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Chapter 1

I was happier than I had ever been and who could blame me because at long last I was married to Cody, the love of my life, as after two and half years of dating he’d finally asked me to marry him, and I said yes.  Who wouldn’t have agreed to become his spouse because he was totally dreamy and there were tons of other guys that would have loved to have landed him but there was something about me that he apparently found irresistible.  We’d met at a party and hit it off instantly and in no time, we were in a mutually exclusive relationship, something that I had been looking for a long time because I had wanted to find Mr. Right and get off the dating market.  The entire time that I had been single I hadn’t liked the prospect of jumping from relationship to relationship, or bed to bed, as I was looking for stability and a nice quiet life with the guy of my dreams.

At 6’ and one hundred and ninety pounds he was slightly taller than I was at 5’10” and I loved the fact that he was because when I put my arms around him, I felt like I nestled into him like two pieces of a puzzle fitting together as they were meant to be. And as I was the bottom in the relationship, it felt even more right.

For those of you who don’t know what that means it is typically the one in the relationship that receives during the act of making love, though there are always exceptions to the rule.  However, even more important is the power dynamic that goes along with it as the bottom is the one that relinquishes control during sex and follows the lead of the top, who was Cody.  Though it does not always apply in every single instance you will often find this carries over and you can quickly determine who is in charge in the relationship and who is the submissive, kind of like a husband and wife.  I’m not really sure how good of an example that is anymore as western women are pretty aggressive and getting more so every day.  According to a Vietnamese friend of mine who works in a nail salon they have a saying in their community, in Vietnam the woman walks behind the man, in America the woman walks all over the man.  I think there’s a little bit of truth in that.

Cody and I had been married for eight months and I was on top of the world because I had the greatest guy ever and I was madly in love with him and as far as I was concerned I had the perfect life and didn’t want to change a thing.

That’s when it happened, to me and 5,011 other men across the country, not a one of whom I knew, but with my life erupting into an uproar overnight as it had, I didn’t have time to research it, nor did I care.  As all of us woke up one fateful morning during that week to discover that overnight we had been transformed into women, yes, actual biological females, down to the last detail.

The media described it as an endemic style incident caused by an accident in a genetic research laboratory where two separate experiments were inadvertently exposed to one another.  Of these, one involved a project designed to help speed up hormone replacement therapy in trans women which also enhanced their existing features to make them appear more feminine and was deemed groundbreaking.  The other one that was worked on in an adjoining laboratory, dealt with the modification of grains, with the goal being to produce more robust wheat and rye harvests to potentially increase global food supplies.

Supposedly, after the grains were inadvertently exposed to the other experiment they were planted, reached maturity, and harvested.  Instead of being run through a rigorous testing process, as all genetically modified grains are, they were accidentally lost and mixed in with regular harvests and then sold to a commercial food supplier, processed, and turned into flour.  From there it was packaged and sold as an institutional product and distributed to universities, restaurants, prisons, and the military to name a few. 

That’s the story, or that’s what the news said anyway, and I wasn’t sure if I fully bought their story and feel the same to this day.  The world will probably never really know the truth as the government and their agencies such as ACE (American Counterintelligence and Espionage) seem to have a way of manipulating and controlling information, then again, maybe I’m wrong and put too much stock in conspiracy theories.

No matter what the real truth was, the fact remained that I just happened to fall into the group who it affected. One, I had consumed bread containing the substance which I am pretty sure was at local eatery where I stopped for a quick bite to eat one day.  Two, I had O-Negative blood, and three, I also had green eyes.  All 5,012 of us who were changed had those factors in common and we woke up one morning to find that our world and life had changed forever as we were now women.  Yep, honest to goodness fully functional biological females with all the bells and whistles, so to speak, and there was no going back.

For weeks afterward, the talking heads on the major networks seemed to be interviewing a continuous stream of experts including those from the government such as the CDC, politicians, university educated PhDs, as well as fundamentalist preachers who claimed this was a result of the nation turning its back on God and this was part of its punishment.  Despite the fact that I was gay when it happened, I wasn’t sure that it applied to me because I had always been a pretty good person. I went to church, paid my taxes, and was always kind to everyone.  I also felt confident that the almighty was not seeking vengeance on me specifically.  Now, when it happened my initial reaction was that of pure shock, followed by another that most of the other 5,011 men did not share and this is where my story begins.


Chapter 2

As I previously stated, my reaction was probably a little different than most of the other 5,011 men who woke up over that week to find that they had been turned into females. Most of those that were interviewed on television were devastated and felt like their lives were over.  I on the other hand was absolutely thrilled beyond belief and I couldn’t believe my good fortune because it was like a dream come true. 

At long last my prayers had finally been answered and I had been given what I’d been wishing for as long as I could remember. I had finally been freed from the prison where I had been held captive for the past two and a half decades.  Looking in the mirror I was now a pretty twenty-seven-year-old blonde female who had lost seven and three quarters inches in height and now stood 5’2 ¼”.  I also had a super cute hourglass figure, a very round and firm little fanny, and a beautiful new pair of very firm breasts which rested comfortably in the brand new 34B brassieres I had purchased for them.  They were not massive in comparison to a D cup for example, but as far as I was concerned, they were absolutely perfect.  I was grateful that they had turned out as they did because I knew that if a girl had boobs that were too big that she would potentially have back problems. I also didn’t want to turn fifty and have big saggy titties either as gravity and time does has an effect on them.  Plus, you know the old saying, more than a mouthful is a waste.

Going forward I was going to be able to live my life to the fullest and would now go by Brittany.  The reason I selected it was because I’d known a couple of girls with that name growing up and had also wished that I could have been called that as well.  The new me, no, the real me, would suffer no longer and I was more excited than I had ever been in my life and there wasn’t anything that could hold me back.  In my mind I was unstoppable and going forward my life would be perfect.

Or so I thought, but I would soon learn there was just one little problem that would upset my applecart, so to speak.

When we woke up that fateful morning to discover what had happened, Cody and I were both surprised, but not completely blown away because others across the country had inadvertently changed several days prior and it had been in the news.  As I stated, after the initial shock I was fine with it, and even thrilled, but Cody on the other hand still seemed unsettled and was not jumping up and down for joy as I was.  Thinking that he just needed more time to process what had happened, I soon found that I was wrong.  I also discovered that he and I were growing more and more distant from one another by the day and that every time that I tried to make physical contact with him, he quickly moved away from me.  In addition to hurting my feelings this also disturbed me because he was the greatest love I had ever known in my life and all that I wanted was to be with him and to please him.

It had been four weeks since my transition and the tension between us had grown to unbearable heights. In addition to not wanting to be near me he also seemed less than friendly and wouldn’t even make eye contact with me.  Every time that I asked what was wrong, he would say nothing and that he had work to do and would try and get away from me as quickly as possible, typically moving into the next room and avoiding me at all costs. 

It was clear that we could not keep going on as we were and that after dinner that evening, we were going to sit down and figure this out, one way or another.  I also told him that the strain of it all was absolutely killing me and based on the way he was acting I could tell that he wasn’t happy either.

As we sat down in the living room that night, he did not sit next to me, which was not a surprise as he’d had no physical contact with me since my change, and we had not slept in the same bed either.

As we started, I asked, “Cody, I appreciate you sitting down with me this evening to talk, do you need me to get you anything to drink?

He then glanced at me briefly, shook his head, and looked down at the floor.

“Do you want to go first or shall I?” I asked.

Shrugging his shoulders, he continued to sit there, saying nothing.  It seemed like he did not even want to be there but was because he was required.  He truly had an attitude.

“Cody, ever since my change it is clear that things are not the same between us, have you noticed that?”

Surprisingly, he gave a quick nod, and I was a bit shocked as that was the most responsive he’d been during the past month as far as acknowledging that there might be issue between the two of us.  However, it was a good beginning, and I would take what I could get to start the conversation rolling.

“Oh Cody, will you please tell me what’s on your mind?  What’s bothering you?  I know that about four weeks ago something completely unexpected happened to me.  I didn’t ask for it but it’s what happened, and I’m now a girl and I can’t change that.  You’re barely saying a word to me about anything anymore, and I know this has got to be what’s bothering you, at least on some level.  Oh sweetie, won’t you please talk to me about this?  Please?  If you don’t, we will never make any progress and all I want to do is for us to get back to where we were because being married to you has been the happiest time of my life.  So won’t you please tell me something?”

After a long pause he said, “I’m glad you finally forced me to sit down tonight and talk about this, because just like you I can’t go on either, and it’s killing me inside.”

Nodding I said, “Sweetie, you and I can talk about anything and there’s nothing we can’t solve together so just take your time and I’ll sit back and listen.”

“Aaron, when we met and got married it was absolutely great, and just like you I was happy with our relationship, and everything was perfect, ya know?  Almost like in a fairy tale.”

I had already asked him to call me Brittany a number of times, but he kept calling me Aaron out of habit.  This was a battle I was not ready to fight as I still had a complete war ahead of me in attempting to save our relationship.  This was definitely something I could circle back to later and for the moment he could call me anything he wanted, as all I wanted was for him to keep on talking as maybe, just maybe, with clear lines of communication we could save our marriage.”

Nodding I said, “I feel the same way.”

Continuing he said, “In my wildest dreams I couldn’t imagine anything at all that could change it, you know?  I thought that our love was so strong that even if you’d had an affair on me, even that couldn’t break our relationship.  Not that I was thinking that, but that’s just an example of how much confidence I had in you and me.”

Smiling I nodded and said, “It’s okay, I know exactly what you mean.”

“But then it happened, and one morning I woke up and you were gone, and a woman had been left in your place, and I was essentially all alone, married to a person who was a stranger, and I keep asking myself day after day, what happened to Aaron, where did he go, because I miss him and I love him so much.”

As he finished speaking, he just sat there, occasionally looking up at me and then back down at the floor, exactly as he’d been doing since the beginning of our meeting.

“Cody, I understand, but please believe me, I’m in here.  I really am.” I said as I pointed my forefinger in the middle of my chest.

Nodding briefly, he said, “I understand and even believe that you are, but it’s not the same, and I’m sorry.”

“But Cody, if you truly believe that it’s me in this body then nothing has really changed, and we can pick up where we left off, you know, me and you together, forever.”

“I’m sorry, but it has changed, it’s just not the same, and never will be.”

“Then explain it to me because I just don’t understand.”

“I know that your mind is in that body, I completely get that, but you are not the person I married, and I just can’t get over that.”

“Cody, the only difference is that I’m a female and you are a male.  Before we couldn’t truly love one another as nature truly intended.  But now that I’m a woman we can love one another perfectly, just as we were physical engineered to do, and our love will be complete and I can even have your children, and the thought of us raising them together fills my heart with joy.  I can’t imagine anything greater than the two of us bringing up a family together.  Just think, kids that you and I created, all because we were in love.

After a long silence he said, “Aaron, I’m going to put this bluntly, something I should have done already versus dragging all this out, because to date I haven’t been sure how to handle it.  First, I understand it’s you in there, I really do, and despite the fact it is you in that body does not matter.  You see when we got together it was because I like men and you were just that.  A guy.  But now that you’ve changed into a woman, I’m just not attracted to you any longer.”

“But Cody, we can make this work,” I said with my voice crackling and tears running down my cheeks.”

Shaking his head he said, “I am so sorry that this happened to you, I really am, and the only other person I am equally as sorry for is me, because I’ve had the love of my life stripped away from me as well, just as you have.”

Practically bawling I asked, “Oh Cody, is there no possible way that you could at least give it a try?  Please.  Let’s not throw our love away.”

“For you it’s the same, because I’m still the same old me, but ask yourself, would you have been happy if I had been turned into a female instead of you?  You don’t even need to answer that.  Anyway, I already know that deep down inside you’ve always felt like a girl, and after many years of wishing you were born a female you finally got what you really wanted, isn’t that true?”

“Cody, I’m not denying that because it’s true, as I’ve had this internal battle raging in me for two and a half decades, and I am glad that I’m now a woman.  However, I want to be a girl who has you as a husband, and in my mind that’s the way we’ve been for the past two and half years, I’ve just not been a fully biological female.  So many times, I have thought to myself that if I was an actual female that I could truly fulfill you and that you would love me even more and that our relationship would finally be complete.  Oh Cody, you wouldn’t believe how much I’ve thought about us raising a family with you and then us growing old together as man and wife, and in our twilight years we would sit on the front porch and hold hands together as we watched the sun set.”  

Smiling he said, “You are certainly a romantic, I’ll give you that, which has always been one of the things I’ve loved about you, but Aaron, it’s over, and I know it breaks your heart, but it does mine as well, and I swear to you that you’re not suffering any more than I am.”

After a long pause he said, “You and I can live here as roommates temporarily if you wish, that’s fine, but I’m sorry I just can’t love you like I once did.”

“Temporarily?  Oh Cody, the thought of us not waking up and going to bed together in the same house just kills me.  Are you saying what I think you are, that we should separate?”

Shaking his head, he the said, “Look, there’s no need dragging this out because my feelings are not going to change and the longer we put off the inevitable the harder it’s going to be on everyone.  Aaron, I think we should start divorce proceedings.”


Chapter 3

In the end, Cody moved out and let me have the apartment, for which I was grateful because that meant that I did not have to pack up all my stuff and leave.  It had been his apartment for a number of years before we met, and I had wondered why he had folded so easily and let me have the place.  Then a mutual friend shared the fact that he had felt guilty for leaving me during the toughest time of my life and that was the motivating factor.  From the same acquaintance I also learned that Cody was also slightly uneasy about living with one of the 5,000 as well, as they had garnered a lot of attention in the media since their arrival.  In addition to that there were hate groups that were threatening those who had been transitioned because they felt that they were the work of the devil, and to add fuel to the fire a well-known TV preacher said that each and every one of them were abominations.  The government promised that they would keep our individual identities secret the best that they could, and I felt that was true.  However, it was next to impossible in the grand scheme of things because almost every person that was changed had friends and family who knew, and that kind of information does not stay confidential for very long.

What is it that they say?  When presented with lemons make lemonade?  Easy stuff, just add sugar, right?  That’s exactly what I did as it as the perfect opportunity to do a little redecorating and truly put my finishing touches on the place and fix it up just as I wanted.  This would include a new rug, pillows and a bedspread, curtains, some pictures and a couple of throw blankets.  I also needed to throw out some of Cody’s stuff which he had left behind in the spare bedroom because he’d been too lazy to dispose of it himself.  The one thing I was not going to miss about him was his lack of tidiness which included the way he would pile shit on the kitchen counter as well as the dining room table, things that drove me absolutely insane.  Despite that, I missed him dearly and would gladly have lived with his mess if he would’ve just come home.  However, that was not happening as I was not his type because I was a woman.

Even though I missed him there was one thing that was true, I absolutely loved being a woman and I was in hog heaven and was now free to be the girly girl I’d dreamed of and looked forward to partaking of all the pleasures of womanhood.  At long last my body matched the feminine persona inside and I felt great as the internal matched the external and in that sense, I felt complete, more than I ever had in my life.

Once changed, I had wasted no time in getting a mani and a pedi and even picked a beautiful shade of red for my fingers and toes as I could now do that openly, something I had been unable to do as a man.  I was also excited that I could now put on makeup, wear cute clothes and shoes, and even carry adorable handbags. For the first time felt that I could be the real me in public and I even got government money to pay for my new threads. 

How?  Fortunately, the fed passed out assistance funds to those members of the 5,000 who were in need as many of them suddenly found themselves divorced, without jobs, homeless, and even without wardrobes because their previous clothes no longer fit.  A variety of programs designed to lend a helping hand were rolled out which also included psychological services.  For most of the 5,000 their transformation was a complete shock as their worlds were stripped away from them overnight and the great majority had no clue where to go and what to do. Many lost their spouses, children, and even friends because people were just downright afraid of them.  Right wing nut jobs and the online media platforms they used to spread their message of hate and fear did not help the situation and many of the 5,000 lived in fear.  Fortunately, there were many individuals and organizations that were very supportive of the group including many major corporations, non-profits, and the LGBTQ+ community who couldn’t do enough to help them.

As I started the process of my mini-redecorating job and throwing Cody’s shit in the dumpster, my mind began to wander, as it so often happens to people when they begin mundane tasks and I thought of how fortunate I was to have received the gift that had been bestowed upon me, and I was grateful.  Even though I was happy, I couldn’t help but wish that it had happened long before.  I’d had so many wasted years of not being able to live my life to its fullest, but that was okay as at long last my mind and body were no longer mismatched and were finally in perfect harmony.

My first stirrings of femininity went all the way back to my childhood where during those formative years one’s experiences often lay the groundwork for what will become one’s psyche.  In my case it began with my incredibly prolific aunts and uncles whose efforts resulted in blessing me with a total of twenty-four first cousins, and twenty-one of those were girls.  As far as the four males, two were considerably older than I was and the one that was closer to my age lived halfway across the country so my interaction with them was practically non-existent, and since four minus three leaves one that’s me!

When the family gathered for holidays such as Thanksgiving and Christmas and the parents went off to socialize and told the kids to go and play, I was the only boy and was surrounded by an armored division of female cousins that were my age or with just a few years of it.  This heavily influenced the person I was destined to become as when immersed in any environment, including a sea of estrogen, that’s going to influence you.

I can clearly recall the girls playing with dolls and I always joined in with them because the alternative would have been to have played with green army men all by myself and how fun would that have been?  Therefore, I became one of the girls as I had no choice, and I dressed my dolls in the latest fashionable clothes and shoes right along with all of my female cousins.  However, there were the times when the doll I was playing with claimed it was just way too hot and took off all her clothes off and paraded around nude.  Her peer group, the other plastic females, informed me that was not proper and that she needed to put some clothes on as, well, what would people, the other dolls, think?  It was just not proper for a young lady to act as such!

My mother left my biological father when I was very young, and we lived with her parents for a number of years until she remarried.  He was a good man but was preoccupied with himself for the most part.  For many years he was kind of a shithead to me and always threw his daughter from his previous marriage in my face as she was perfect and could do no wrong.  However, one day all of that came crashing down when her mother sent her to live with us as apparently, she had been using drugs.  Since he absolutely hated dopeheads I immediately became the fair-haired child and after so many years he began to treat me better.  After a few short months he asked her to leave and she moved in with her uncle, essentially kicking the can down the road.

So, with a somewhat absent stepfather and overprotective mother who was a hypochondriac (which subsequently ended up rubbing off on me to a degree) and had no clue how to raise a little boy I was heavily exposed to female family members, young and old.  Unknowingly, my mom, essentially raised me to be a little girl and never had a clue as to what she was doing.  This was because her parents had fucked her up so badly, which is another story in itself, that there couldn’t have been any other outcome.  In the end, I came out as I was because I was programmed as such and I’m not throwing rocks, I’m just commenting.  All I’m saying is that if anyone has any complaints about my sexuality, they should contact my mother because she is responsible, and I think that’s fair enough.

With that being said, no one should have been surprised that I ended up developing a feminine soul.  One could potentially argue that it was already present via metaphysical means but I’m not going there.  As I now look back it was clearly obvious that I was not a typical male in any sense as I wasn’t interested in sports or rough housing and had a lot of female friends.  Throughout high school I struggled every time that I attempted to develop a romantic relationship with a girl and felt that something was fundamentally wrong with me because of my lack of success.  Years later as I looked back, I knew why and there were two reasons.  One I’d not had a parent to instruct me in the fine art of courtship, at all, and two, because my mother had programmed me to be a little girl it was like a young woman trying to ask another one out.  Those factors laid on top of the fact that teenage dating itself is even awkward for the cool kids at school under the best conditions, but I digress.

For as long as I could remember I had always been attracted to all things feminine and I just couldn’t help myself.  It was as if though there was an internal force pulling me toward anything that was even remotely girly.  I can clearly remember trying on my mother’s makeup when she wasn’t home and along with a wig which I had picked up at a thrift store I would sometimes go into girl mode, or that’s what I called it anyway.  For a very short amount of time, I would get to be the person I truly felt like but none too soon I would have to go back to being Aaron, which was always a great disappointment because I hated him, because he was not the real me.

After graduating high school, I stopped suppressing all the internal feelings that I had held inside over the years and began to admit to myself that they were real and perhaps it was time to embrace or at least explore them more deeply and the most overpowering one was simple, that I felt like a woman inside.  This in itself explained why I was attracted to all thing feminine including cute dresses, accessories, shoes, and handbags to name just a few.

During my second year of college, I got my own place, a studio apartment, and even though it was small and in a marginal neighborhood where you only heard gun fire a couple of times a week that was okay, as it was mine.  Most important of all, it was my sanctuary, the place where I could explore the girl inside of me who was dying to get out.  There I could try on the cute floral print summer dress that I had just bought and even put on a pair of silky panties or a thong and when I did, I felt super sexy and it was as if I had been born to be a girl.  Despite the sexiness there was one problem, women’s panties are designed for a flat surface and my anatomy presented a challenge and my hardware kept falling out the side. 

Another thing I enjoyed doing was painting my toes and fingernails, as silly as that sounds, and I always wore polish on my tootsies, which were always concealed by my shoes, when I was at work or school.  Though I couldn’t wear colors on my fingers out in public I would paint them a clear or neutral as I just loved the way they looked, and anything was better than plain.  The simple of acting painting my nails felt natural to me, and I longed to be able to show off my polished nails, but unfortunately, I could not do that as I was a man, and an unforgiving society would humiliate and punish me if I tried, and it was easier to just enjoy it in private and keep it to myself.

As time pressed on, I eventually reached the point to where I knew beyond the shadow of a doubt that my feelings were not a passing fancy and I had come to the realization that I was a woman trapped in the body of a man.  For the first time ever, I fully understood how that particular group of individuals felt because I was one of them and it was an absolutely miserable state.  When looking at myself in the mirror and seeing my male reflection I was saddened each time and couldn’t help but think how unfair it was because that person was not me.

For a brief period of time, I even considered transitioning, but not seriously because in my mind I wasn’t sure that I had the features to pull it off.  I had seen plenty of photos of males who had made the switch, with some being more passable than others and didn’t want to end up looking like a linebacker in a dress as I just didn’t think that was a good look, for me anyway.  I decided that if I wasn’t fully passable, I just wasn’t interested in doing it, so I axed the idea.  At that point I also decided to stop cross dressing in the privacy of my own home as well because what was the point?  All I was doing was making myself miserable every time I looked in the mirror and I was never going to be the person I envisioned, and since the gender fairy would not be stopping by anytime soon, waving her wand and turning me into a biological woman I decided, Fuck it! 

It was right after that when I had an epiphany.  I didn’t have to be a female to be happy, and even though it would have been wonderful that just wasn’t going to happen and that was okay.  I had realized that the true driving force inside of me was that I wanted to be the girl in a relationship and that was more important to me than anything, even being a biological female.  Every fiber of my being just screamed that my role in any coupling was to be the submissive one which was reflected by my interests.  In any relationship I wanted to be responsible for the housework, cooking, and grocery shopping and had an interest in home decorating, all traditionally female roles.  Additionally, my personality was one that was soft, and it was clear that in any marriage I would be the one who was nurturing, sensitive, and caring.  I knew beyond the shadow of a doubt that was my role, and I wanted nothing more than to please my future mate and make them happy as that was who I was.

As far as being attracted solely to men that desire was not overpowering as that was not the driving force in my soul because I believe that I could have been just as happy if I’d had the right woman, one who could accept me as I was.  Statistically that was never going to happen because the number of girls that were out there who were willing to be the dominant and let the man be the submissive was rare as that was the status most girls were looking for themselves.  (And no, I’m not talking about BDSM) With that being said, it was clear that my best chances of meeting a future partner who would accept me as I was lay in the gay community with a male, who was looking for a partner just like me.

I started off exploring my options and began dating, which I did via a variety of apps.  Shortly thereafter I began to visit singles clubs catering to the gay community where I met a wide range of individuals, all looking for Mr. Right.  I quickly learned that they were just like straight folks as everyone seemed to be looking for something different and this ranged from those looking for one night stands all the way to those looking for a serious relationship.

After kissing a number of frogs, I eventually met Cody at a party, and I knew he was mine the moment I met him, and our relationship took off instantly, and I was in heaven as well as in love.

Through trial and error, I quickly learned that the reason he liked me was because I was a male and he preferred that I didn’t do certain things such as overuse effeminate mannerisms, wear women’s apparel or put on makeup or other types of cosmetics.  Fortunately, he did say that he was fine with me wearing clear or nude nail polish.  To quote him: If I’d wanted a woman I would have gone out and gotten one.  That pretty much summed up how he felt and despite being a little disappointed I decided that I could live with that.  On the upside he was okay with me removing my body hair so I shaved everything that I could with a razor and then went to an aesthetician who waxed my back and crack.  I absolutely loved the look and feel of my flesh freed from its hairy prison and as I would look at myself in the mirror, I knew in my heart of hearts that’s the way I should have been born.

As I mentioned previously, Cody was the top and I was the bottom in the relationship and in our case, I was the submissive partner in the bedroom and always received so to speak and that was the way I liked it.  In my mind I was his wife and I wanted nothing more than to please him and felt a great deal of fulfillment knowing that he was satisfied. 

As we would begin to make love, I closed my eyes and envisioned that I was a female and that he had not entered my back side but my womanhood instead.  The thought that I was his wife, and he was taking me for his own selfish pleasure really turned me on and though it excited me I never climaxed, initially anyway.  As time went on, I learned how to relax, more than I ever thought possible, and with practice learned how to position myself during sex to receive the best prostate stimulation possible.  This eventually resulted in me having many a mind-blowing orgasm simply from penetration alone, which seemed to excite Cody, just as it does any man because most guys want their partner to be satisfied as well.  As I lost myself in the experience time after time, I would fantasize that I was his wife and that he was pounding my womanhood relentlessly and without mercy, just as I liked it, a little rough, as that’s what it took to satisfy me.  I knew that he was close and was struggling to hold it back, but I then tell him to let it go because I want nothing more than for him to fill me up completely.  This excites him and within seconds he moans loudly as he empties his manhood deep within me and the thrill of his excitement causes me to orgasm once again.

I loved everything about Cody, not only the sex but the friendship that we shared, and it had been wonderful, but unfortunately it was no more and despite the fact that I had gained what I had wished for so desperately for I ended up accidentally losing him in the process.  I kept asking myself, if I’d had a choice and could do it over, would I, as my soul was vanquished.  When I woke up each day with a heavy heart, I continued to pray that I would be granted relief from the suffering as I had lost the greatest love I had ever known.


Chapter 4

I had been a woman for six months and the time had passed quickly as I’d stayed busy occupying my time as well as my mind with a variety of pursuits as in my mind, I had always believed that was what kept people health and happy.

Cody and I had been officially divorced for a total of four months and in the end, it was fair and amicable considering all factors.  Neither of us had asked for what had happened but that was the hand that we were dealt, and after all was said and done, I knew he’d made the correct decision for both of us.  Though I missed him, the pain had greatly eased when I finally arrived at the conclusion that I wasn’t going to die of heartbreak, as I had after he had left me.

Even though the government was still doling out stimulus money, I eventually got bored and went back to work as a stylist at my cousin Kayla’s salon, exactly where I had worked before my transformation.  The state had been good enough to update my cosmetology license with my new name, Brittany, and I was all set to cut hair.  Kayla then told all my existing clients that Aaron had moved away after splitting up with his spouse and then suggested that they try the new stylist that she had just brought on board (me) because she was pretty talented.  She did not tell any of them that I was in fact Aaron and did this at my request to protect my identity and I appreciated that because the government had advised us to keep a low profile.  I was eager to comply because there were a lot of nut jobs out there very interested in each one of us and I wanted to stay under the radar at all costs. 

I hit the ground running and quickly found that my former clients were pleased with my work.  Several of them even said that it was almost uncanny how I adapted so quickly and seamlessly delivered them with the perfect haircut and that my work was exactly like Aaron’s.  If they only knew.

For the most part everything was business as usual and I got along well with my clients, and why not because I had known them all for a number of years.  However, I did notice that a few of my female customers did not seem to be their old selves and interacted somewhat differently with me than they had in the past.  For starters, a couple of them were less talkative and acted as though they didn’t really want to converse with me while a few others showed me a side I had never seen before including gossiping and trashing their friends, family, and acquaintances without mercy.  Never in my life would I have imagined that some of these women were so mean spirited.  It was truly liked a Dr. Jekyll and Ms. Hyde.

My cousin Kayla and I, who were always very close, became even tighter than ever after I became a girl and developed a bond even greater than the one that we had always had, which I didn’t think possible but now we were truly like sisters, even though we kind of were that way before.

During our numerous conversations I told her that at some point I would really like to meet a nice guy to share my life with because I didn’t want to spend the rest of my years alone, and she said that she understood that all too well because she was twenty-nine years old, had never been married, and was on the lookout for Mr. Right, herself. 

One afternoon while having lunch in the breakroom we ended up in a conversation about men and dating, something we seemed to discuss a lot, and she shared a story with me about the lame date she had just had the previous weekend, which was a recurring theme.  Afterward, I told her that I felt I was finally ready to give dating a whirl as a female and I was excited at the same time as I knew it would be different than what I was used to.  I shared with her the qualities that I hoped to find in a guy and that with a little luck and a lot of persistence I would be able to find my dream man.

She then smiled and said, “Describe your perfect man.”

I stopped eating and rested my chin on my folded hands and said, “My perfect guy.  Hmmm, let me think.”

“And there will be a test afterward,” she said causing us to chuckle.

“Okay. I want a guy who is manly, but it’s okay if he’s a bit feminine because that means he’s most likely a little sensitive, and probably not an asshole.  Oh, he also needs to be able to make me laugh.”

Nodding she said, “Yep, most of us want that quality, not the feminine part necessarily but the laughing bit, because how much fun is a guy that can’t make us chuckle.  Go on.”

“Let’s see, he’s got a great job, something he’s passionate about where he’s really working hard trying to make the world a better place, but he’s not a workaholic and makes plenty of time for me as well.  He’s chivalrous and always opens doors for me when we are out and sometimes he stops by the salon and drops off a dozen roses just because he was thinking of me.  I love how he’s caring and considerate and, oh, he’s got a great chest but he’s not too muscular because I hate that whole bodybuilder look.  Also, he’s got to dress well, no slobs allowed, and I constantly tell him how nice he looks, and he then smiles and then compliments my outfit.  He then continues and says that the girl wearing it is even prettier and then he sweeps me off my feet, carries me to the bedroom and makes mad passionate love to me until the sun comes up the next morning, and then he cooks me a fantastic breakfast.”

“Wow, that’s some ….”

Waving my finger at her I added, “I’m not finished.  Finally, one day, we buy a little cottage and settle down and maybe even have a family together and as the years pass our children bring our grandkids over for the holidays and every Christmas the family gets together, and we watch the little tykes open their presents.”

I then stopped, sighed, looked right at her, and asked, “How’s that?”

Nodding she said in a slightly pessimistic tone, “Pretty good, if you find him let me know because I want you to fix me up with his twin brother.”

“Kayla!  Don’t poo poo on my perfect man.  Remember, you were the one who asked me what my perfect man was like, and I told you, so please don’t be mean to me.”

After pausing for a few moments, she said, “I’m sorry Brittany, you’re right, I should not ask your opinion and then take a cheap shot like that.  I’ve just been feeling a little blue recently because all the guys I’ve been out with, well, have not exactly matched your description of the perfect man, and I do mean what I said about fixing me up with his brother if you find him.”

“I’m so sorry Kayla.”

Shaking her head she said, “It’s okay.”

“You know what?  I just know that you’re going to meet the right guy.”

“Think so?”

Nodding I said, “Yes, I do, because you’re a great girl and your perfect guy is out there and just like Prince Charming, he’s going to sweep you off your feet, and when it happens you won’t remember anything about those less than perfect dates in your past.”

Smiling at me she said, “I just love your sense of optimism, it’s a bit naïve but that’s one of the things that I love about you.”

Turning my head slightly sideways I said, “I’m not sure if I’ve been complimented or insulted, but since you’re my favorite cousin I will take the former.”

“Please do because you’re my favorite as well and I do think that you are absolutely awesome.”

“Likewise.”

“Anyway, I would prefer to go out with a guy like the one you just described, and not one who has baggage.  Is that so much to ask?  All I want is a nice guy, decent, not behind on child support, no outstanding warrants, has all of his teeth, intact, and he’s not getting ready to be evicted from his mobile home.  I don’t think that is asking too much.”

We both burst into laughter, and she then said, “Ready to hear about another date I had over the weekend?”

“Another Kayla?”

She nodded and said, “Yes, it was sort of an unplanned one the following night.”

Leaning forward slightly I said, “Oh do tell.”

“Okay, it wasn’t a formal date, starting out anyway.  It was about 6:45 p.m. and I was on this used car lot looking at vehicles, not that I need one, but while driving by I saw one that I liked.  The reason I had decided to actually stop was because I assumed all the staff had gone home and I could browse in peace.  It was quickly apparent that was not the case as I observed a man walking across the lot toward me who introduced himself as Bud and he also said that he was the owner. Since the large looming sign on the corner read Bud’s Used Cars, I was pretty sure he was telling the truth.”

“Was he cute?”

“Very.”

“I thought you said you didn’t have good luck with men?”

“The story gets better.  Anyway, he got the keys to the car that I liked, and we started it up, and the first thing he did was crank up the radio, and I immediately turned it all the way down, which I think annoyed him slightly.  You see the reason they do that is so you won’t hear imperfections in the engine and exhaust, as well as any miscellaneous rattles.”

“I had no idea you were so well versed when it came to cars.”

“Remember your stepdad?  Dale?  The used car guy?  He taught me that.”

“Really?  He never shared that with me!”

Nodding she said, “Anyway, I didn’t like the way it ran and told him I was not interested, and he then began to tell me about the other great bargains he had in his inventory, and he was sure that we could find something that he liked.  Shaking my head, I told him that it was getting late, and I didn’t want to look at any more cars and that my next priority was to get some dinner.  He then asked if I would be interested in the two of us grabbing a bite to eat and said the Chinese place across the street from the lots was pretty good and that he would be glad to buy.  Considering that I was a free agent I said okay, provided that he didn’t spend the entire time trying to sell me a vehicle, and he agreed.  Anyway, dinner went surprisingly well, and we actually had a very nice conversation as he was very personable.  When we finished, we walked back across the street to his office where he made some coffee and we then sat down and chatted.  In addition to being cute and super nice I also discovered that he had never been married, had no kids, and had started his business all by himself.  At that point I thought to myself, Hey self, you might have hit the jackpot, or at least a nice scratch off, right?”

We both laughed at her comment, and she then continued.  “Anyway, after the glass of wine at dinner and the cup of coffee I had to go to the little girl’s room and when I came back down the hall and entered his office, there he was, sitting buck naked on the couch.  He looked at me, smiled, and said, I thought I would go ahead and get comfortable.”

I burst into laughter and then said, “Oh my God, I can’t believe it.”

“You couldn’t believe it?  Think how I felt.  He could quickly tell that I did not approve of his actions, so he rapidly got dressed and then told me that he hoped he had not offended me and the reason he had done what he had was because he’d gotten the impression that I was interested in him sexually.  I told him that up until that point I had been but there’s nothing wrong with going out on a second date before moving onto that stage.  He then told me that he was a good person and was actually a Christian and operated his business as such.”

“Was telling you that he was an ethical Christian supposed to be his get out of jail free card for that?”

Shrugging her shoulders she said, “Clearly.  Anyway, he walked me to my car, and I left, and as I drove home, I thought to myself, damn, he seemed like such a nice guy, and that was very disappointing.”

“Hmmm.  Well, ya know, he could still be a nice guy.”

“Really?”

Nodding I said, “Yes.  He might just be a little socially awkward.”

“A little?”

“Okay hear me out.  Aside from moving a little too quickly in the getting naked department, did you notice any other bad qualities?”

Tapping her finger on her chin she said shook her head and said, “Well, no, he was actually a perfect gentleman, was well dressed, and seemed to have it together, aside from the whole naked thing.”

Shrugging my shoulders I said, “Then why write him off, unless there are a thousand better prospects out there.”

She nodded and said, “I can’t argue with that.”

I then added, “And besides, with an almost exclusively female client base, neither of us are going to meet a guy here at work, and the man who delivers our mail is married.”

“I think the years you spent as a man definitely gave you an unique perspective and hopefully that will be to your advantage as you start dating.”

“I hope so too, and I had better get busy.”


Chapter 5

Club 1849 was one of the most popular LGBTQ+ clubs in the greater Madisonville area and was an establishment that I was familiar with as I had frequented the place before meeting Cody.  Then after he and I had gotten together we would occasionally drop in and have a drink, usually with couple friends such as ourselves.  One of the great things about the club was that it had an awesome happy hour every day of the week, which was the reason I was there as Kayla and I were going to partake of their awesome prices as well as their buffet.

She had never been to an LGBTQ+ club before and was a bit resistant about going with me and was worried that she might get hit on by some of the tougher girls who won’t take no for an answer.  However, I assured her that by being with me they would leave her alone because they would see that she was my bitch and that would scare them off. We had a good chuckle over that.

As I sat there waiting on her it was hard not to reflect my life over the past three months as I had jumped into the dating scene headfirst and if there was an app I was on, except for the freaky stuff because I wasn’t ready to wear leather as part of the dating and love making experience.  I had been somewhat satisfied with my experiences and felt that I’d had better success than that previously described by Kayla, but I had still not found Prince Charming and was pretty sure I had a few frogs to go before I got there.

I had discovered that dating as a straight woman was quite different than what I had been used to as a gay man and I was disappointed because I had been expecting so much more when I started the process.  In a way I felt like I was in some sort of culture shock, and the whole thing seemed almost surreal.  It was as though my dating knowledge base had been wiped clean and a whole new set of rules applied, and they did!

Not to sound as if I were stereotyping but it was clear that overall straight men, compared to their gay counterparts, often fell short in a variety of areas.  These included hygiene, wardrobe, sophistication, physical shape, and manners to name a few.  Now, it sounds like I’m implying that all gay men excel in these specific areas and straight men don’t, but that’s not what I’m saying, but the truth is that there is a little bit of truth in the old stereotype, or at least as far as those who had been in my circle of friends.  With that being said, I was a little disappointed because I had been hoping to land a straight guy with at least some of those qualities and to date had not.

As I looked around the room, I noted that there were a number of beautiful women and that several of them had noticed my presence during the time I had been sitting there, and it was clear that with a simple nod of my head that I could quickly be engaged in conversation with one or more of them.  However, I wasn’t quite ready for that because at long last I was the girl and wasn’t quite ready to give that up and if I was going to be in a relationship then by God, I was going to be the adored one and by hooking up with a female that could be problematic.  Even though there were a few masculine women out there, who would love to be the dominant party in a relationship with me I wasn’t ready to pull the trigger quite yet because I was still hopeful that I would find Mr. Right, versus settling for Ms. Right.

At long last I got a text from Kayla, and she was still held up at the salon and said she would be very late or might not make it at all.  Well fuck I thought to myself, what do I do now?  Stay and have drinks and dinner by myself or head back to my apartment and eat something there?  The only reason I was at Club 1849 in the first place was so Kayla and I could hang out and have some great bar food and cheap drinks and the prospect of doing that alone was not appealing. 

Deciding that I would just call it a night I stood up, grabbed my handbag off the table and turned to the right and as I stepped forward my advance was soon halted as another patron appeared to be directly in my path.  As we impacted his drink was liberated from its glass and ended up on the floor with a little on my dress and his shirt.

“Oh my God, I am so sorry,” I said to him.

Frustrated but polite he said, “It’s okay, it happens to the best of us.”

As I looked up at the handsome gentleman I recognized him, and at first, I could not recall his name but after a few seconds it came to me because I had met him at the club several years prior.  Just as I was about to say his name, I stopped myself and was glad that I did because he would have then asked me if we had met before, creating an awkward situation which would require me to tell a lie.  Like I said, I’m glad I didn’t say his name. 

“I’ve spilt your drink; I am so sorry.”

Shaking his head he said, “Not a problem.”

“Please, let me buy you another one.”

“Really, that’s okay.”

“No, it’s not.  What are you having?”

“Like I said, that’s okay.”

“I’m not going to take no for an answer.”

Shrugging his shoulders he said, “Okay, how about a glass of cab.  House blend is fine by me.”

We stepped over to the bar and ordered him a replacement drink and as we stood there waiting, I scanned him from head to toe and it was impossible not to notice how handsome he was.  With his full head of dark brown hair and sparkling eyes he was exactly as I remembered him.  He also had features that were slightly softer versus hard and rugged as well which exactly what I liked.  I’d met Dylan several years prior when I was still Aaron and thought he was nice looking, but I had never gotten the opportunity to chat him up and find out if he was seeing someone or not.  It seemed as though every time I was trying to talk to him someone always interrupted our conversation and, in the end, I got the impression he was not interested or was already in a relationship.  Now that I was a girl he was probably still out of reach because he was clearly a gay man and not interested in a relationship with a girl, so once again I had struck out.  But he was damn cute and as I stood there looking at him, I felt a tingling between my legs because he was exactly my type, even though he didn’t know it.

“My name is Brittany,” I said as I extended my hand.

“Oh, I’m Dylan,” pleased to meet you.

Little did he know that I already knew his name.

“Well, it’s great to meet you, Dylan.”

“And you.”

“Even though I just split your drink all over the place?”

Nodding briefly, he chuckled and said, “Yes.  Do you frequent 1849?”

Shaking my head I said, “It’s been some time since I’ve been here.  The only reason I’m here tonight is because a co-worker and I were going to have food and drinks during happy hour, but since she’s a no show I decided to head on home, and that’s when I met you.”

“Well, even though it was not intentional, I’m always glad to make a new friend.”

“Likewise.  So, Dylan, are you a regular here?”

Shaking his head he said, “No, I’ve actually not been here in a number of years but came tonight because an old friend is celebrating a birthday and asked me to come down and have a drink, and well, here I am.”

“Hopefully we can get a drink in your hand momentarily so you can get back to his birthday celebration.  Please extend my apologies for detaining you.  Just tell him some ditzy blonde ran into you, otherwise you would not have been gone so long.”

Smiling he said, “I am pretty sure you don’t fall into the ditzy category.”

“How so?”

“You seem pretty smart.”

“Well thank you Dylan, and may I say that you seem like a pretty smart guy.”

As I stood there noticing how handsome he was all the while wishing that he would ask me out I knew it was not going to happen.  I had finally found the perfect guy, he’s a foot in front of me but he might as well be a thousand miles away because he would never be interested in the likes of me.

“I appreciate it, Brittany.”

The bartender set the glass on the bar, and I subsequently handed it to Dylan and said, “Here ya go!”

“Thanks,” he said as he picked up the glass and after taking a taste then added, “Hey, this isn’t the house blend.”

Nodding I said, “Yeah I know, I figured the least I could do was get you the good stuff.”

“Not required but I definitely appreciate it.”

After pausing for a moment, he said, “Well, I guess I’d better get back to the gang, it was sure good meeting you.”

Smiling at him I said, “And it was great meeting you as well.”

Just as he was turning away, I thought to myself, girl you’ve got nothing to lose, so I said, “By the way,” and as he heard my voice he turned toward me and I subsequently reached into my purse and handed him a business card.

Looking at it he said, “Oh, you cut hair?”

“I certainly do.”

“I’m actually in the market for a new stylist.”

“Are you?” I said excitedly with an ear to ear smile.

Nodding he said, “She actually moved to Idaho.  Apparently, her husband got a new job and away she went.  It’s safe to say that you’re taking on new clients?”

Tapping my finger on my chin I said, “I’m actually full, but you seem like a nice guy, and I think I could make an exception.”

We both chuckled at my comment, and he said, “That would be great.  How about I give you a call?”

“Please do.”

“Thanks for the card, and I’ll see you later, okay?”

“See ya soon Dylan.”

As he walked away, I attempted to check out his rear end and from what I could see it looked pretty good, and it ran through my mind how nice it would be to have it parked between my thighs.  I couldn’t believe I was thinking that, but there was something about him that totally turned me on, even though I knew in my heart of hearts that I could never have him.  Oh, well, a girl can wish.


Chapter 6

While driving home I reflected on my encounter with Dylan back at the club and even though I knew I didn’t have a chance it was hard not to think about him.  I kept asking myself what was wrong with me and why was I feeling as I was?  Get over it and don’t waste your time and energy even thinking about the guy because nothing’s going to happen, I told myself, and more importantly I needed to figure out what I was going to roundup for dinner.

Thinking about what I had in my freezer, frig, and pantry, all of which were well stocked because I didn’t eat out all that much, nothing sounded appealing.  Darn it!  Why didn’t I just stay at the club and have dinner there?  I already knew the answer. It was because I hated eating alone.  But once again I was faced with having to dine solo as well as the daunting task of preparing my own meal and the prospect of doing it just seemed incredibly unfun, and on top of that I was feeling a bit lazy. 

After having a lengthy argument with myself about how much healthier and less expensive it would be to eat at home versus a restaurant or fast-food joint, I eventually decided to throw in the towel.  At the last minute, just prior to the turn off for my apartment community I pulled into the parking lot of a local Italian restaurant called D’Angelo’s.  I then parked my car, went in, and placed a to go order and sat on a bench near the register while I waited for it.

Five minutes had not passed when I heard a voice saying, “Brittany?” and as I looked up there stood Dylan, who I had seen at the club only a short while ago.

“Well, hey there, what are you doing here?” I asked enthusiastically.

“Probably the same as you.”

“You mean you didn’t want to mess with cooking and thought you would pick up something on the way home?”

Nodding he smiled and said, “Exactly.”

“Dylan, I knew there was something I liked about you,” and we then chuckled at my comment.

Looking around he asked, “I wonder where the hostess is.”

Shrugging my shoulders I said, “She stepped away for a minute.”

After a brief pause, he asked, “Been waiting long?”

Looking at my phone I said, “Maybe five minutes?”

As I stood there looking at him, I was still mesmerized by his good looks and just couldn’t help myself because he was just so adorable.  Knowing that I could never have him for a boyfriend I thought to myself, What the hell?  If nothing else maybe I can at least enjoy his company for a bit, and that’s better than eating at home alone, and all he could say was no.  Deciding I would start the process of inquiring about his dinner plans I asked, “Dylan, are you heading home after you leave here?”

Nodding he said, “Yes, I am.  You?”

“Yep, sure am.”

Before I could ask him if he was interested in staying and dining with me, he asked, “Brittany, I hope this does not seem too forward but would you like to get a table and have dinner with me?  If you don’t have any plans that is.”

At that point I’m sure my face lit up like a Christmas tree and I ecstatically replied, “I would absolutely love to.”

“Great, here comes the hostess now.  I’ll let her know.”

As she returned to her podium, we told her that I would not be taking my order to go and that we would be dining at the restaurant instead.  She then seated us at a quiet table for two in the corner where we both enjoyed a glass of wine and chatted while we waited on our food.

“Dylan, I appreciate you asking me to stay for dinner.”

“Thanks for accepting.  I typically eat dinner at home alone being single and all, but it sure it nice to have someone to dine with on occasion.”

Apparently, he didn’t have someone special in his life, but since he was gay, he was probably not looking for a single female such as myself to fill that void.  Darn!  But I could hope.

“I feel the exact same way,” I replied.

“Ah, so you’re single as well?”

Nodding I said, “Yes, very.”

“I find that hard to believe.”

Turning my head sideways ever so slightly I asked, “Why?”

“You’re a very pretty young woman with a lot going for you.  Face it, on top of that you’re in business for yourself and have a great personality as well, so it’s hard to believe that no one has latched onto you.”

At that moment I thought to myself, He thinks I’m pretty?  I love it!  However, maybe he’s just being polite, so I probably shouldn’t read too much into it.

“Well thank you sir, and might I say the same about you, because you are very handsome.  I’m surprised that some young girl, I mean person, has not scooped you up yet either.  By the way, I did not mean to say the word girl or insinuate any kind of sexual preference and I apologize if that came out wrong.”

With an ear to ear smile he chuckled briefly and said, “No offense taken, and it’s okay, I am straight.”

Holy cow!  I thought to myself.

“You are?” I said as though I were completely shocked, and as I finished my words I repeated the words, “Oh, you are?” in a much calmer tone.  He then laughed out loud and nodded and said, “Yes, I am, and I can tell that you are surprised.”

“Well, I ….”

“Brittany, it’s okay, and please don’t apologize to me again, you’ve done nothing wrong.  You met a well-dressed man in a LGBT club and statistically he should be gay, but he’s not.”

Shit!  I thought to myself.  What a stroke of luck!  All my worrying about him being gay had clearly been for nothing because the reason he’d been at the club in the past as well as tonight was because he was there with friends.  Whew!  Mystery solved.

“Thanks for that Dylan, and I do believe that’s a good lesson for all of us and we should not automatically think that someone has a certain sexual preference just because of the establishment they might be frequenting, such as Club 1849, because they might just be there with friends.”

“I completely agree.”

How could I casually insert into the conversation that I was straight as well? I did not want to be too blatantly obvious about doing it.  The last thing that I wanted him to think was that I was informing him of that I was single so he could potentially ask me out, as guys are often turned off by girls who do that.  Or then again was I just overthinking all of it?  Perhaps, if I framed it correctly, I could let him know without being too obvious.

Before I could put in my two cents he then added, “But, Club 1849 is an LGBTQ club, and that’s one of the places the community likes to meet because it is a place where they can go for friendship, acceptance, and socialization.”

Finally figuring out how I was going to say what was brewing in my head I said, “You are absolutely correct.  But sometimes people like you and me are there for other reasons, you for your friend’s birthday and me for happy hour with a friend.”

“Oh, so you’re not part of the community?”

Damn!  Good job Brittany.  You set that up perfectly.

Pointing my finger at myself I said, “Me, no.  I’m as straight as they come, not that you needed to know that or anything.”

Chuckling he said, “Okay, now that we’ve got that out of the way ….”

After a nice dinner we sat and chatted for a bit and when the bill came, he insisted on picking up the tab and he wouldn’t even let me leave to tip.  He claimed that he had been the one who had asked me out to dinner, and not wanting to offend him I graciously accepted as I was giddy with excitement.  In my wildest dreams I would never have envisioned going to an LGBTQ+ club and ended up with a dinner date, who was a guy?  This was a better story than any of the ones Kayla had ever come up with.

Walking me across the parking lot we finally arrived at my car and as we did that awkward moment came where the couple prepares to part company and typically give one another a little hug of some sort or get to smooching.  Now, despite the fact that I was hoping for the latter I was not expecting it because we’d just met that evening.  I really liked him and suspected that he was kind of digging on me as little as well because I just had a feeling, call it woman’s intuition? 

Was I was overthinking the entire thing?  After all, he hadn’t actually asked me out on a date, but then again, he sort of had.  The truth was that I didn’t know what to think and felt silly at the prospect that he had the hots as bad for me as I did him.  What I needed to do was calm down and just let it play out, and that’s exactly what I did.

Looking into his eyes I said, “Thanks for dinner.”

Nodding slightly, he said, “Thanks for joining me.”

“I’m glad you asked, it sure beat the alternative of eating at home alone, plus the company was great.”

“I was just thinking the same thing.”

After a pause he said, “Well maybe we could do it again sometime?”

Smiling at him I said, “I would really like that.”

“Great, could I call or text you?”

Nodding I said, “My number is on the business card I gave you earlier.”

There was a moment of silence and he then said, “Hey look, before we go any further there’s something I need to tell you, because I believe in being honest and upfront and there’s no need wasting anyone’s time, mine or yours.”

I nodded and said, “It sounds serious.”

“I guess it depends on your point of view.  Anyway, here goes.  A few years back I did frequent Club 1849, and not as I did tonight but as a regular, a member of the community.”

Darn it my Spidey sense told me there was something going on, and I had been ready to write it off as him simply having gay friends.

I nodded slightly and he then continued, “Over the year I’d had a number of bad relationships with women, and I kept on getting burned over and over and I was sick to death because my heart had been broken so many times.  All I was looking to do was meet a nice girl, ya know, maybe someone to share my life with, but no such luck.  Then, one day I asked myself if perhaps, just perhaps, I was with the wrong group of people and that maybe I should look at other alternatives, as I was going nowhere fast doing what I was.”

“And you decided to explore your options in the gay community?”

Nodding he said, “Yes.  I knew that I couldn’t keep doing what I had been and that if I had my heart and soul was ripped out one more time …., anyway, I decided to give it a whirl because it was clear I wasn’t going to find true love dating girls so what did I have to lose?”

“So, how did it work out?”

“I dated guys for about six or seven months and met some really nice people, but in the end, it felt as though there was something missing.  Gosh, I’m not even sure how to explain it but there was just this feeling or maybe I should I say lack of, that I just wasn’t getting with guys.”

“Was it like a sense of fulfillment?” I asked.

Nodding he said, “Yes, exactly, very well put.  Anyway, there’s wasn’t a thing wrong with any of them, the problem was with me, and in the end, I realized that I was truly attracted to females and not men.  From there I returned to dating women, very slowly and carefully, and to this day I’m very wary about getting hurt again, and that’s my story,” and as he finished, he threw his hands out to the side.

“Dylan, I do appreciate you sharing that with me, that’s very brave.  You could have kept it to yourself, and I would never have known.  Why did you decide to tell me?”

“You just never know how someone’s going to react, and for all I know you might be some sort of a right-wing religious conservative who couldn’t deal with the fact that was part of my past, so I thought it would be better to get it out and in the open now.  Like I said earlier, it’s best not to waste anyone’s time.  Now, at this point I’m truly hoping that you don’t thank me for dinner, get in your car and drive away and I never see you again, because if you do, I‘m going to be very disappointed because you’re the nicest girl I’ve met in a very long time.”

“Dylan, let me just say a couple of things, okay?”

He nodded.

“I understand where you’re coming from because in my life I’ve had my share of heartbreaks as well, and when they happen it seems as though the fabric of your soul will never heal.”

Smiling he said, “That’s actually quite beautiful, mind if I borrow that?”

“Sure, but there will be a licensing fee,” and we both chuckled at my comment.

“The fact that you had some rough patches along the way and explored your options does not bother me at all because we’ve all had those periods where we’ve just felt out of sync with where we were in our lives.  At some point we all ask the question, have I been true to myself, and for a period of time we need to re-evaluate where we are and what we’ve been doing and there’s nothing wrong with that because that’s what keeps us sane.”

Smiling at me he said, “Brittany, you are the deepest soul that I’ve never met.”

“I’m just a girl who has been to the school of hard knocks and have the diploma as well as the t-shirt.  Now, that you’ve shared a secret with me I’ve got one for you, and by comparison this one will blow yours away.”

“I can’t imagine what I would be.  You’re married?”

“No.”

“You used to be a man?”

Turning my head slightly sideways I asked, “Really dude?”

Rocking his head side to side he scrunched his face and said, “Well, you are kind of small, so maybe not.”

Nodding I said, “Yes.  I’m one of the 5,000.”

“No way!”

“Even if you don’t want to see me again, please don’t repeat it because my life could be at risk if you do, okay?”

“Brittany, I promise I won’t say a word, because I’ve seen a lot of news stories on the 5,000 and it’s very important that your privacy is protected.”

“Thanks.  So, there you have it, I’ve got a secret way bigger than yours, and now you have a choice, you thank me for having dinner with you, get in your car and drive away and ….”

Before I could complete my sentence, he leaned down and kissed me and as our lips met, I felt a shiver run through my entire body and I then reached up and put my arms around his neck.  We stood there smooching for about two minutes until we were interrupted by the sound of a golf cart passing by and the security guard driving it was giving us a mean look.

As we peered into one another’s eyes we both laughed and I said, “I hope we don’t get in trouble.”

“I think we will be fine.”

Looking down and then back up into his eyes I said, “So, I take it that you’re not bothered by the fact I’m one of the 5,000?”

Shaking his head he said, “No, not at all,” and as he kissed me again, I knew that everything was going to be alright as Dylan and I had each found someone with whom to share our lives. 


Chapter 7

As the weeks passed there was no doubt that Dylan and I were madly and love and as the old saying goes, when you know you know, and three months to the day after our first date we were married, and by the end of the year ended up buying a little cottage in the burbs.  Absolutely perfect it was a three bedroom, two bath rancher and was the perfect starter home for a couple such as us.

We’ve been very happy together to date and have the perfect relationship.  More than once, Dylan has said that because I was a guy first, I’m the perfect wife because I know exactly what a man is looking for in a relationship, and I think there might be some truth in that.  I love being his wife and performing all the traditional roles such as cooking, keeping house, grocery shopping, etc.  Another thing I enjoy doing is keeping myself beautiful for him as that keeps him interested and I absolutely love how he can’t keep his hands off of me.  I’m hoping that will potentially result in us having a family, and there’s nothing more fun than practicing what you must do to get one.

When Cody left me, I thought that my heart would be eternally broken and that I would never find true love again but, in the end, I did and even ended up getting a better looking guy than him.  Did I just say that?  Anyway, I’m glad everything worked out as it did because my life with Dylan is wonderful and exceeded even my wildest expectations and the phrase fairy tale is the best term I can think of to describe our marriage because he treats me like a princess.

Finally, I am truly grateful for the wonderful new life I was blessed with, and it is awesome.  And to think, it would never have happened if I hadn’t stopped at a local eatery that day to have lunch, where I contracted the virus which caused me to become Accidentally Straight.

And the two of us lived happily ever after.
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