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"Wives' Fury Unleashed: Two Tales of Betrayal and Redemption"

Book One -To Dress or Cross Dress
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Chapter One – The Revelation
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Reflecting on it now, the signs were there all along. Countless instances where I searched for an outfit only to come up empty-handed, mysteriously vanished panties after a Friday night out, pantyhose with runs I was sure weren't there before, and a disappearing lipstick supply—each incident seemed inconspicuous on its own. Whenever I questioned Ethan about these occurrences, he would nonchalantly claim ignorance, attributing it to the enigmatic workings of our home appliances.

The thought of confronting Ethan about potentially trying on my clothes crossed my mind, but hurling accusations without certainty is not the way to foster a healthy relationship.

However, the turning point came one day when I unexpectedly returned home to find Ethan's car in the driveway, though he was supposed to be at work. The locked front door heightened my suspicion, as we rarely bothered with locks when either of us was home. Entering cautiously, silence enveloped the house, prompting me to investigate.

Removing my heels to minimize noise, I approached the closed bedroom door, straining to catch any sound that might indicate Ethan's presence. Opening the door with utmost care, I was met with a shocking sight. A stranger, adorned in my finest black garter, bra, and panty set, sat at my vanity meticulously applying lipstick. The realization hit me like a ton of bricks—Ethan had brought another woman into our home, allowing her to don my cherished lingerie for some illicit purpose. The question lingered: where was Ethan?

Taking a closer look at the woman, it dawned on me that she wasn't a woman at all, unless women suddenly developed an excessive amount of body hair. A gasp escaped her as she tried to conceal her actions with her hands.

Ethan, his face pale even under the makeup, stammered, "God, Rosa, I am so sorry," without specifying the cause of his remorse. Was he sorry for betraying me by wearing my lingerie, or was he sorry for being a closeted queer?

Overwhelmed with rage, I couldn't process it all. The intensity of my emotions could have led to either violence or self-destruction. Uttering a damning expletive, I left the house without looking back.

In my car, a realization struck— I needed someone to confide in before I succumbed to insanity. Fumbling with my phone, I dialed Gail, my best friend, and was relieved when she answered promptly, sensing the urgency in my voice.

“Spill the beans, girlfriend. I know something's up, and you know I'll get it out of you.”

“I just need someone to talk to, that’s all.”

“Well, you've got a friend. Come on over or do you need me to come to you?”

“No, I’ll be there in about 15 minutes.”

I wasn’t paying attention as I backed out of the drive, and I almost ran into another car.  The blaring horn and the screeching of brakes brought me to my senses just in time to avoid the collision.  I could see the driver stick his arm out the window with his middle finger up in the air, and I yelled: “the same to you, fucker.” And then I realized that it was my fault and I shouldn’t be taking it out on random strangers.

I forced myself to pay attention to my driving, and so I arrived at Gail’s house safely, if not soundly.  She immediately opened the door even before I had a chance to ring the bell, so I knew that she had been anxiously watching out the window for my car to pull into the drive.

I had tears in my eyes, and her arms were around me, pulling my face against her shoulders before I could offer any objection.  She eased me back just enough so that she could push the door closed with her foot and then held me and rocked me back and forth as a mother would for a troubled child.

After my tears had subsided, she lifted my head and wiped the dampness from my cheeks with her thumbs.  

She helped me into her living room.  Gail was single, and so she had decorated her living room like a real tavern.  She had a full-length bar against one wall and an old jukebox that was fully loaded with songs against another.

Helping up onto one of the stools, she asked me what was wrong.  I hesitated, and she had time to pour me a glass of brandy and set it in front of me.

“You look like you just lost your best friend, but I know that is not true because here I am, and I am not going anywhere.”

“Well, I just found out that Ethan is a queer.”  I blurted it out, kind of like ripping off a bandage.

“Whoa, girl.  That doesn’t sound like Ethan.  Are you sure?”

“Of course, I am sure I just walked in on him.”

“You walked in on your husband with another man?”

“No, I walked in on him while he was modeling my lingerie complete with makeup and lipstick.”

Gail looked at me and laughed a little.  I demanded to know what she thought was so damned funny, and she tried to stop but with only limited success.

“I am sorry, it is just difficult for me to imagine Ethan in drag.  You do know that might make him a cross-dresser, but probably not queer.”

“Well, if you ever decide to give up the fascinating single life and find your husband in a bra, panties, and garters, then you tell me he isn’t queer.”

“Come on, drink up.  Then we are going out and have some fun.  Booze and dancing always get me out of a funk.”

“I am going to call a cab and then slip on something that might make better bait.”

“You don’t need to call a cab, my car is outside in your driveway.”

“And that is where it is going to stay until tomorrow morning.  If all goes as planned, neither of us will be sober enough to drive by the time the bar closes.”
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Chapter Two – Gail’s Advice
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Anticipation mingled with my misgivings as I awaited Gail's return from changing. It had been a while since I'd hit a bar for a night of drinking, especially since my marriage to Ethan. A former party girl, I'd bid farewell to those days upon tying the knot. However, with Ethan probably home indulging in questionable activities involving my lingerie, drowning my sorrows seemed like a lesser evil.

Gail joined me just as the cab pulled up, announcing its presence with a resounding horn. We made our way to the cab, providing the driver with the address that Gail seemingly knew by heart.

As we pulled into the parking lot, my surprise grew upon realizing it was a Country and Western Bar. Gail giggled at my reaction. "Nothing brings back a smile like a few spins around the floor with a cowboy."

The doorman tipped his hat as he let us in. Confused, I questioned the need for a doorman if everyone got in. Gail explained, "He collects a fee from every man. Women get in free, but the bar more than makes up for it with the men the ladies attract."

"Well, they might lose money on me. I'm not single, though I'm contemplating divorce."

"You might want to hold off on that until I can get you to talk to someone who can explain the cross-dressing fetish better than I can. I texted her, and she'll make time for you tomorrow, as it's for a friend."

"Who is she, and how do you know her?"

"Let’s not delve into that now. Tonight is for booze and tight-bodied men, not necessarily in that order."

I began to object, but thoughts of Ethan in my lingerie flooded back. Playing the single scene for one night might be worth it.

At the bar, a couple of cowboys approached, offering to buy us drinks. Gail accepted, and soon we found ourselves at a table with Charlie and Ray. The drinks arrived promptly, and a quick sip confirmed their strength.

Ray, without seeking permission, took me to the dance floor. Unfamiliar with the two-step, he guided me expertly, making it seem like I'd been doing it forever. By the time we returned, I was a bit winded. Gail and Charlie joined us, sharing laughter as if they'd known each other forever.

Gail suggested getting a table for four, and the men readily agreed. We moved to a table at the back, away from the bustling crowd. While Gail and Charlie returned to the dance floor, I settled into my chair, attempting to savor the strong drink.

Ray pulled his chair close, and the accidental touches began. The slow music started, and this time Ray insisted we dance. Despite my anger at Ethan, I allowed his hand to rest on my ass. The turns around the floor brought a surprising enjoyment, but when Ray attempted to kiss me, I turned away, denying him.

"What's wrong with you? Are you a cock tease? When I buy a girl a drink, I expect some romance, you know what I mean?" Ray grumbled.

"Yes, I think I do. You buy a girl a drink, and she should be so grateful that she'll just spread her legs. Well, this country girl isn't quite that easy, but I'll gladly reimburse you for the drink."

"What I want is a piece of ass, and if I hadn’t wasted half the night on you, I would have already had one. Have a good night, cunt."

Gail laughed when I shared what happened. "The single scene isn’t as glamorous as I sometimes make it out to be. Maybe we'll have better luck with the next guys."

"If it's all the same, I think I've had enough of the single scene for one night."

"Well, then I'll call our cabbie to come back to pick us up."

As we waited, I asked her what happened to Charlie.

"Oh, he tried to waltz me off the floor for a little feel and tell. When I refused, he acted a lot like Ray did with you."

Back at Gail’s house, she offered another drink, but I refused. "I think I just need to get some sleep if it's all the same with you."

"Sure, I only have one bed. You're welcome to share it with me, or I can fix up the couch. What would you prefer?"

"I guess the couch will be fine."

It was a restless night, and I might have caught a few minutes of sleep here and there. Gail came in the next morning with a cup of coffee and a croissant.

"I would have let you sleep a little longer, but Dr. Marks opened a slot in her schedule for us, and I don’t want to be late."

"Dr. Marks? What kind of doctor do you think I need?"

"She's more of a therapist than a doctor. She helped me when I was sexually assaulted a couple of years ago. She's not quite orthodox, but I found her very understanding. I think she can help you understand your husband’s fetish. It can’t hurt to give it a try."

"Oh well, what the hell, why not."

"So elegantly said. But I heard it

!

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Three – The Counseling Session
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Surprise marked my arrival at Dr. Marks’ office, notably due to the absence of a receptionist. Gail explained that, given Dr. Marks' usual absence on Saturdays, her receptionist likely had the day off.

"Come on, follow me. I'm sure I know the way."

We stepped into a spacious office. Contrary to my expectations from shrink movies, there was no couch; instead, a large wooden desk adorned the far wall, surrounded by four substantial armchairs. A beautiful, albeit older woman emerged from behind the desk, greeting us warmly and offering coffee or tea, which we politely declined.

"Well, let's get right down to business. Gail briefed me a bit on what happened, but I'd like to hear the entire story from you. Is that alright with you?"

"Sure, I guess so. How far back do you want me to go?"

"How far back do you need to go for me to understand the problem?"

"I guess I can just tell you about what happened yesterday. I came home unexpectedly in the afternoon because a client had failed to show up. My husband should have been at work, so I was surprised when I saw his car in the driveway. I didn’t think too much about it, figuring that he might be ill and had come home to lie down. But then, when I got to the front door, I had to use my key to get in."

"And that is relevant, why?" she asked.

“We never lock the door when either of us is home unless it is when we go to bed. We live in a quiet neighborhood, and nothing ever happens there."

"I'm going to let that go for now, but we need to discuss that at some time in the future. For now, just go on with your story."

So anyway, I was a little suspicious. It struck me that if he had locked the door, he might be with another woman, so I entered as quietly as I could. What a surprise when I found out that he was the other woman. I almost died when I saw him sitting in front of my vanity wearing my garter belt, bra, and panties. And he was wearing makeup and applying lipstick to his lips. I didn’t know what to do. I was livid, and I was afraid of what I might do, so I turned and hurried out of the house.

"How long have you and Ethan been married?"

"A little over five years."

"And in all that time, you never knew that he was a cross-dresser?"

"Well, sure, now that I had seen him wearing my underwear, I can remember times when some of my stuff had gone missing. I even asked him about it once, and he looked me in the eye and flat-out lied, saying that he had no idea where the underwear had gone. And then I would find runs in pantyhose that I was sure were not there the last time I wore them. But I never guessed that he was queer."

"I doubt seriously if he is queer. Very few crossdressers are homosexual. They just have a fetish for wearing women’s clothing. And most of them get sexually excited about it, but they aren’t thinking about other men. Most of the time, they masturbate, imagining that their wife or mother is making them dress like that. I will bet if you ask his mother, she too noticed some of her underwear missing from time to time. This isn’t something new that he just decided to do. More than likely, he had been dressing in women’s clothing his entire life. He probably started before kindergarten. Most men get caught long before this, usually because they want to get caught. That is why your husband has been using your lingerie instead of buying and hiding his own. He knew you would miss the garments and confront him about it. Of course, then when you asked him about it, he became frightened and decided to lie."

"So what you are telling me is that there is no hope of curing him? My only option is to divorce him and let him find someone else who can accept his perversion."

"I don’t think that divorce is your best option, but I doubt that I can get you to accept that today. But I will give you something to think about before you leave. You have been living with a
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