as I guided my tip to Anna's pussy lips. She gasped when I pushed into her, but she let me sink my entire cock inside of her.

“Yes,” she said in a whimper as she wrapped her legs around my body. “Fuck me hard, Eve. Your dick feels so good inside of me.”

I cursed under my breath as I pulled out to my tip and slammed back into Anna's pussy. She was so slick and wet and giving me the best pussy of my life. I couldn't believe how much closer her catching me in a dress had brought us, but I relished the fact that it had as I pumped my hips and fucked my wife hard.

“Yes, Eve! Yes!”

I grabbed Anna's tit and squeezed it with a firm grip as I pounded her pussy, getting me closer to orgasm with each thrust of my hips. Her walls felt so incredible around my dick as I pushed in and out of her slick folds. My hands on her breasts. My lips kissing her soft skin. 

“I'm so close, Eve. It feels so good.”

“Cum for me,” I begged. “I'm close too.”

Anna held her legs more tightly around me as she reached her hand down her body to touch her clit. I wrapped my lips around her nipple as she screamed and moaned and yelled about how good my dick felt inside of her, but I was lost in another world from the pleasure that her pussy walls provided. We were stuck together like a lock and key, and it was glorious. Making love to my wife as Eve was a dream come true, and feeling her pussy clenching my cock as she got closer and closer to orgasm was just the cherry on top.

“Fuck, Eve! Yes!”

I cursed as Anna let go completely and started cumming on my cock as she held her fingers on her clit. She cupped my face and stared into my eyes as she kept cumming on my dick and brought me to orgasm. She wouldn't let me free, so I held my dick deep as I came inside of my wife. 

“Yes! I feel it, Eve! So good!”

“Your pussy too,” I gasped and collapsed against Anna as we finished cumming together. She slowly pushed me out of her womanhood, leaving my slick, feminized cock resting against her thigh. I pulled her into my arms as she caught her breath. She turned her bottom toward me and pressed it up against my softening dick as I gently kissed her shoulder blade.

“Thank you for joining me this weekend. It’s been incredible.”

“For me too,” I said and gave her more kisses. “For me too.”


 

CHAPTER 5

 

The Following Morning

Anna and I were tangled together when the phone rang and shook us from our slumber. We groaned as we came back to reality, both of us still recovering from a night of love making. We'd ordered a bottle of wine to the room and some desserts and spent hours fooling around while I was dressed as Eve. I'd showered and taken off my women's clothing before bed, but I knew that I would be able to put them on again soon. Anna told me many times last night that she never wanted me to hide who I truly was again.

“Hello,” Anna said in a groggy voice as she picked up the phone. “This is she.” A second past before her eyes shot wide open. “Oh, good morning! How are you doing Ms. Hartley?”

“Who is it?” I asked in a whisper, but Anna held up her finger to silence me. 

“Yes! I can be down at the café in thirty minutes.” Anna waited as the person on the other line spoke. I felt nervous for my wife as I waited to find out what was going on. “See you then!”

Anna screamed into folded lips after hanging up the phone. “Who was that?”

“That was my boss Myrtle! She wants to meet downstairs. I have to get ready!” Anna said and hopped out of bed to run to the shower. I couldn't even get a word in before I heard the shower turn on. I waited for Anna to come out and tell me what she was thinking, but she said she couldn't talk because it felt like she was going to throw up. “I'll tell you everything that happens when I get back. Why don't you order yourself some breakfast?”

“Okay,” I said in a long voice as Anna spritzed perfume onto her wrists and rushed out of the door. I still couldn't believe how quickly she could transform into her most beautiful self when the moment called. It hurt to watch her leave, but I hoped that her meeting with her boss would be positive and productive. 

I ordered a sandwich and a cappuccino while I waited for Anna to return. I went ahead and took another shower to freshen up. I put on a pair of linen shorts and a T-shirt I'd packed just in case I didn't feel like getting dolled up, which was a bit much for me to do before noon after cumming more times than I could count the night before. My sandwich arrived after I was out of the shower and freshened up. I ate it while I watched the news and caught up on some work for my classes.

Anna returned about two hours after she'd left. She was smiling from ear to ear when she stepped into the hotel room. I hopped out of bed and pulled her into my arms. “Good news?”

“Mhm.” She folded her lips and nodded.

“Are we moving to Europe?”

She shook her head.

“Tokyo?”

“Nope. We're staying right here in New York, but Myrtle wants to give me Brett's job and a huge raise!”

“What?” I hollered. “You're kidding!”

“I'm serious! She's going to double my salary!”

“Double? That's amazing, Anna!” I kissed her everywhere I could as I hugged her tightly. “You're worth every bit of that and more!”

“It never would have happened without you.”

“Guess it's a good thing you caught me dressed up, huh?”

“I guess it is,” Anna said as she smiled and shook her head. “It still feels unreal. Everything that's happened.”

“Well, Brett's a loser, and he deserves to get fired. You love that company, and they're lucky to have you running it. What do you say we go out and celebrate? They've got to have fancy restaurants in this town.”

“There are a few,” she said in a soft voice.

“Then we're going to one,” I said.

We spent the rest of the weekend celebrating Anna's raise. Myrtle gave her the rest of the conference off since she'd already given her talk and to give her a chance to take me home, but we stayed in the town. We spent the entire day in our hotel room except for when we went out for dinner. It was great to be out of town with my wife and enjoy each other's company, especially now that she knew about my feminine half and accepted it fully.


STAY CONNECTED
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