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~

I’m still not sure what possessed me to reveal myself now, of all times, when I

could have done it years ago—perhaps before we were married—or years from

now; or even never. We’d recently passed our sixth anniversary and I can only

guess I was feeling guilty. Hard to say, really. It’s not something I dwell on.

Whatever the case, I’d been ‘dressing’ full-time since Cynthia had departed for

her conference back east. She’s an information technology specialist, and the

meeting was all about networks and data integrity. Yawn! I’m the artsy type, so I

don’t have a head for that stuff. I also work at home.

For three solid days I’d been wearing makeup and lingerie—from my own stash—

clip-in hair extensions and clothing from Cynthia’s wardrobe, since we were close

to the same height and weight. She’s tall for a woman, and not what you’d call

lithe, while I was small for a man. For me, it worked out perfectly. I’d been glued

into an expensive pair of breast forms for more than seventy-two hours and as the

time to remove them came near I found myself strangely… reluctant.

There’s a certain feeling that comes over a cross-dresser, when he realizes that he

has to go that little bit further than ever before. In years past that would’ve meant

shaving my legs, for instance, and explaining it away as something lots of guys do

these days. Or plucking one’s eyebrows, or venturing outside for the first time, or

(much later) going into a store for the first time en femme. There’s no end to the

possibilities. I recalled thinking about that very fact days earlier, while gluing

false nails onto my fingers and painting them a lovely shade of crimson. It wasn’t

the first time I’d done that, so what, I mused at the time, might it be this time?

Perhaps, I considered as I fixed my face on the day of her return, the time had

come to introduce my alter-ego—the lovely Heather—to my unsuspecting wife.

It would come as a shock, I couldn’t deny that. But, I reminded myself, at least I

wouldn’t come across as some sort of caricature. Drag queens are wonderful

entertainers, but I had no wish to look like one. With two solid decades of practice

under my belt, since the age of eight, I was more than just passable as a woman; I

was actually quite attractive. I kept fit, I watched my weight like a hawk, and my

cosmetic skills likely exceeded my wife’s. Cynthia rarely wore makeup, while I

did so every time she went away for more than a day—and since her family lived

back east as well, that was fairly often.

So when I put the finishing touches—carefully delineated lipstick and precisely

the right amount of mascara—on my face, and unbound my long tresses to let
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Heather emerge as a complete woman, I knew there was little chance Cynthia

would recognize her husband inside the elegant lady I had become.

That could be a problem. How could I prove who I really was? If she walked into

the condo and found me here, she’d no doubt assume that her husband was having

an affair. The resulting firestorm would make rational discussion impossible.

My voice, one would think, might give me away. But I’m soft-spoken as males go 

and often mistaken for a girl on the phone, so I never had to develop a specifically 

female voice—I already had one! That fact, plus the visual cues I was planning to 

present—long hair, an artfully made-up face, slim nylon-clad legs, a tasteful dress 

and matching pumps—would mark me out as female 

for certain, even to my wife. Showing her my ID 

wouldn’t do much good either; she’d probably just

assume I’d stolen poor Heath’s wallet. Or worse.

That certain feeling wasn’t going away anytime soon. 

I slipped out of Cynthia’s negligee and noted that my 

long hair and longish fingernails were going to make 

dressing more time consuming. Hair extensions were 

always the first thing I installed after my shower, 

because they make me feel like a real woman. The 

breast forms, shaved legs and almond-tipped nails

also helped, but long hair was a must. I love to have 

to watch my hair so that it doesn’t get caught in my 

bra strap or the back zipper of my dress while I’m 

getting ready to go out. And as every cross-dresser 

knows, feeling like a woman is what it’s all about.

I selected a mosaic daywear dress from Cynthia’s 

closet. It required a full slip, so I slithered into a pink 

satin number to match the brassiere and panties I 

was already wearing. One thing Heather has in spades 

is good taste; she’d rather not stand out in the crowd 

as being anything but a normal woman going about her 

everyday wifely business. I donned nude pantyhose, 

then the dress with its black fabric sash, and a pair of 

simple black pumps with three-inch heels.

I returned to the vanity and brushed out my wavy hair, 

while imagining myself meeting Cynthia at the airport, 

waving her over after she’d retrieved her baggage, then 

seeing a confused look cross her face and me trying to
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explain who I was and what on earth was going on. Even if she believed me, out in

public and surrounded by strangers was hardly the place to be conducting a deeply

personal conversation. So… if not there, or at home, then where?

I spritzed myself with perfume and added a pair of gold hoops to the ears I’d had

pierced the last time she visited her parents. That had been my ‘little bit further’

two months ago; what would it be today? I stood up and posed for the wall mirror

that decorated the closet door. A complete woman gazed back at me, wanting for

nothing that could make her appear any more feminine. It was time to go.

I packed a purse, then sat down in the living room to text my wife. She’d be in the

air by now. I tapped out a message about wanting to pick her up at the airport, but

not being sure I’d be there on time. Where should we meet?

Passing the buck, I know. But I thought she might suggest a decent restaurant near

the airport where we could chat. No such luck. Not the airport, she texted back.

And then: See you at home.

Nope, that wouldn’t do at all. I checked the airport website and suggested that she

wait for me at Benjamin’s Bistro, which described itself as a ‘quiet port of call in a

bedlam of busy’. Her reply was immediate: Not the airport!

That got me wondering. But before I could come up with an alternative, she texted

that she had to stop by Jan’s place—Janice was her best friend—because Jan

needed to talk. I replied that I could drive her there, or even meet her there; the

home of a friend wouldn’t be the worst place for the big reveal, and Jan was as

level-headed as they came. But she didn’t bite on that either: See you at home.

What could I do? Waiting here for my wife to walk in was out of the question, and

by this time turning myself back into a man was unthinkable. I was committed and

then some. It was time to tell her the truth, and it had to be done in person. It’s not

the kind of thing you can text someone, or even talk about over the phone.

Only one thing to do. I hopped in my Honda Civic and headed for the airport.

~

I found a seat near the back of the waiting area where I could see the monitor that

showed passengers heading our way after picking up their suitcases. By this time

the flight from Boston had arrived and people were already trickling through. I

still wasn’t sure what I was going to do, but I’d cross that bridge when it came.

The minutes slid by, the flood of travelers thickened, but still no Cynthia. I peered

around the waiting area where friends and families were linking up and heading

for the parking lot, wondering if I’d missed her on the screen, when I chanced to
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see a familiar face: Janice! What was she doing here? Cynthia had said nothing

about being met. Had she lied about going to Jan’s?

But—why would she lie? I was well aware of the irony—I’d been living a lie of

sorts for as long as I’d known her—but this was different. I’d never specifically

said, “No dear, I’m not a cross-dresser.” It was more of a sin of omission. But if

Cynthia had flat-out lied about going to Jan’s…

Jan glanced my way. Instantly, I looked away. I wasn’t worried about her pegging

me as Heath, and there’d been no flicker of recognition, but why take chances?

I stared at the monitor until the rush of passengers dwindled to a trickle, and still

no Cynthia. Then I noticed Janice in the company of a man, heading for the exit.

The guy looked pretty average; no taller than Janice, with short hair, wearing a

sport jacket and plain brown pants. He wasn’t Jan’s current beau, that much was

obvious, but my information was probably out of date. I hadn’t seen her in a few

months and she could’ve switched boyfriends.

I bit my lip, staring at the floor. I must’ve missed Cynthia in the crowd; that was

the only explanation. I fumbled in my purse for my phone and texted her, trying to

keep it light: Hey, where are U? It took a minute for the reply: Gone to Jan’s.

What the hell? I returned to my car and set off for Janice’s home, which was a

detached house in a suburb not far from the airport. She’d bought it with her then

husband before they split up. Her little Miata sat in the driveway.

I parked at the curb and held onto my purse like a lifeline. This was my ‘little bit

further’ for the day: revealing myself to my wife’s best friend, and perhaps

Cynthia as well if she was already there. I got out and locked the car, then dropped

the key in my purse and stared at the house, wondering if I truly could go through

with this. But what choice did I have? It was either here or at home.

Putting a little swing in my hips, I minced up the door and rang the bell. It opened

a moment later and Janice looked me over. “Can I help you?” I felt a brief glow of

satisfaction. Clearly, to her, I was just some woman she didn’t know.

“Hello, my name is Heather. Is Cynthia here? I need to speak to her.”

“Cynthia? But—” Her eyebrows crawled toward her scalp. “Oh wow…”

I gave my hair a quick toss. “Sorry to spring it on you like this, Jan, but…”

She waved me inside. “That’s okay. It’s just… wow.” She closed the door and

looked me over. “I recognize the dress.”

I fingered my purse. “So… is Cynthia here? She doesn’t, you know… know? And

I just figured, better to do it here than have her walk in on me at home.”
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“Yeah, no kidding. Jeez… Heather, you said? You really look good.” She went to

the stairs. “Wait in the living room. I’ll be right back.” She fled upstairs.

I meandered by the fireplace, wondering whether it was better to be standing up or

sitting down when Cynthia arrived. What would a real woman do? I hesitated,

then took a seat on the camelback loveseat, crossing my legs at the knee and

gripping my purse like it was about to be stolen. Nervous didn’t begin to capture

the way I felt, but it was too late to do anything but wait.

The stairs creaked. I looked up to find the man I’d seen at the airport, descending

slowly—staring at me, his mouth hanging open. His jacket was gone, revealing

the kind of nondescript sport shirt I’d always disliked. He stepped hesitantly into

the living room, as though afraid of setting off a booby trap.

“Oh my god…” he whispered. “Heath? Is that you?”

Suddenly it all clicked into place—so that was why she didn’t want to meet me at

the airport! I set my purse on the table and rose, feeling almost dizzy. “I, uh… call

myself ‘Heather’ when I’m… like this.”

His grin was lopsided. “I’m Caden,” he said, glancing down at himself.

We approached and clumsily embraced. I noticed Jan standing at the top of the

stairs, grinning madly. “I guess there’s no point asking why you didn’t tell me,” I

said, after stepping back. “But what’s the deal with the airport? I’ve picked you up

there before. Heath has, anyway.”

He sighed. “This is the first time I’ve flown en homme. It’s just something I had to

do, you know? I dunno why.”

I touched his arm, the way a woman would. “I know what you mean. I got my ears

pierced the last time you were away. Couldn’t help myself.”

He nodded. “I noticed that. You said lots of guys wear studs these days.”

“I wasn’t sure you bought that. In all this time, you never guessed?”

He shook his head. “Maybe I was too busy hoping you wouldn’t notice why I kept

my hair so short and never shaved my legs.” He checked out my calves. “Nice!”

“Thanks. Sorry about the dress, by the way. It’s not stretched out or anything. I’m

always really careful to put your things back where you left them.”

He shrugged. “I never notice stuff like that. It looks better on you anyway. Tell ya

what, the dress is yours if you let me keep that jacket I was wearing.”

“Done! I didn’t know it was one of mine. Have I ever worn it?”

“A few times. The pants are yours too, but this shirt is mine. Likewise the boxers

and socks. I didn’t think you’d appreciate me wearing your undies.”
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I giggled. “I bought the lingerie I’m wearing online. Maybe we should just share

everything else and be done with it. We are the same size.”

“Lucky us.” He slid an arm around my waist and drew me closer. “Lucky me. I

never thought I’d find myself married to such a sexy lady.”

“Nor I, to such a handso—” He kissed me, hard, and I found myself revising my

earlier estimate of his appearance. With his tousled brown hair and surprisingly

broad shoulders, he made a pleasingly trim man. The kiss lasted for quite awhile.

“Get a room, you two.” Jan strolled into the room and flopped down on the couch.

“I guess you won’t be needing to change clothes at my place after all.”

“Oh yes, I’ll be able to pick you up at the airport as your doting wife,” I purred.

“Better still, I wouldn’t mind flying en femme to your next conference.”

“That can be arranged.” He drew me back for another quick kiss. “Y’know what?

It occurs to me that we don’t need to get a room; we’ve got a whole apartment and

a queen-sized bed waiting for us at home.”

“Mmm. So we do.” I kissed him back. “And I happen to know the silk negligee I

bought you for Christmas looks fabulous on yours truly.”

“How could it not?” Yet another kiss. “Y’know, I noticed one of those ‘romance

boutiques’ down the block from us. I bet they’d have something there that would

enable me to make love to you the way a man should.”

My lashes fluttered. “I think I’d like that.”

“I aim to please.” He ran his fingers through my hair. “Keys?”

The girlish feelings I’d been experiencing soared through the roof. I was a woman

now, and I wanted nothing more but to act the part. Without any fuss, I opened my

purse and gave my husband the car keys. He ran upstairs for his suitcase and we

said our good-byes to Janice. Outside, Caden opened the passenger door for me to

get in. Being his wife, it was my duty and my privilege to accept.

“Hormone replacement therapy,” Caden said, as he put the Civic into gear. “We

should look into that. For both of us.”

“I could see you with a beard,” I said, suppressing a giggle. “As long as you kept

it properly trimmed.” I grabbed his arm. “Oooh, we should castrate Heath!”

He grinned. “Dibs on his balls!” We both laughed, but I found myself wondering

if that might be possible. Surgery had come a long way since Victor Frankenstein,

and with the new DNA therapies we might be able to swap genitals and still avoid

having to take anti-rejection drugs. Sharing is so important in a marriage.

I reached over to stroke the inside of his thigh. “What’s mine is yours, dear.”  


