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SHE COMES OUT


Katie is blindsided one evening when her husband, Kent, out of the blue, says that he wants to become a woman. He’s never mentioned it before, and there were no hints—at least none that Katie noticed.

Naturally, she’s in shock. She thinks it’s a joke. When she realizes it’s real, she’s in tears.

But she believes in her wedding vows, and she doesn’t believe in divorce, so she has to find a way to talk some sense into Kent… or figure out how to accept this crazy new idea of having a wife instead of a husband.

She’s struggling to figure out just how serious Kent is about this whole transitioning thing, but he seems totally serious to overhaul his life… including in the bedroom.
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Ithought that he was joking when he said, “Katie, I want to be a woman.”

I even laughed, certain it was a joke. But he wasn’t laughing. Okay, so maybe it wasn’t a joke so much as a prank. I looked around, assuming there was a camera hiding somewhere. One of Kent’s friends had one of those prank YouTube channels, and he was always asking Kent to help him make content. “Cut it out, Kent,” I said.

It was a very, very long fifteen minutes before I realized that this wasn’t a prank. Well, it was actually more like a full twenty-four hours before I was truly convinced that he was telling me the truth. I’ll quickly run you through that timeline:

He said, “I want to be a woman,” at 7:30 PM, after I got home from work.

It was 7:45 PM when I finally said, “Wait…. Kent… Are you serious right now?”

It was 8:00 PM when he started crying. It was 8:05 PM when I started crying. “Please just tell me this is a prank!” I said—or maybe it was more like begging. “I’m sorry,” he said. “But I’ve always felt this way. I’ve just… kept it hidden. I can’t keep it hidden anymore.”

“This isn’t funny, Kent!” I cried. “If your stupid friend is putting you up to this… I swear to God, Kent!” We both cried some more.

“I tried to tell you so many times,” he said.

It turned into a fight, and that fight was a bit of a blur. I was doing a lot of crying—and some of that crying was hysteric. My mind went through many terrible thoughts. Was he gay? Did he like boys? Had he been seeing boys behind my back? Did I need to get tested for STIs? And then my mind came full circle: “Cut it out with the prank, you prick,” I said, letting out a small laugh. “Okay, you got me. You’ve tortured me enough. Is this because I accidentally broke your guitar when I was cleaning the other day? Maybe if you kept your office clean I wouldn’t have to go in there at all.”

But he kept his straight face. He sniffled and wiped his eyes. Kent was a lot of things, but he’d never been much of an actor.

It was 9:30 PM when I stuffed a bag full of clothes and toiletries. “I’ll come home when you knock this nonsense off!” I screamed at him. He begged me to stay, to talk it through, but I didn’t want to suffer through anymore of this ‘prank’. I took his credit card and went to a hotel downtown. I got myself a room and cried all night, going through those same thoughts: had he been with men? Had he ever been in love with me? Was this just a big prank?

I woke up at 8:00 AM after a long night of crying, tossing, and turning. I had a message from him. “I’m really sorry, but we should probably talk about this. I’ll totally understand if you want to leave me over this. But I promise you, I’m still the same person.”

Wait—was it not just a prank? Why was he still committed to this joke, more than twelve hours later? “Please just admit that you’re fucking with me, Kent,” I said at 8:10 AM.

“It’s not a joke, Katie,” he wrote back a few minutes later. “I’m so sorry I didn’t tell you sooner. I should have told you when we first met, ten years ago… but I was convinced that it was just something that would pass. I’ve tried fighting it. I’ve kept it buried for a long time. I just can’t do it anymore.”

“Kent, please stop!” I wrote back. “It’s not funny!”

I put my phone away a few minutes later, after a long, long cry. I went to work. Everyone kept asking me if I was okay. I tried to smile. “Just tired,” I lied—though it wasn’t entirely a lie: I was tired from hardly sleeping, but I wasn’t just tired.

I eyed my phone around lunch and saw that he’d sent me about eight messages, but I didn’t read them; I couldn’t bring myself to do it.

I’ll try to fast-forward a little bit; I don’t want to depress you with the details of my shock. Long story short: it wasn’t a joke. I did finally message him back, and I agreed to meet with him back at the house. He was there, looking like himself. I was half-worried he would be dolled up and wearing my lingerie. We had a long talk, skirting around the ‘issue’, talking at first about the weather and a TV show we’d been watching for a few weeks. Then I finally said, “Okay, so let’s talk about… the thing.” I was rigid, still in shock, still horrified of what was about to happen.

Four hundred people witnessed our marriage. My family didn’t believe in divorce and I was already dreading the shame. I loved Kent; he’d never cheated on me or lied to me… as far as I knew, though now I was wondering if I’d just been oblivious. Maybe he’d been fooling me for a whole decade; how could I really know?

“Where do I start?” he asked sheepishly.

“I don’t know… Why don’t you start… from the start?”

He took a deep breath. Then, he explained the whole story: a story I’d never heard before.

“I was three-years-old, I guess. It’s probably my earlier memory. Before I was born, my parents didn’t know if they were having a boy or a girl. Friends gifted them both boy clothes and girl clothes. One close family friend had given them a bunch of expensive dresses for toddlers, convinced they were going to have a girl. Well, they found those dresses in the back of a closet when I was three, and they decided they would see what I would have looked like as a girl, or something. Maybe they thought it would be funny; they put me in the dresses and asked me to dance like a ballerina.

“And, well, I thought it was fun. I remember my dad getting angry. I remember my mom refusing to throw the dresses away, because they were worth so much. She promised to sell them, but never got around to it.

“There were other dresses to, from that same family friend. Maybe they were hand-me-downs from her own daughter—I don’t actually know for sure—but when my parents started leaving me home alone, when I was about eight or so, I would go into the closet and put the dresses on. I don’t know why I did it; I guess I just liked doing it. It made no sense to me then and it still doesn’t make a ton of sense to me now.

“And then, when I was fourteen, those… urges got stronger. I remember we had this annual camp week, where the whole school would rent out this huge campground with big cabins and a big lodge where everyone would cram in to eat dinner and sing songs every night. Well, one night, I was asked to get something from our cabin; someone left a pair of shoes or something. I left that lodge and realized that I was all alone, unsupervised… so I went into the girl’s cabin. I went into one of the rooms and saw their clothes. I don’t know why I did it, but I stole a pair of panties. I rushed to my own cabin and put the panties on, under my jeans. I left them on and wore them for the next three days in secret. I know that sounds gross, and it probably wasn’t the most sanitary thing ever, but it felt… good.

“I kept those panties. I would wash them when I was home alone and I would wear them all the time. Until one day, some guys caught me wearing them at school when they thought it would be funny to pull my pants down in the hallway. I begged them not to tell anyone. I ended up paying them all to keep their mouths shut. I gave them each two-hundred bucks, which was all of the money I’d saved since I started getting allowance at ten.

“One of them still told their friends; I never found out who, but rumours got around and I did my best to pretend like they were lies. It was hell for a week or two, but eventually everyone moved on… until I was sixteen, at my first house party. I was trying to get with this girl, Hilda McTavish. I’d had a crush on her for a long time, and she was there at the party. I got her alone, in the basement. I went to kiss her, but she backed away suddenly and asked me if the old rumours were true. I was so humiliated. Honestly, I’d forgotten all about that whole incident, because I wasn’t wearing the panties anymore. For years, I’d pushed away those urges and feelings so I wouldn’t have to suffer the humiliation again. I told her they were just rumours, but she kept pressing and pressing, and then I decided to confide in her.” Kent laughed and shook his head. “I guess I thought I had a chance at getting with her if I made myself open and vulnerable…

“Well, I didn’t get with Hilda McTavish. Instead, she went and got an outfit and begged me to wear it. I did it, hoping it would somehow lead to me getting lucky. She giggled and went and got makeup, and she put it on me. I was so embarrassed, but at the same time… it felt good. She asked me if I would be her girlfriend. I agreed, thinking it was my big chance with her… but I didn’t realize that I was just getting friend-zoned in the most embarrassing way possible.

“She would invite me to her place after school, and then she would treat me like a doll, dressing me up, doing my makeup, putting wigs on me that she borrowed from the dollar store where her dad worked; they sold wigs and costumes around Halloween every year. I guess I kind of liked it, but it was always embarrassing. That went on for about two years, once a week. And then she moved away and I decided that I would pretend like it never happened. I tried to make myself normal. I hid from those feelings. I did everything I could to make myself normal.

“Online, I read a blog post by this guy who served in the army. He said that he went through something similar before the army, but the military service straightened him out. So I signed up.”

“Wait,” I said, shaking my head. “That’s why you joined the military!?” I was white in the face. There was still a tiny bit of suspicion in my mind that this was a prank… but that glimmer of hope was quickly fading.

“That’s why I joined. And… maybe it worked a little bit. While I was overseas, it’s not something that I thought about much. Maybe it entered my mind here and there. Maybe there were some moments where I questioned my identity. But overall, I felt normal. And then, after that second tour, the relocated me to a new unit, and there were girls in the unit, and they would wear their dresses when they were off-duty, and they would go into town, inviting me along. And… well, one night, I stole a dress and wore it. I didn’t get caught—thank God, but it was a close call, so I didn’t do it again. But it was a reminder that those feelings were still there.

“I realized I wasn’t going to escape those feelings, so I came back home after that last tour. Then I met you and… well, I was convinced that those feelings were gone for the first couple of years. Sometimes I would see something I wanted to wear, but I would just buy it for you, and then seeing you wearing it… somehow it would be satisfying enough—enough that I could handle it. It was almost like I could live vicariously through you.”

And then I suddenly started thinking of all the times he insisted that I dress up. He would take me shopping, often surprising me with gifts: makeup and clothes. He would always show me pictures of girls; “Can you do your makeup like this today?” I never thought much of it; I just assumed he had his preferences.

“And, for a while, that was enough… but then, one day…” He took a deep breath. “You left for two weeks, for that work conference in Moncton. I was home alone, on leave from work. It was two days in when I started feeling bored. Then, I just had the idea to try on a few outfits. I went to your closet. I thought it would just be a few minutes to satisfy that urge, but a few minutes turned into a few hours… and then I slept in one of your slips. I spent the next day in one of your dresses. I spent the next week as a girl, with the curtains closed. I even ended up shaving my legs… I told you that it was because the leg hair was irritating me in that new pair of pants… that was a lie, and a stupid one, honestly. While you were in Moncton, I was a girl here at home.

“Since then, I’ve put on your clothes almost every time I’m home alone. Sometimes I wear your panties under my clothes. Sometimes I wear entire sets of lingerie under my clothes. You’ve come dangerously close to catching me so many times. And for so long, I’ve been convinced that it was a phase that would pass…”

I shook my head, now with tears in my eyes. I had a feeling this was going to end the way it ended the night before, with me taking my things and leaving for a hotel, hysteric, blindsided. “That conference in Moncton was… more than six years ago!”

He nodded his head slowly. “It’s been a long time,” he said softly. “I really thought it was something I could deal with on my own. I wanted to just nip it in the bud… I thought it was just some dumb fetish that I could handle on my own… but then I realized that it wasn’t really just sexual.”

“What do you mean, it wasn’t just sexual? What was it?” I asked.

“That’s what I was trying to figure out. At first, I could make those feelings go away by… you know…”

“Masturbating?”

“Yes,” he said with pink cheeks. “But after a while, it wasn’t enough. I would ejaculate, but I wouldn’t want to take the clothes off.”

I gasped. “Ew! You jerked off in my clothes!?”

“Not on them!” he gasped. “Just… while wearing them. I was always clean about it!”

“Ew! Kent! That’s messed up!”

“I know!” he cried. “It’s not something I was proud of. So I stopped. I redirected my sexual energy towards you, wherein belonged.” I thought about it, and I had noticed that, about three years earlier, he became much more sexual, constantly making advances, pushing to have sex almost every night. “But still, when you were out, I just wanted to… be a girl. And it took a long time to realize, but… I want to be a girl. I’m just happier as a girl. I—I don’t think anything else would change about me… just… the fact that I will be a girl.”

“No,” I said defiantly. “I won’t allow it. You’re my husband… not my… my wife!”

And that night did end the way the previous night ended, with me in shock, crying, running off to a hotel. I won’t depress you with those details. Fast-forward twenty-four hours, and I was back at the house, having agreed to another chat. I was a bit more level-headed now, having had a bit of time to process.

But that talk ended badly too, when I asked if he was attracted to men. The answer wasn’t a clear ‘no’. “I love you,” he said.

“So are you or are you not attracted to men?” I said.

And again, he just stared into my eyes and said, “I love you and I’ll always love you—and only you.”

“Answer the fucking question, Kent!” I growled.

He just stared at me, struggling with that question in his head. And that reluctance to answer told me everything that I needed to know: he was attracted to men.

“Have you always been attracted to men?” I asked.

He wouldn’t answer.

“Damnit, Kent! You say that you want to be honest with me, but this is how you treat me!”

I became hysteric, but he calmed me down, saying, “I love you. I’ll never be with anyone but you. But… I guess there have been times that I’ve noticed men the same way I notice women. I’ve never been with a man in any way, shape, or form.”

At least it seemed like the truth, even though it still stung. No girl likes finding out, after ten years, that their man has fancied other dudes. I had to go sleep at a hotel again. I’m sorry if this series of events is tedious to read; I’m trying my best to condense it into the shortest piece possible.

It was three days later when I finally returned to the house. I warned him that I was coming, so I wouldn’t walk in and find him in my clothes, doing God-knows-what with the various sex toys he’d bought me over the years.

He was there, in the kitchen, T-shirt and jeans. I don’t know why, but the first thing I did was rush to him so he could hug me. I wanted to feel his arms around me. I loved the feeling of his warm body, holding me close. I took a deep breath in; he was wearing the cologne I bought him two Christmases earlier.

“I—I’ve thought about it,” I said. “And… I want you to be who you want to be. I can’t possibly live with myself knowing that I’m holding you back. I don’t want to be some villain in your life story.”

“You aren’t a villain,” he said.

“Just… if you want to be a girl, then be a girl.”

“And you’re going to stay with me?” he asked.

“I haven’t figured that much out yet,” I said, trying not to cry.


CHAPTER 2
[image: ]



It may be easy to jump to the conclusion that I was some sort of bigot, some sort of close-minded conservative, some sort of transphobic monster… but try your best to see the situation from my perspective. I was blindsided after ten years of marriage. My whole vision of my future was turned upside down. Of course, there were fears of what people would say; we sent a Christmas card to my whole family every year, and my state-side family was part of the NRA.

This meant being disowned by at least one of my siblings. This meant a lot of awkward conversations at work, and with my friends. This meant losing one or two of my more conservative friends (maybe it’s not fair to call them conservative, as I’m not speaking politically, but just in terms of general morals). But it wasn’t just about my reputation…

I liked being with my manly man: my veteran husband. He served three tours. He was a respected and decorated vet. He drove a big, lifted truck that was painted with camouflage. He went hunting three times a year, and he processed the elk himself in our garage.

That garage was his man-cave. It was a place he spent countless hours in, especially during hunting season. The walls were lined with all sorts of hunting memorabilia, from antlers to taxidermied animals. The centrepiece of the room was a large wooden workbench, where he spent hours processing the deer and elk that he had hunted himself.

The room always had a distinct smell of leather, tobacco, and whiskey. He would often sit on his old leather armchair, smoking cigars and sipping whiskey from a crystal decanter. The armchair was positioned in front of a large flat-screen TV, which he used to watch hunting shows or sports games while he worked.

His collection of hunting equipment was impressive, from hunting rifles to bows and arrows. Everything was neatly organized on shelves and racks, and he could easily find what he needed for his next hunting trip.

The garage also had a large refrigerator that my husband used to store his hunting trophies, including deer and elk meat. He would often invite his friends over to share a meal of freshly cooked venison or elk steaks.

He owned firearms. He wore flannels and drank whiskey. He loved sitting by the fire, looking all stoic and manly—and I loved seeing him like that. Now, that was all being washed away, and I had no idea what was coming in to replace it.

So, call me transphobic, call me a monster… but give me some credit; I was giving him a chance. I was staying with him until I knew what this meant for my life, and our life together. I wasn’t calling up lawyers. I wasn’t drafting the divorce papers. I wasn’t even going back to stay in that hotel. I was going to try this whole thing out before I made my final verdict.

I slept in the house that night, on the couch, not quite ready to sleep next to him. I had to take this slow. I still had no idea what to expect from this whole thing. Anxiety kept me up late. I put on three straight Hallmark romance movies before I finally dozed off, and then I woke up to the sound of the gurgling coffee machine.

I was afraid to open my eyes, afraid to see him dressed like a girl. I still had no idea what such a sight would even look like! The image in my mind was… well, let’s just say unflattering.

No, my husband had never been a big guy. In fact, he’d always been rather small—sometimes weighing even less than me. He had a thin frame; he was a runner in high school, but then he got really into biking in his senior year. Waist-down, he was quite athletic, but waist-up, he was what I would call ‘scrawny’. He would always joke around, saying things like, “I was cursed with this chick body.” Well, maybe those weren’t really jokes; I knew that now.

I felt like I just needed to see him as a girl—rip off the Band-Aid. So I did it: I opened my eyes, ready to see my husband… or I should say, my wife…

But he was still just himself, unchanged, wearing the pyjama pants I got him at Christmas and a white T-shirt that he’d owned for half a decade. “Good morning,” he said with a smile and his male voice.

I just sat there. What kind of game was he playing? I agreed to allow him to be a woman—so where was this woman? Why was he tormenting me?

“Coffee?” he asked.

“Sure,” I said apprehensively. I sat up and watched him. There was no woman in sight. I was afraid to ask him what was happening. I was afraid to broach that topic. Maybe he’d woken up and realized it was all just a phase, and now it was over. Or maybe it was all some dream, and as long as I didn’t bring it up, it wouldn’t come back to haunt me.

But as the morning went on, it started bugging me. It really was like he’d just dropped it entirely: a whole week of tears and fighting, and for what? Did I scare him back into the closet? Was I some sort of villain, keeping him from being the woman he wanted to be?

“Why aren’t you dressed up?” I said finally, after he changed into jeans for the day.

He stared at me. “What do you mean?” he asked, as if it wasn’t totally obvious what I meant.

I stared into his eyes, starting to feel some of that familiar frustration; it almost seemed like he was teasing me at this point, and that possibility that this was all just some mind-game prank was suddenly back on the table. “Dammit, Kent!” I growled. “You made this big deal about being a woman, and then I finally agree to it and you put on your tattered old jeans!”

“It’s all I have,” he said with a blank face.

“I have a whole closet full of leggings, skirts, dresses. You told me yourself that you put on my stuff all the time.” I don’t know why I felt so angry. It was kind of like going out to a restaurant with a little kid who begs and whines and moans to have a steak, so you finally cave, and then the steak comes and he doesn’t eat it.

“That’s your stuff,” he said blankly. “I never felt good about touching it without permission.”

“Well, you have permission now. What’s mine is yours, what’s yours is mine. I’m pretty sure something along those lines was in our vows.” I did my best to keep my calm, though I don’t think I did a great job.

He blushed slightly. “I, uh, would rather get some stuff of my own. I just think it would feel more… right.”

I sat there for a moment, trying to think of how I could be a ‘supportive wife’; that’s what all of the websites said to be. Yes, I did lots of research. I went to Google and punched in, ‘My husband just came out as transgender. What do I do now?’ And I must have read fifty pages. And, by the way, if you think I’m a monster, you should go search that yourself and read what some wives (now ex-wives) have to say on the matter. At least I was giving him a chance. “We don’t have a ton of cash right now,” I said. “I don’t think you understand how expensive women’s clothing can be.”

“I know,” he said sheepishly. “I thought I could just get one or two outfits from a thrift store. Um… maybe you can come with me.”

I felt a coldness wash over me. “Today?” I asked.

He nodded his head.

I was hating every minute of this. My girlfriends asked me to go shopping with them… not mu husband. I’d been shopping with my husband a total of ten times since we met, ten years earlier—and each time I had to drag him out to replace his old, tattered clothes and shoes. If I never dragged him out, he would still be wearing his stained, ripped Rush t-shirts from high-school.

“Whatever you want,” I said, forcing a smile. “I have the day off.”

“Okay,” he said. “So then we’ll go after breakfast.”

The car ride to the thrift store was silent. I was dreading being in that shop. People were going to be staring as he went through the rack of women’s clothing. And what would I say? ‘He’s picking something for me…’ Why couldn’t he just go alone?

We got to the store. “This is the one you want to shop at?” I asked.

He nodded his head.

I bit down on my tongue. I went there a lot, but now I had a feeling I would be too embarrassed to show my face in there again. I knew the woman who owned the place; she was working there now: pink car parked right out front. Her husband ran Kent’s hunting club. He had a big beard and he pulled his son out of school when he found out the third-grade teacher had taught the class about homosexuality.

Kent went in first. I was tense all over. It didn’t help that the place was busy. But I knew I had to get used to it, if I was going to stay with Kent. It’s not like I could just keep our relationship within the walls of our house. We were married. We were going to continue to live our lives, which meant going out frequently: shops, restaurants, trips, errands…

Kent paused at the front of the store, looking around. It was a big store, packed with clothes. The CONSIGNMENT sign was right over his head. Felicia, the store owner, recognized him from behind the counter. “Hey, Kent!” she said. “Long time no see. Oh, hey, Katie!”

I forced a smile. I wanted to grab Kent’s hand and race him out of there. We didn’t live in a huge city; we were going to recognized just about anywhere we went. But why did he have to pick there, of all places!?

That trendy thrift store in that small, conservative town was located in a charming old building with large windows that let in natural light. The store was a mix of vintage and modern clothing and was arranged by gender and age group.

The men's section of the thrift store mostly consisted of flannel shirts and camouflage patterns. There were racks of flannel shirts in various colors and sizes, ranging from classic red and black to bold blues and greens. The camouflage section had jackets, pants, and hats in various shades of green and brown, perfect for hunting or outdoor activities.

Aside from the more conservative choices, there were also some unique pieces in the men's section. Vintage band t-shirts and distressed denim jackets were some of the casual weekend looks available.

“Hi Felicia,” Kent said softly.

“Looking for something?”

My heart skipped a beat. “A little bit of everything,” Kent said.

“Well, guys stuff is over there,” Felicia said.

“I’m here for women’s stuff today, actually,” he said.

Then she turned and smiled at me. “Lucky girl, Katie,” she said. “I thought your birthday isn’t until June.”

I just stood there, feeling dizzy. I had no idea what to say—and then Kent said it, “It’s for me.” And I nearly blacked out. Felicia laughed at first, and then she went silent when Kent didn’t laugh with her—and I wasn’t laughing either. The store seemed to turn dead-silent. Some of the customers turned to look. I put my head down and scurried up behind my husband, and now he was headed for the intimate apparel section.

People kept watching us. “Can’t we just shop online?” I said, hot with embarrassment. I could tell that he was embarrassed too: redness on his cheeks, small steps as he walked like some sort of guilty mouse.

“I need it to fit,” he said. “I don’t know what fits. Plus, I can’t get deals like this online.”

I bit down on my tongue. “What about a coffee? Want me to run over to Starbucks? I can get us lattes. I’ll meet you back at the car.”

“I’d really like it if you stayed with me,” he said, turning to look at me.

I bit down on my tongue. Every second felt like torture: so much judgement, so many prying eyes. My husband was now sorting through lacy bras. Oh God, why did people have to be looking? He picked one out and held it to his chest. The sign said that you couldn’t try on the intimate apparel. “This looks about my size,” he said. “And I like the pattern.”

“It’s for a girl with boobs,” I said. “You don’t have boobs.”

“Well, I ordered some pads,” he said. “And then, you know, in the future…”

“What?” I said. “In the future, what?” I was whispering, terrified people were listening to us. That store was so silent; even whispering, every person in the place could hear every word.

“I have estrogen,” he said. “I got a prescription yesterday. They said it would be three months before… you know—there’s some growth. Six months until an A or B cup. And then, after a year, there’s the possibility of implants.”

My head was spinning. It was just too much too fast. A week ago, I had a ‘hunting, fishing, and loving every day’ husband. Now, I was shopping for bras with my wife-to-be. My whole life had been flipped on its head, and I’d never liked change. I liked my life before. I would even say that I’d been living my dream life. But this… this wasn’t my dream life.

I still loved him, don’t get me wrong. But seeing him holding a bra to his chest… it seemed to destroy all of those memories that we had together. The man in those memories was fading away. It almost seemed like I was grieving the loss of him.

He picked out two bras that he liked. He picked out panties. He picked out a pair of leggings, a pair of booty shorts, a skirt, a dress, a blouse, a tank-top, a feminine sweater made tight and soft, and a cute sort of blouse that had a ruffled layer that swept across both shoulders and hung over the bust of the breasts. I thought the clothes looked a bit youthful, considering Kent was almost thirty (the clothes had almost surely belonged to a teenager getting rid of her high-school attire, probably to afford more mature attire).

The total cost was $110, paid on Visa. Felicia didn’t say a word as she rang us through. I didn’t dare to make eye-contact with her, though I did look up for just long enough to see that she was dark red all over. Surely, she was going to be messaging her husband before we were even back at the car.

I was too embarrassed to speak—and afraid of offending Kent. Mostly, I was just glad that it was over… at least I thought it was over. “Where could I buy some affordable makeup?” he asked.

My heart fluttered. “I don’t know,” I said. “Maybe a pawn shop? There’s cheap stuff at makeup stores too. It’s kind of for teens who don’t have cash… Wal-Mart has a whole bunch of cheap stuff too.”

“Let’s go there,” he said.

So we went to Wal-Mart, which wasn’t quite as bad… until I heard the voice of my cousin, Rae. “Katie!” I turned to see her, pushing her shopping cart, with her young daughter.

I rushed over to her, to block her from seeing Kent, who was trying on an eyeliner sample.

“We really need to have coffee soon!” she said. And then she leaned over. “Is that Kent. Hi Kent!”

I tried to block her. “Coffee would be great. Maybe we can go to your place. I haven’t seen it since you and Greg finished that kitchen renovation.”

But she kept leaning over to see Kent. She laughed. “Kent, I think that’s there for the ladies!” she called out, seeing him testing the different eyeliners on his wrist. He had a flick on his eye now too.

“I bet you’re super busy,” I said. “We don’t want to keep you.”

“What’s he up to?” she asked.

“Oh, you know Kent—always up to something,” I said.

She laughed. “Seriously.”

“It’s, uh… for this thing with his friend. You know his friend who does all those prank videos? Kent got roped into doing one of them.” I was speaking quietly, so Kent couldn’t hear me.

“Oh,” she said. “Well, they’re always up to something funny, aren’t they.” She smiled. Then, she leaned over and looked at Kent again, probably not fully believing what I said—maybe because I made a point of saying it so quietly. She was suspicious, and now I wanted to cry. I had to bite hard on my tongue to stop myself from bursting into tears.

Kent spent another fifty dollars on makeup, and then I was relieved to be back in the car. “Can this day please be over,” I whispered.

“I’m sorry,” Kent said, looking like he was about to cry. “I didn’t know this would be so rough on you.”

“What?” I said. “I mean—I’m not trying to be a bitch, Kent… But what did you think?”

“I don’t know,” he said, shrugging his shoulders. “I just feel like I don’t care what other people think. I care what you think—that’s it.”

“How can you not care, even a little bit?”

“Because I’ve had ten years to think about this. I cared for ten years, and that just ate me up inside. Now, I can’t be bothered to care. I’m not going to let that hold me back anymore. Okay—so maybe I do care. Maybe I did want to run when I saw your cousin—and if I knew Felicia would have been working, I probably wouldn’t have picked that shop… but to me, these are just hurdles. They’re like obstacles I have to overcome to be… who I want to be.”

I squirmed. What if I was one of those obstacles? What if he was building up the courage to tell me he didn’t want to be with me? I tried not to think of that; I had too much to think of already.

We got home around 2:00 PM. It was a long day out, and I was emotionally exhausted. Kent put his things into his closet and then he came out to do some work on his laptop. “Aren’t you going to put on the new clothes?” I asked.

“Maybe tomorrow,” he said. His face was red. I could tell that he was terrified of letting me see him as a girl. He was probably going to do it when I was gone, because he knew that I had to work the next day. Maybe I didn’t want to see him as a girl. If he wanted to keep that part of his life to himself… maybe that was for the best—unless it meant cheating on me in any capacity. And how would I ever know? If he had his own little secret life, how could I possibly know what he was doing?

“Okay,” I said.

And the next day, I woke up early, before Kent. I made a point of leaving before he was awake. I wanted to be gone, leaving him the house to do whatever it was that he wanted to do; that was my idea of supporting him. Maybe you’re thinking, ‘that’s not enough,’ but it was all I was capable of mustering up. I was still hopeful that this was something he would get out of his system quickly, now that he was free to indulge.

Because, look—Kent had his share of impulse fads. There was that time that he was convinced he was going to quit his job and become a full-time musician. After talking about it for two years, I convinced him to quit his job and pursue it. “I can cover the bills for a year or two.” After a month, he got his old job back. “It just wasn’t for me,” he said, after volunteering at a studio for a couple of weeks. The fantasy of the music industry was much different than the reality…

Then there was his movie poster phase, where he was sure he wanted to design posters for movies, but the reality turned out to be a lot shittier than his fantasy. He only managed to get a few jobs on small independent films, and he spent countless hours revising his designs for clients who had no idea what they even wanted.

And I had a feeling that being a woman wasn’t going to be the cute fantasy he had in his mind. After a week of getting weird looks, and maybe some mean comments, sense would strike him hard and we could have our normal life back. Now, that’s not me saying that I was going to sabotage this trans-fantasy of his. I wasn’t going to take him places where people would be mean to him. I was probably going to try my best to protect him from that vitriol… but I wasn’t his handler; he was going to go off and live his life and he was going to experience life as a trans woman—and not a trans woman who had been taking estrogen since the age of ten, but a trans woman who had already finished male puberty.

Maybe it wouldn’t even take him a whole week. That was the hope, anyway… but it turns out, I was the one who was in for the big reality check.


CHAPTER 3
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Isaw Kent as a woman for the first time that evening. The sight shocked me, right to my core—maybe even more than when he told me he wanted to be a woman.

He was wearing one of the skirts from the thrift store. He was wearing the top with the ruffled shoulder piece. His legs were now shaved. His feet were in shoes that he must have purchased that day: discreet heels that made his feet look suspiciously small.

There was no wig. It was his natural hair, which granted had been getting fairly long. I’d been trying to convince him to get it cut for the better part of a year now, and it was almost touching his shoulders. I guess this is why he was resisting the haircut.

He had makeup on his face, which almost made him unrecognizable. The most baffling aspect of that transformation was the makeup skill; this was clearly something he’d been doing a lot over the years: secretly dolling himself up, because his eyeliner was perfect. The gradient he achieved with tones of brown… I’d been trying to pull that off my whole life.

His brow had been worked on: plucked, maybe waxed, maybe shaved; it was impossible to know how he did it without asking, but those eyebrows were perfect. His eyelashes seemed so long and full; I had to take a closer look to see if he was wearing fake lashes, but those were real.

The blush on his cheeks, the subtle contouring of his nose and cheekbones, the highlighted spots right where it worked best… “Kent…” I said. “What the fuck?”

“What?” he said softly.

“You…” I had a lump in my throat now. “You look like a… girl.”

He blushed and smiled. “That’s what I was going for.”

I shook my head, trying to reject what I was seeing, because it made no damn sense. This wasn’t what I was expecting. This wasn’t how he was supposed to look. He wasn’t going to get weird looks or comments like this, because people weren’t going to know he was actually male. And his legs! What did he do to his legs to make them look so… girly? They were just bare, shiny, smooth, tight… They were better than my legs. His arms, too, were remarkably toned in a feminine sort of way. And his hair; did he cut it? How did it suddenly look so girly? He had it parted differently now, but nothing else seemed different, yet somehow it was a girl’s haircut.

“You… look good,” I said.

“Thanks, Katie,” I said.

“Did you do your makeup yourself?”

He nodded his head.

“Well, that’s good,” I said. “I mean… it looks really good. I’m guessing you’v been practising for a while.”

He nodded his head again. He was standing there, shy, waiting for me to say something, but I didn’t know what to say.

“What am I supposed to do now?” I asked, honestly unsure of what he was waiting for.

“I don’t know,” he said. “Go on with business as usual, I guess.” But his voice was unchanged—and it just didn’t belong. It didn’t suit that girly image that was before me. It was confusing my brain, which was like a computer facing an error, trying to complete an impossible equation.

But at the same time, I didn’t want to tell Kent to change that voice. I didn’t want to lose that one last little piece of him—because the only other little piece of him was fluttering away now. “Hey Katie?” he said.

“What’s up?”

“Can you, uh, call me Kendra from now on?”

The question stunned me, took me off-guard, made me stutter, made me freeze. “K—Kendra?” I said.

He nodded his head. Or, I should say, she nodded her head. How could I even think of her as a male anymore? That was all gone now… mostly gone. I was trying to hold onto those last little glimmers, but I knew those glimmers were fleeting.

“No problem,” I said. “Katie and Kendra. I, uh, guess that’s us now.”

She smiled, blushed, and then I brushed by her to get a glass of wine, which was desperately needed.

“How was work?” she asked, still with that male voice.

“It was fine: a long day,” I said. “But I got a lot done.” I didn’t want to look at her.

“That’s good,” she said. “I go back to work tomorrow.”

I froze for a moment. I turned to face Ken—Kendra. I stared into her eyes. My hands were trembling. “Are you, uh, going like… Kendra?”

She nodded her head. “That’s the plan.”

“You, uh… work with Helena’s brother,” I said. Helena was my sister.

She nodded her head.

“Does… he know?”

She shook her head.

I just stood there. The worst was yet to come. Soon, I would be getting text messages, phone calls… or worse: nothing. I would have no idea what people thought about this whole situation. I would have no idea what they were saying about Kendra, about me, about our relationship.

I managed to smile. “It will be an interesting day,” I said.

She nodded her head.

“Are you embarrassed?” she asked suddenly as I poured myself a glass of wine.

“Embarrassed?” I asked, turning to face her.

She stared into my eyes.

“Um, no,” I lied. “It’s just… it’s an adjustment period.” I tried to force a smile, and then I took a big, big sip from my wine. I wanted it to burn. I wanted it to get me as tipsy as possible, as quickly as possible. I wanted an escape from this anxiety.

So I drank half of that bottle before dinner.

Kent—I mean, Kendra—made dinner: a pasta with generous spicy Italian meatballs. The dinner was delicious, though she used a bit of my wine to make the sauce, and I would have liked to have that wine inside of me in pure form.

It was weird, sitting across from her at the table. Her eyes hardly looked like her eyes. They were, like, twice the size: bright and flashing. Her skin, with makeup, was so smooth and immaculate… or maybe that was the estrogen she was taking… or the testosterone-blockers.

I spent a minute trying to decide if she was wearing coloured contact lenses. I knew she had green eyes… but these were like emeralds. Maybe it was just the mascara bringing out the colour and brightness… And then there was that smell. No, it wasn’t the pasta sauce. “Are you wearing… perfume?”

She nodded her head.

“Where did you get it?”

“Well, at a pawn shop today,” she said with a small smile. “I know it’s a weird place to buy perfume, but they have a whole counter with stuff like that there. It was ten bucks. I looked online and it retails for like two-hundred.”

“Wow,” I said. “It smells really… nice.”

She smiled. We ate. Then, she looked at me and said, “I rented a movie. I thought we could watch it tonight.”

“Um,” I said. “I was supposed to do a workout.” It was a lie; I didn’t have a workout scheduled. I just wanted a break from that awkward tension. But now I felt bad, looking into her eyes. I needed to be supportive, even if it was horribly awkward.

Now, being supportive didn’t necessarily mean staying with Kendra. I still had to make that determination myself.

Yes, I believe in vows: for better or worse, and all that… but these were special circumstances. This was a different person. This wasn’t the man that I married; this wasn’t a man at all. And the officiant also said that he pronounced us man and wife, not woman and wife—but those vows did still mean everything to me. I wasn’t a believer in divorce, but, as I said: special circumstances.

I wanted Kendra to be happy. I loved her and I would always cherish those memories, even though now many of them stung. But I still had to worry about myself, my own happiness, and I needed to prioritize my own life. I was still a person with my own hopes and dreams and my own vision for my life. When Kent asked me to marry him, many years earlier, he wasn’t the only guy in the picture.

I wasn’t cheating on Kent. Kent knew about Andrew, my childhood friend who told me, one day when I was nineteen, that he’d always been madly in love with me. Andrew was a nice guy, and one of my best friends. And Kent and I had only been dating for a few months; there had been no talk about being exclusive, so yes, I went on a couple of dates with Andrew. At the time, Kent had no idea.

Andrew was charming, though a bit poor as he was paying his way through trade school. Our date was drinking beer on the back of his truck, down by the river. Andrew looked into my eyes and told me his plans for our future: “Farm house, wrap-around porch, a few goats, some chickens, and we’ll sit by the fire every night: your legs on my lap. As soon as I can afford it, I want to buy you some cute cowgirl boots.”

Andrew would have done anything to win me over, but in the end, I picked Kent, because Kent was the one who was there when my dad died. I was at the hospital: a complete wreck. He showed up and wrapped his arms around me. “You’re supposed to be at work,” I said.

“I left when I heard,” he said. And he lost his job because of it, but he didn’t complain.

Andrew told me he would come see me on the weekend, after his week was over.

It was that single event that made me decide Kent over Andrew. But when I told Andrew that I was going to be exclusive with Kent, Andrew didn’t stop. Andrew spent two years trying to win me over. Kent even had a frightening confrontation with Andrew one day when Andrew came to our house to bring me those cowgirl boots he had promised me years earlier—now that he was working a steady job.

Kent took those boots and threw them in the trash after Andrew refused to leave with them. A part of me was happy to see how much Kent was willing to fight for me, to ensure that I would be his… but I still felt bad for Andrew.

Andrew went and got married a few years later to a pretty little model from Sweden. He invited me to the wedding, and even offered to fly me out to Sweden for a week, but Kent said it was inappropriate, and insisted I not go.

I believe in vows, but I also believe in fate. It was that morning, when I got to work, tired from hardly sleeping, that I saw that Andrew had changed his relationship status online from married to single. He broke up with that Swedish model, deleted all of his pictures with her, and he’d made his status, ‘Starting fresh.”

And I thought about telling Kendra about Andrew’s status when she asked, “Anything new?” But I didn’t want to scare her. I wasn’t trying to face them off against each other… again. Though it was hard not to think about Andrew, wondering what could have been… or what still could be.

I wasn’t a believer in coincidences. I truly believed that the universe was, if nothing else, showing me another option.

“So are you going to work out, or do you want to watch this movie?” Kendra asked.

“I guess we can watch the movie.”

We went to the couch. At first, it was a bit awkward. She was sitting differently than normal: feet up, together by her bum, knees together. Her pose was very feminine; was she doing that on purpose? Was she actively trying to look like a girl? Was this some sort of act?

She had a bowl of popcorn, freshly popped. She put it down on the couch cushion between us. “Have some,” she said.

“Okay,” I said. The movie started. It was a chick-flick—not something Kent would have picked ever… so why did Kendra want to watch it?

It wasn’t long before it felt just like watching a movie with one of my girlfriends. And is that what Kendra wanted to be? One of my girlfriends? Because I didn’t want another girlfriend. I wanted a partner… I wanted a husband.

The movie was romantic, and when the characters started smooching, Kendra looked over at me. “Want to sit with me?” she asked, moving that popcorn bowl.

“Um,” I said. “Sure. I mean—my back kind of hurts from work.” I sat stiff next to her, and then she snuggled her face into my side, putting her hand on my thigh, curling up into a tight, girly ball. She’d never sat like that in her life. And it felt weird. I wasn’t sure what to do, so I reached over and put my hand around her, feeling now like a dude. She snuggled in tighter. The smell of her perfume made all of those embarrassing memories from the day before return hard.

This was just too much, too fast. But I bit my tongue and tried to tough it out; maybe I could get used to it. Maybe nothing else would be different…

I wanted to play along with this new identity, but I wasn’t willing to become the man in the relationship. I wasn’t going to start being the dominant one. I wasn’t going to be the big spoon. I wasn’t going to fuck her in the ass with a strap-on.

Call me what you will: a monster, a transphobe, a bigot—but I had my preferences and I was allowed to have them. So I repositioned myself after asking her to sit up. I cuddled into her the way I wanted and I let her make the next move.

Normally, Kent would have put his arm around me—and maybe even tried to convince me into giving him a blowjob, since my mouth was so close to his cock. But now, Kendra had a different approach, curling up and snuggling up to me, as if we were a pair of little kittens taking a nap together. I wasn’t sure how to respond.

I didn’t hate it, but it’s not what I was expecting.

But there was no sexual advance—not even when that late scene came on where the main characters had passionate sex, filmed in a very classy, tasteful way. Normally, that would have been Kent’s cue to lay me down and kiss me all over, until I said, “I’m not in the mood, Kent!” But Kendra stayed cuddled, only caressing me ever-so-slightly on my bare thigh. I drank more wine.

It was strange. It was like being with… a woman.

That perfume smell… her soft thighs against mine… the way she was curled up. My man was gone! The only part of my man that still remained was that voice: as if Kent’s voice was now trapped in the body of some cute young woman… And she really did look to be at least half a decade younger than Kent.

I felt still, unsure of what I was supposed to do. Could I touch her the way that I used to touch my husband? Did she want to be snuggled the same way? My mind was racing.

And then another scene came on in the romantic movie we were watching: a twist between one of the supporting characters, the one with the abusive boyfriend. While discussing a pay raise at work, her female boss made a move on her, and suddenly, they were kissing: surprise, she’s a lesbian. Well, normally, the scene would have eliciting nothing but a simple, “Oh, didn’t see that coming.” But now, there was a strange tension as we watched the two girls kissing and caressing each other.

I could feel her tension. I wondered if this was why she picked this movie; did she know about this scene, or was it just a coincidence? Was it supposed to inspire something?

Well, the puritan filmmakers decided to cut to black before the scene got too hot and heavy, unlike the scene between the protagonist girl and the male love interest. We never did see the lesbians going at it—maybe because very few people actually know what lesbians get up to when they fuck… myself included.

It’s not something most people think about; it’s not something I ever thought about. I mean—I always just assumed that one of them put on a strap-on and then they went at it… but in that scene, neither of the girls had a strap-on, unless that boss just kept one in her desk. But she wasn’t that kind of character, and the supporting girl wasn’t the type to have a dildo conveniently in her purse. So when the mood strikes, how do lesbians fuck? Do they just eat each other out? Is it all fingers? Do they just scissor together until their clits are stimulated?

And Kendra… what was her idea of sex, now that she was a woman?

I snuggled myself into her lap, trying to pretend like nothing was different. And that’s when I felt it: a hard bulge. She was erect from watching the hot lesbian scene that was on the screen for less than sixty seconds. Now, it was throbbing against my face. And I must admit that I was thrilled. I tried to hide my smile.

I was an open-minded girl, but there were some things that I needed to have in a relationship. Sex was one of those things. And now, I wanted to let Kendra know that I was still a female with female needs. I gently moved my hand to her crotch. I carefully wrapped my fingers around that hard shaft. I squeezed…

But it was a bit weird, feeling the pleated skirt against my hand. And then she raised her leg up and brushed me with that butter-smooth thigh. The smell of that perfume entered my nose, and then she suddenly rolled over, wrapping her leg around me.

She straddled me in a different kind of way—not what I was used to. She had her knees bent, bum on my lap, legs outside of my body instead of spreading my legs open. She bent down and her soft hair tickled my face, but it usually didn’t feel like that—and it usually didn’t smell like that either. Now, she wasn’t just using the generic Head & Shoulders shampoo. This shampoo made her smell like a salon.

Her lips felt different too: soft, plumper, with a bit of gloss that had that gloss taste that every girl knows. She kissed slowly and gently, not the way Kent kissed me. Kent would always just ‘attack’ with his mouth, quick to the tongue, hands all over my body. But Kendra was more gentle… she was like a different person. She was… a girl.

Now, I was kissing a girl.

I’d kissed a girl before, in high-school, at a party. I did it to impress some boys who were also at the party, and my female partner did it to impress the boys too—the same boys, in fact, and we ended up fighting because of it. But that kiss stayed with me for a long time. In fact, Kent would always ask me to tell him more about it, even though there wasn’t much to say: we were both drinking and boys were daring girls to do silly things; they dared us to kiss, so we did it. It lasted thirty seconds; we shared tongues; she sucked on my bottom lip. But it was the way that she kissed me that was so much different from what I was used to… It was so… gentle but passionate, so sexy, so enticing.

It didn’t turn me into a lesbian, but I did often think about that kiss when I kissed other boys—and then when I kissed Kent for years and years. I always wondered why boys couldn’t figure out how to kiss with so much passion and sensuality; I guess it was just a girl thing.

Well, now that Kent was Kendra, she apparently managed to figure it out. Now, she was kissing me with those slow, sensual moves, gentle and playful, little bits of tongue, little pulls of the lip. Okay, so maybe I liked it a little bit.

But the way she was straddling me; that’s now what I wanted. I wanted her to open my legs. I wanted her to press her cock against me, and grind the slit between my legs—the way she normally initiated foreplay. I kept trying to wriggle her into that position, but she wanted to kiss me in her way.

I can’t say it was bad. It was just… different.

And she wasn’t rushing into sex, which was kind of nice. Kent never spent more than two or three minutes in foreplay. But now, Kendra was making it last. She was kissing my neck now. The top of her head was against my face: that salon smell that twisted my mind…

She pulled down my top. I heaved out my chest and then she went down, kissing my breasts before finding my nipple. But it wasn’t like when I offered my chest to Kent, who would squeeze my tits hard and then suck on my nipples—sometimes painfully. Kendra was more careful. Her warm breath tickled and tease my nipple, and then the tip of her tongue did the same. She drew small circles around my areola. She flicked gently with a small giggle, and then I let out a surprising moan. She licked again before giving a gentle suck.

It was something I’d never done before, reaching around her head and grabbing her hair, squeezing it, pulling it, and then pulling her head harder into my chest. She gently sucked again, teasing with her tongue. When did she learn to do this? Had she always known how to do this, but she kept it from me?

“Oh God, Kent,” I moaned. I didn’t realize I wasn’t using her new name. She didn’t correct me, probably not wanting to kill the mood.

Her hands moved gently down my body. I put my hands on her, feeling that ruffled top, made from that amazingly soft fabric. Then I moved my hands down, feeling her skirt, her smooth skin—and then her panties.

It was all so confusing, until I found her erection. I squeezed that hard rod for dear life, not wanting to lose it; it was that one little thing that reminded me that she was still my… husband. Yes, I know that she was now my wife, but she was also my husband. Oh God, it was so confusing, but I wasn’t ready to give that up.

I had a friend who’s father came out as trans a few years earlier. She told me that she changed her name from Joe to Jayla, but she refused to say ‘mom’. “She’ll always be dad to me,” she told me, and that made my head spin—just like it was spinning now. It was one of those small details that I would need to figure out how to navigate.

But Kendra wasn’t Kent, even though she was. Now, she knew what she wanted as a woman—and maybe it’s what she always wanted. She took my wrist and pushed down, moving my hand from her cock. She pushed that hand between her legs, until I was on her bum. It took me a moment to understand what she was trying to get me to do.

“You want me to finger your ass?” I asked, stunned. In ten years, Kent never asked for anything like it. I would have done it for him; I didn’t care. I had girlfriend who told me, in secret, that their hubbies liked to be fingered back there. One girlfriend even told me that they sometimes switched positions, using a strap-on that he bought.

Well, maybe Kent never had the confidence to ask. It wasn’t something I was just going to do without being told to do it; I wasn’t about to strip away a man’s masculinity. But Kendra wasn’t afraid to ask, though she was now blushing, staring into my eyes, batting her big eyelashes but saying nothing as her eyes did the talking.

“O—Okay,” I said. Then she leaned back down and kept teasing my nipples. So with my hand reached far down, I began to ‘tickle’ her asshole.

She moaned. I drew circles with my fingertip. She rocked her hips. I gently pushed into her after moving her panties aside: half an inch at most, put it was enough to make her clench, enough to make her moan out.

And then I moaned as she sucked my nipple harder.

This went on for a minute, and then there was a sudden change of positions. She spun around and sat her ass down on my face. Then, I felt her fingers moving my panties away from my pussy, and then I felt her warm breath and her wet tongue. I gasped.

She began to lick, using a similar teasing technique with the tip of her tongue. She was more gentle than the Kent that I was used to. Kendra moved around that pussy like she had one of her own, like she knew how it felt to tickle a clit, like she knew how hard to push, how fast to lick, how intense to suck… If it didn’t feel so damn good, I would have stopped to say, ‘What the fuck have you been up to that I should know about!?’

But I couldn’t help but think that this was something she’d always had, something she was always too afraid to unleash because I might say, ‘You’re fucking me like a girl.’

Well, now she was fucking me like a girl… but I thought I could make it more… normal. I grabbed her cock, which was out of her panties, and I tipped it down to my mouth. I began to suck her tip, but the moment didn’t last long. She reached down and used her hand to pull the shaft away from me. Then she inched her bum towards my lips so my mouth couldn’t possibly reach her crotch. She wanted me to lick out her butthole.

And in that moment, I realized that she’d prepared her butthole just for this.

First of all, it was shaved—maybe even bleached. And it had been douched; don’t ask me how I could tell, because I can’t quite explain that to you… you can just tell the difference between a normal asshole and an asshole that has been rinsed with water… and possibly soapy water.

Kent had never asked me to do anything like that: eating out an asshole. I can’t say it’s something that I ever thought about doing, and now, I wasn’t sure it’s something that I wanted to do. But it’s what Kendra wanted, and I needed to see if it was something I could give her. All of these little ‘details’ were relevant to my ultimate decision as to whether I was going to stay. If this is the sex she wanted, I needed to know if it’s what I wanted.

Right now, the answer was no.

But I had to give it a go. So I licked, reluctantly, grazing that asshole with my tongue. She puckered, which was a weird feeling. I licked again and she puckered again.

I closed my thighs around her head as she began to dig into me with her tongue. Okay, so being eaten out felt great… but eating a girl out… the jury was still out on that one.

I tried to mimic what she was doing to me, and now, she was pushing her tongue into me. I wasn’t sure I wanted to push my tongue into her. That hole was designed for something specific, after all; I don’t need to tell you what.

But I had to try it. I had to be open for her… for myself. I pushed my tongue into the hole and felt it tightening around me. I squirmed and wriggled and tried hard to slide it in and out. She began to rock her hips against my face. She was doing the same thing to my pussy.

I tried to find her cock with my hand, to jerk her off while I ate her out, but she had her thighs blocking me out. I couldn’t quite access that cock. It was almost like she didn’t want me touching it… almost like she didn’t want me acknowledging it. Did she even want it? Was she going to cut it off?

Yes, I’d done a bit of research over the past couple of days. I read all about that surgery that trans girls get to finish the transformation. I was too afraid to ask Kendra if that’s what she wanted, because I’ll be honest with you: it’s not at all what I wanted. I was an open-minded girl, but I needed certain things, and not to sound crude, but yes, a cock is one of those things.

Being eaten out is nice. Being fingered is nice. Being plunged with a dildo—it’s all nice. But nothing beats a warm, thick shaft sliding in and out… and then that finale: the gush of warm cream, like hot oil filling deeply, resonating…

I managed to roll Kendra over. Now I was on top of her, and she was looking into my eyes, glossy, nervous, lips pressed thin. She reached her hands up, stretching her arms high above her head. I looked down at her body. She’d only been taking estrogen for a few days, but I was almost certain that I could see a pair of buds: soft tissue that hadn’t been there before… or maybe my mind was playing tricks on me.

I looked down and saw that cock. It looked different, now with no pubic hair around it. It almost looked like she’d rubbed around the area with some sort of skin cream to make it soft and glistening. I grabbed it, feeling it throbbing. I brought it to my hole. I closed my eyes and sat down, feeling a huge wave of relief. I moaned softly.

So much was different, but that one thing was just the same.

I slid and bounced. I kept my eyes closed. I will admit it: I was trying to picture Kent, as he was a week earlier: with that bit of scruff on his cheeks and chin, with his hairy thighs against my body… no, they were never super-hairy, but it was enough to know that I was with a man.

But now, picturing that man was hard. Kendra’s smooth thighs grazed me. Her perfume confused me. Her hands moved so sensually, and she wasn’t just ramming up into me the way I was used to. She was sensual and slow with her movements.

No, it wasn’t the same. I wasn’t having sex with a man now; I didn’t even feel like I was the one being fucked; I was the one fucking her… even though she was inside of me.

And it got weirder. She took my head and pushed it down, until my mouth was on her nipple. I knew she wanted me to suck, so that’s what I did. She moaned: a girly sound that I’d never heard before. I sucked harder; she moaned louder.

“A cucumber,” I heard her say. I kept going, thinking my mind was just playing tricks. “A cucumber,” she said again—and then I paused. I looked at her and she was staring at me.

“What?” I said.

“From the fridge. Grab a cucumber,” she blushed.

I didn’t know what to do. I looked over at the fridge, baffled, speechless. Then, I dismounted the cock. My pussy dripped a few warm drops. I went to the cold fridge. I grabbed a fresh cucumber. I took it back to her and stared at her for a moment. She parted her lips slightly, as if to say: let me suck it. So I put the tip of it to her lips. She opened wider, accepting it.

Her face was so red. I just held it as she sucked it, sliding her tongue all over it. My heart was racing. Spit dripped down the length of that long vegetable.

Then, she spread her legs wide and took her knees to the sides of her chest. She didn’t say anything, but I knew what she wanted. I looked down at that hole.

Her erection was still there: that sweet, amazing cock that she seemed to want nothing to do with.

But I gave her what she wanted. I put the tip of that cucumber against her hole. I gently pushed in and she moaned loudly. I twisted left and right, pushing harder, until I penetrated her. In that moment, I no longer saw Kent. The last bit of Kendra’s ‘manliness’ went away with that emasculating penetration, with that feminine moan. “Oh God, that feels so good,” she said softly, now using a woman’s voice that shocked me into paralysis for a few seconds—until I was able to push the cucumber deeper. “Oh, yes, yes, yes! Fuck me, Katie. Fuck me in my little pussy.”

I froze again. My head was spinning. This time, I remained frozen. I looked down at her submissive body. Kent really was gone. Kendra had really taken her place. She looked at me, right into my eyes, as if to ask if I was going to keep going.

“Fuck me, baby,” she said softly.

No. I didn’t like it. A woman is allowed to have her sexual preferences. I wasn’t going to let the fear of being labeled a bitch or a bigot stop me from wanting what I wanted.

“Come on, baby,” she said in that girly voice. “Fuck me. Fuck my tight little pussy.” She bit down on her bottom lip.

“I think I’m going to take a shower,” I said, and then I jumped to my feet and rushed away before she saw me crying. I locked the door.

And then, five minutes later, she was there at the door, with that girly voice that came out of nowhere. “Katie, are you okay, sweetie?” Why was she talking like that? How long has she been practising that voice? How long had she been waiting to unleash it?

My head was spinning. I started weeping, mourning. Now, I was closer to making my final verdict: our relationship was doomed.
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Islept on the couch, though Katie insisted I take the bed. “Please,” I said. “Just leave me alone.” I didn’t want to have to run off to a hotel; I was too exhausted.

“We should talk about this,” she said. She was still using that girly voice, as if a switch had flipped inside of her head. I wanted to ask her to cut out the voice, but I knew it was part of the new her.

“Tomorrow, Kendra,” I said. I still felt uncomfortable using that name—and now, the name was starting to become associated with frustration: a reminder that my life had been flipped upside down.

She left me to be alone. And I probably would have cried all night if I hadn’t been so exhausted, hardly able to keep my eyes open. The whole situation was emotionally draining, and that kind of emotional stress really takes a lot out of a person.

I woke up to my phone alarm. It was time to go to work. I slipped into the bedroom and saw Kendra sleeping, wearing a little satin slip that she must have bought herself. I got dressed quietly and then left.

And work was miserable. Everyone was staring at me. My whole morning was plagued by ‘looks’. And it wasn’t until lunchtime that a girl finally said to me, “Is it true? Is Kent really a lady now?”

“It’s none of your business,” I said, trying to walk away.

I heard giggling a few minutes later: girls gossiping. “What’s so funny?” I asked, knowing this was about my situation.

“Your wife just changed her profile picture,” they said—and then they showed me: a selfie that Kendra must have taken the day before, because the makeup and outfit was exactly the same.

Why did she insist on going public without my permission?

No—she didn’t need my permission; I understand that she was her own person and I wasn’t some controlling wife… but these were small details that we needed to be on the same page about. Now, I felt blindsided. Kent had so many of my friends on Facebook. Maybe she was ready to come out to the world, but what about me? Didn’t she care if I was ready for it? It affected me too—and it was affecting me now.

“I think it’s sweet,” said one girl with a smile. “She looks cute.”

“Are you going to stay with her?” asked another girl. “Sorry if that’s super personal, but… well, you’re not a lesbian, are you?” There was some more giggling. It was impossible to tell if they were teasing me or if the questions were genuine.

“Just mind your own business,” I said.

“Kendra,” said another girl. “That’s a cute name. I wish I could choose my own name.” She laughed. “Then, I would probably go with something like… Alice. I always liked the name Alice. Oh well, I guess only certain people get to just pick their names.”

I scowled. “What’s stopping you from just changing your name? The process is just the same. Kent has to go and fill out all the legal papers—the same ones you would have to fill out if you want to change your name to Alice.”

She just stared at me. “So you still call her Kent?”

I turned red all over. I pressed my lips thin and cleared my throat. “It was a slip of the tongue. This isn’t anyone’s business.”

“Oh, don’t act like you haven’t gossiped about anyone before, Katie,” said Susanne. “Nobody’s making fun of you or your… partner. They’re just questions, Katie.”

“How would you like it if I started talking about the divorce you went through last year, Susanne!?” I snapped. I had to bite down on my tongue, but that didn’t stop the rage from boiling over. “Did you ever get custody of your kid back? Or is the court never get those three consecutive positive drug tests?”

She gasped.

“What? They’re just questions, Susanne!”

I was sent home from work with a stern warning. “Leave your baggage at home,” my manager said to me. “I don’t want you to lose your job over this.”

“Tell them to leave my baggage alone!” I growled.

“I’ll have a talk with the whole team and make sure this topic doesn’t come up again,” he said. But that was almost worse: being treated like some kid with cancer, everyone walking on eggshells, everyone gossiping behind my back—and I would never know what they were saying about me.

I went home crying, of course. It seemed like my life was falling apart.

And now, Kendra was at work, revealing herself to the last few people who didn’t know. My phone began buzzing around 3:00 PM: unknown numbers who apparently knew me, asking if it was true. “Long time no talk,” said one stranger. “I heard something weird about Kent. Wondering if it’s true.” I had no idea who the person was… probably some old high-school classmate… but I didn’t message them back; it wasn’t their business, and I wasn’t looking to talk about it.

I didn’t want to answer a single message or acknowledged a single one of the prying townspeople. It wasn’t their business! Was I going to have to move? Was divorce imminent? Where could I go to escape this? And would I have to tell every future parter about this humiliation? ‘Oh, by the way, I turned my last husband into a woman.’ I fell onto the couch and wept.

Then, my phone dinged again. I went to grab it, so I could throw it across the room, and then I saw the name: Andrew.

Andrew had been blocked by Kent many years earlier, so Andrew couldn’t see Kent’s new look on Facebook. The message was seemingly unrelated to the whole incident. “Hey Katie. I just moved back to town and was hoping we could maybe catch up—if Kent is okay with it, of course. Maybe he can even come along, just in case he thinks it’s weird or whatever. Anyway, let me know if you’re free!”

My hands were trembling. I’d never been one to believe in coincidences. This was no coincidence: this was God offering me a path out of my current situation. He was giving me a choice.

And I really was stopped in my tracks. I stared at that message, reading it over and over, wondering if it was real, wondering if I was dreaming. I didn’t answer. I had no idea what I was going to do, but I knew that I had to make some big, hard decisions.
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Awoman can’t just give up on her husband so easily—even if that husband becomes a wife. I’d been through a lot with Kendra… nothing compared to what I was going through now, but a few bad days weren’t going to make me throw in the towel.

Though I was realizing divorce was likely inevitable, I felt as though I’d already gone through the worst of this storm. I’d endured her coming-out. I’d weathered the reactions of friends and acquaintances. I’d seen the woman that I was signed up to spend the rest of my life with. And I knew what she now wanted sexually. I was close to having all of the information I needed to make my final decision.

But my parents had taught me to be rational and level-headed, no matter what. My dad was an engineer and my mom spent her life working in a university, overseeing student studies. They were very analytical people, and I’d always considered myself to be the same way.

And that seemed like the best way to approach my current conundrum. I needed to gather all of the information to make a rational decision. I was already thinking of my vows like a lawyer, treating the ‘pronounce you man and wife’ part as my legal loophole.

Before I could make a final conclusion, I needed to know what life would look like with Kendra. To start, we had that awkward talk: talking for the first time since the sex incident. “So the cucumber,” I said. “Is that… what you want?”

She stared into my eyes before nodding her head. “I want to feel like a girl.”

“But I’m not a man,” I said. “If you want to feel like a girl, you need to find a man to make you feel that way—and I’m not going to put on your old jeans, draw facial hair on with my brow pencil, and put on a strap-on… it’s just not going to happen.”

“It’s something that will work itself out,” she said. I hated that answer so, so much. It was a typical Kent answer, so I have to say that I was surprised to hear it from Kendra. It was one thing that remained unchanged: her laissez faire attitude. I hated that hippy shit so much: expecting the universe to solve your problems for you… But at least it reminded me of who I married, so it did come with a bite of relief.

“It needs to work itself out,” I said. “Because… look. I need a man to fuck me properly. Maybe a woman—I don’t know yet. But I need to be fucked hard once in a while if I’m going to think straight.”

She blushed but didn’t answer me. Maybe I was being too blunt, but the only way through this forest was with hard honesty.

“Now let’s talk about the Facebook thing,” I said. “What the fuck was that?”

“What?” she said.

“It’s something we should have done together.”

“I hated seeing it the way it was,” she said. “It wasn’t me. I’ve always hated it. But now… it’s me.”

“I was blindsided, Kendra,” I growled. “I get that I sound like the villain here, but you don’t know how that affected me. I know that you’re ready to endure all the gossip and all of the looks. You’ve spent a decade getting ready for this. But not me—for me, it hasn’t even been a week.”

She stared down at her feet with a guilty sort of look, and I must admit that I felt suddenly frustrated because it looked like she was playing the victim. I wanted to make it clear with her: she wasn’t going to be able to use this new part of her life as the victim card every time she wanted to get out of an awkward situation. “That hurt, Kendra,” I said.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I should have waited.”

“Don’t mope like that,” I said, shaking my head. “I get that this is hard for you too—but… since you started this whole thing, it’s been like… Kendra’s personal journey. But I’m still here, Kendra. This is supposed to be Kendra and Katie. Remember?” I got a bit teary eyed. She nodded her head.

“You’re right,” she said softly. “It won’t happen again. There’s just… a lot happening right now.”

Then, I was taken by surprise when she started bawling her eyes out. “Oh God, I’m so sorry.” She threw herself at me and wept uncontrollably into my chest.

“Um…” I said, not sure what to do.

And then, I realized that she was finally feeling the effects of that estrogen she’d been taking for nearly a week. She was being hammered by female emotions that she never knew before. And she really was crying like a girl: whimpering, sniffling. I will admit that it was a bit of an ugly cry: the kind that she had to deal with from me once a month.

I stroked her head. “There, there,” I said. “It’ll be, uh… okay.

“I just love you so much,” she said. “I thought you were going to leave me when I told you… but you’ve been so supportive and… and… I don’t deserve you!” She squeezed me hard, making me gasp. She bawled for another five minutes while I stroked her head. The rest of that conversation was going to have to wait.

Finally, she sniffled herself into a silence, and then she snuggled into me. “You’re so warm,” she said softly. “I really don’t deserve you.”

“It’s fine. You, uh, deserve me,” I said. “I just don’t want you to forget that you married me. We’re partners… remember?”

She looked up into my eyes, batted her lashes, and then she threw herself at me, kissing me passionately. It was almost like she was on her period, struggling to handle all of her pulsing emotions. It was only a minute before she was on top of me, straddling me, sucking on my face in a somewhat feminine way… but it was closer to the Kent that I was used to.

She began to kiss my neck, and then she pulled down my top and sucked on my nipples. Somehow, we ended up right back to where we were the other night. And this time, I bit down on my tongue and decided to cave, giving her what she wanted.

I reached around and stuck my hand under the skirt of her dress. I pulled her panties aside, and then I penetrated her with my finger. She gasped, freezing. “Is, uh, this what you like?” I asked. I began to pump my finger in and out of her tight tush.

“Oh my God,” she moaned, closing her eyes and letting her head fall back.

So I pumped harder, faster, with two fingers… and then three. She sat up, still stranding me. Now, her erection was standing tall, making a tent out of her dress. It was throbbing, making me long for the old days where that cock would have been deep inside of me. Now, I deeply regretted all of the times I said, “I’m feeling too tired,” when Kent would make moves on me. I wished I could go back and accept each one of those fuckings.

I fingered her hard for five minutes, until she screamed out loud: a pulsating orgasm that overtook her whole body. I’d never heard her scream like that. She reached down, grabbed my tits, and sunk her nails into my skin. “Fuck! Yes! Yes! Yes! Fuck! It feels so good, Katie! Fuck! Don’t stop! Oh my God!”

And then I felt the dripping, on my pelvis. I looked down and saw the big wet spot growing slowly around the tip of her tent. Cum was pooling under my bellybutton. Wait… was she… coming? Well, it wasn’t like the cum I was used to. It wasn’t so white, but clear instead. It wasn’t quite as thick, but it was thicker than pee… so I knew it wasn’t pee. And the way it was coming down, in gushes… It was certainly cum!

I lifted up her skirt and saw it billowing out. I gasped. I was making her cum with my fingers in her asshole. I pulled out suddenly and she fell down on me, slapping her hard cock down into that warm goo. She convulsed all over. “I fucking love you so much,” she whispered in my ear.

And then she reached down. She smeared her own cum around with her cock. Then, she brought her cum-slicked penis to my pussy and jammed it into me, making me gasp. She looked into my eyes. She was wide-eyed, red all over. There was a moment of silence, and then she started fucking me like she’d never fucked me before.

She rocked my body back and forth, slamming me so hard that the couch slid across the ground by a few inches every time, until it was pushed up nearly against the wall (it would have made it all the way if it wasn’t for the scrunched up rug).

I raised my legs high in the air as she dominated me. I screamed loud. “Oh my fucking God!” I screamed. “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! Oh God! My fucking pussy! That feels so fucking good! Oh my God! I’m coming!” I reached for whatever I could grab: handfuls of couch, throw pillows… and then her chest. I felt the soft lumps that were the very, very early forming of breast tissue. I squeezed and that made her moan.

The couch was wet now. I’d only squirted three or four times in my life… that was one of them… and I made a real mess. “Fuck!” I screamed. “Oh my fucking God! Fuck! Fuck! Kendra! You’re fucking making me cum!”

She didn’t come inside of me, which I suppose was a bit of a letdown… but that orgasm was one of the most powerful I’d ever had. It left me speechless. We were both speechless, blushing, and even giggling a little as we stumbled to our feet after. She hid her cock away in her panties quickly, straightening out her skirt to make herself look cute again.

There was an awkward silence. She just seemed shocked… and maybe I was even more shocked, not sure what to say or do. I was relieved to know that sex was still on the table; though I was too afraid to ask if what we’d just done: her ramming me with her hard cock—was even something she wanted, or if she was just doing it for me. I don’t think I could have held myself together if she told me that it was just to appease me.

So I stayed silent. She did the same, probably just as afraid to ask if I was at all into fingering her until she had her orgasm. And even if she had asked, I had no idea what I would say. I had no idea if I did like it. I liked making my husband (or wife, I should say) happy, and I’m not sure I’d ever seen her so happy. I’ve definitely never seen her so euphoric. Even now, she was blushing all over: glowing in a way that I just wasn’t used to from her.

But I knew now what she really wanted, and I wasn’t sure I could give it to her. I had to be honest with myself.

There was only one way to know for sure if this was something that I could accept, sexually speaking.
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Life is full of awkward moments, and for whatever reason, those awkward moments refuse to be forgotten. The next day, I lived through one of those very moments: a moment I wished that I could forget about as soon as it was over.

I walked into that adult sex shop. I’d never been inside of one of those places before, but there was something I needed to buy. In retrospect, I should have just ordered it online and waited a few days… but I’d never been one to wait. When I got an idea in my head, I had to see it through as quickly as possible, and I knew that I could turn a few days of waiting into a quick stop at the adult toy store.

It wasn’t just a toy store, of course; they sold magazines and movies and lubricants and condoms. I felt so awkward stepping in. I’d driven by the place a thousand times before, but I’d never seen it on the inside. My car was parked two blocks away, just in case someone recognized it.

There were two women behind the counter. One was older, looking like she belonged in a bakery with her curly blonde hair. The other was younger, looking like she belonged exactly where she was. She was wearing tight black lingerie that was see-thru in the spots where some coverage was needed. I tried not to look at her nipples, focussing instead on her spiked collar, and then her shiny lip ring. “Welcome to Sarah’s Secrets,” she said to me. “Anything we can help you find?”

I smiled and cleared my throat. “Just browsing.”

“A gift for the husband?” the older woman asked. I wondered if the older woman was the half-naked woman’s mother—and if so, why was she not telling her daughter to put on some clothes?

“Um,” I said. “I guess so. Something like that.”

I decided to do a slow lap, even though I spotted what I was looking for on that back wall. I didn’t want to go right for it, worried I would look ‘too knowledgeable’. Sure, I’d done a bit of searching online, but I really had no idea what I was doing.

The young woman stepped up to me and held out a plastic bag with a picture of a cheerleader on it. “Guys love this,” she said. “Every guy goes crazy over cheerleaders.”

“Oh,” I said. “Thanks. I… I don’t know if that’s really my style.” It was a very juvenile outfit, and I couldn’t help but think that it was for guys who had a deep-down pedophile mind. Even the model in the photo looked about fourteen.

“Guys love it,” she reiterated. “Is your guy more into bondage?”

“I don’t think so,” I said, and then I skirted away. I stopped suddenly when I noticed a rack of magazines: SHEMALE SURPRISE! was the name of one. TRANNY LOVER was another. The pictures had girls with big bolt-on titties and erect cocks. In some, guys were on their knees before them, in others, girls. There was one DVD cover of a trans girl taking it from behind, screaming as she gripped the bed sheets.

My heart raced. Was that what my husband was going to soon look like? Is that what he wanted to look like?

I mean she… my wife, not my husband… Oh God, it was so hard to change my mindset.

Did Kendra want to get implants like that? Did she want to get rammed like that?

“Looking for a movie to spice things up?” the girl in the lingerie asked.

“Um, no,” I said. I wished she would take a hint and leave me alone.

“A movie can put you in the mood,” she said, not easing up. “If you’re trying to get him into the mood, I would recommend any of these.” She pointed to a rack full of titles like SQUIRTING PRINCESSES, and BUKKAKE STEP-DAUGHTER. “But if it’s for you, girls usually like these more.” She pointed to another rack, with titles like, EROTIC ENCOUNTERS, and TAKEN BY THE OUTLANDER.

“I think I’m okay,” I said.

“What is it you want?” she asked, almost sounding frustrated.

So I knew I just needed to get this over with. Taking my time was a mistake. I eyed that back wall and walked towards it. “I think I see what I need,” I said sheepishly. And then I reached that wall of strap-on dildos. I quickly grabbed a pink one and turned to go to the counter, but the lingerie girl stopped me. “Hold on,” she said. “Are you a lesbian?”

I paused. “It’s not really your business,” I said, trying to force a smile so I wouldn’t sound too rude, but she was pushing my buttons.

She giggled. “No,” she said. “I mean—that’s a strap-on for plus-sized women. If this is for you, it’s not going to fit. But if your, uh, lesbian partner is heavy-set, then this is probably okay.”

“Oh,” I said. “I mean…” I tried to think of what was more awkward: telling her that I was a lesbian or telling her that I was going to be using it on a man. The reality seemed to be somewhere in the middle, but she didn’t need to know the details. “Okay. Well, she’s about my size.”

“Okay,” she smiled. “Then you want something more like this.” She reached up and grabbed a product with a smaller strap… but that was the only thing smaller. The cock was enormous: about twice the size of Kendra’s shaft.

I cleared my throat. “That’s kind of big for me,” I said.

“Okay,” she said. “So it’s going to be penetrating you. That’s good to know. So tell me your preference and I’ll help you find the right one.”

“No,” I said. “It’s—It’s for her.” I’m not sure why I was telling her.

“Oh,” she said. “So wait… what’s big for you? The harness or the dildo?”

“The… dildo,” I said—and I hated saying the word to a stranger. “It’s just so big. It would hurt.”

“Have you tried one this big?”

“No,” I said.

“People usually regret buying too small,” she said. “And especially if you plan on using it anally—you’ll want something bigger.”

“What!?” I said. I felt my face turning hot.

“Here,” she said. “This one has three dildos, different sizes. You twist them to remove them from the harness. It’s a bit more pricey, but it covers all of your lesbian fantasy bases. You have petite dick, big dick, and monster cock.” She giggled and put the package in my hand; it must have weighed four pounds!

Then, she started grabbing other things for me: lingerie, boots, lubricant bottles, and even a game. “This was designed by a lesbian couple,” she said. “It’s great for experimenting with different lesbian positions.”

“O—Okay,” I said. “I think I just need the, uh, strap-on though.”

“Oh no,” she said. “You need the game. And the lingerie. Believe me; lesbians die for outfits like this. Well, you know, you’re a lesbian. Just look at it. Imagine it on your body. Your girl will be so obsessed with you.”

“Fine,” I said, shaking my head. I just wanted to leave. “I’ll take the toy and the lingerie, but that’s it. I actually need to go.”

I hated being called a lesbian. When I was younger, that was an insult; it was what girls called each other as a way of saying, ‘You aren’t cute or feminine.’ But now, it stung extra deep… because if I stayed with Kendra, then I guess that did make me a lesbian. And if I tried to tell myself that I wasn’t a lesbian, but I stayed with Kendra, then what did that mean? Then I was essentially the same as the gay man who stays with the straight woman after he comes out, wasting everyone’s time and emotional energy.

I paid for the haul and snuck out of the store. But the embarrassment got worse, because they didn’t give me a bag. Of course, the town’s ban on plastic products had recently begun, and I didn’t think to go into that shop with a fabric bag. I figured I could just rush to my car, so I didn’t pay the $0.25 for the paper bag—but I’d forgotten that I was two blocks away.

And I didn’t make it one block before Kendra’s boss turned around the corner and stopped me by saying, “Katie! Long time no see!”

I froze, assortment of dildos in my hands. He looked down and turned red all over. “Uh,” he stuttered. “Sorry, I see that you’re… busy.”

“It’s not what it looks like,” I said, biting hard on my tongue.

“Okay,” he said. “I don’t care about that. I know that, uh, the two of you are… you know… going through stuff, but hey! It’s good to see that you’re… you know…”

I didn’t know, and I was too mortified to reply, so I just stood there, pale as a ghost.

“Sex is important,” he smiled, red all over. “It keeps relationships healthy. And, uh, since… Kendra had her downstairs… you know… switched up.”

“She didn’t do that!” I gasped.

“Oh. Um, sorry. I heard that…” He was dark purple now. “I just heard he had that surgery that you see on those TLC shows, or whatever.”

“No,” I said. “But—That’s not your business!”

“Of course not!” he said. “I’m sorry. I’m not making it my business. I was just, uh, trying to chit-chat. I’m sorry if I offended you. All I’m saying is… it’s great that the two of you are…”

“I have to go,” I said, and I brushed by him. He stuttered a bit, but I didn’t hear what else he had to say. The embarrassment was done—and it still wasn’t over.

Sitting in the car parked next to mine was my Aunt Caroline. She wasn’t my real auntie—just a close, close family friend who had always been in my life. She smiled and waved at me, and then she looked down and saw that pile of dildos that I was clutching, trying to hide against my chest. I threw them into the car and pretended like I was in a huge rush, and drove off.

It took a couple of hours to make that humiliation fade—just enough that I was able to open the curtains of my house slightly. But I started wondering: is this how it was going to be from now on? That awkward talk with Kendra’s boss… was that the new normal? He was so terrified of saying something offensive. I didn’t want people talking to me like that, thinking of me as some sort of victim, as some sort of charity case. Every time I’d run into Kendra’s boss in the past, he would joke around and say things like, “Tell your slacker husband to start wearing deodorant to work!” Back then, things were… normal. Now, I was going to have to endure a lifetime of, ‘Oh, you’re so brave. Your husband is so brave,’ and then finding out later that the same person is gossiping about me behind my back…

I looked at the time. Kendra would be home soon. I wanted to surprise her, to show her that I was willing to try for her—but that didn’t mean that I was making any promises to her. I hadn’t made any final decisions. My heart needed more time.

So I put on that lingerie: a tight slip that was sheer around my midsection, with tight sheer sleeves, and a thong-style bottom that went right up my butt crack. Then It had a satin bow that tied around the waist, and it took me a moment to figure out if the bow went in the front or the back. I have to admit that it was a cute outfit.

Next came the harness for the strap-on. There were many straps that needed to be pulled up and tightened and wrapped and weaved. It was a state-of-the-art sort of device, designed not to shift around during ‘the roughest sex’ (according to the package). It said to ensure the straps around the thighs were tight, so made them as tight as they would go—almost cutting off blood flow to my legs.

Finally, I had to pick a dildo. I went with the smallest one, terrified of that huge one that I was pressured into buying. And the ‘normal-sized’ one, which was still bigger than Kendra, still seemed too aggressive. I hated the thought of seeing my husband—or wife or whatever—being dominated and stretched and ploughed by a huge, hard cock. It was bad enough that I was going to see her in full submission mode—not something I ever imagined of my hunting, fishing, and loving every day husband.

Then, she came home. I made sure that I was standing there, in the living room, strap-on tight, cock out, hands on my hips, makeup done, hair perfect. She froze when she saw me, eyes turning wide.

This was my offer to her: I would be willing to try this for her, but it was not a guarantee.

She remained still. “Well?” I said. “Why don’t you come suck my cock?” It wasn’t easy to say. I’d been mentally preparing to say it for a few hours. I felt so awkward, like I was pretending to be a boy. I didn’t want to be a boy. I liked being girly. I liked being ditsy and submissive and doing girly things. When I was a kid, I dreamed of being a princess, with a prince treating me like gold. Now, I felt like Kendra was trying to out-feminine me.

Like now, for instance, she was wearing a tiny pink dress, with white tulle sleeves and a pink choker with a small heart on it, to hide the slight bulge of her Adam’s apple. She had her hair all curled perfectly, her nails painted pink, perfume on… It was more effort than I’d put into getting ready for her! How could I compete with her?

“I lost my job,” she said softly. I have to say that she killed the mood right then and there… not that there had been much of a mood to begin with.

“What?” I said.

“My job,” she said. “An hour ago. My boss told me that he had to let me go. Orders from head office.”

“Did they give you two more weeks?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Terminated immediately. I’m unemployed now. Not even a severance package.”

“Can they do that?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess so. It’s apparently in the contract that they make me sign every year.”

I was stunned. I couldn’t help but think that her coming out had something to do with this. “They didn’t give you a reason?”

“They don’t have to,” she said.

“But they still should!” I said. “Did you ask for one?”

“I did. They told me that they don’t have to give me one.”

“This is crazy!” I said. “You’ve been there for five years! This is obviously to do with you coming out!”

“Maybe,” she said. “Apparently some guys complained that I made the workplace uncomfortable.”

“What!?” I said. “How!?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “That’s what they said. And the boss told me yesterday about the complaints.”

“That’s… transphobia!” I said. I hated using the word. It just sounded so… woke—and that was another word that I hated. I couldn’t stand to think that our lives were getting wrapped up in these political-sort-of-trends. And I know, I know—it’s not political, but what’s a better word? It’s an issue that had been weaponized by political hemispheres, used to separate people into a group A and a group B. It’s one of those things that, if you take a certain side, people will assume that you’re a certain type of person.

And that was probably what did Kendra in at work. There was a certain atmosphere there, a male camaraderie, even though there were women there… It was just that type of environment, where people spoke their mind and hated the type of people who didn’t like them speaking their mind. I can only speculate as to why Kendra was relieved of her duties. Maybe they didn’t like the idea of having a trans person there, but more likely, it was that awkward tension that came with her coming out—the same tension that had been plaguing me for days: that ultra-cautious walking-on-eggshells demeanour. I couldn’t go into a grocery store without the place turning silent. I can’t say that I would want to work in a place like that either, though it’s not fair to blame Kendra.

“I talked to your boss today,” I said. “He didn’t mention anything.”

She shrugged her shoulders. And then, the room turned silent, and I suddenly felt very stupid as I stood in sheer lingerie, with a dildo dangling in front of me.

I scratched the back of my neck. “Are you going to be able to find another job?” I asked. We simply couldn’t live off of my income alone.

“I’ll start looking tomorrow,” she said.

“Okay. That’s all we can do then,” I said.

And the silence came back. That stupid feeling came back too: feeling vulnerable and exposed. I looked down to avert my gaze from hers, and then I saw that pink plastic cock. Slowly, I looked back into her eyes. “Should I take all of this off then?”

“No,” she said. “I didn’t mean to ruin this for you.”

“It’s not for me,” I said very clearly—and maybe it wasn’t the most polite thing to say. “It’s for you. I got this all for you.”

“You look cute,” she smiled.

“I better. It wasn’t cheap. And I can’t return it either.”

She giggled.

“Well, do you want to suck me or not?”

She nodded her head, and then my heart sank into my stomach. I guess I was half-hoping that she would turn the offer down. I didn’t want to think that the person I married fantasized about sucking cock. It didn’t exactly ease my worries that she might be attracted to men, that she might one day leave me for a man.

She approached me. She put her hands on my shoulders in that gentle, feminine way. She looked down my body, but her gaze went straight to that cock. Her eyes beamed with an excitement that I’d never seen before, and then my gut burned with a sense of regret. Maybe I shouldn’t be giving her a taste of something that I couldn’t actually provide for her. If she liked being fucked by a dildo, that probably meant she really wanted the real thing.

She reached down and grabbed it with her dainty hand. She gently stroked it, as if I could feel it. I bit down on my lip and watched her sink low. I watched her as she sucked that toy. She was slow and careful at first, constantly looking up at me with blushing cheeks, worried that I was judging her. I was trying not to judge her. I knew she was just exploring this side of her.

I really wasn’t judging her; I was just terrified of losing her. I already felt like I’d lost my husband, and now I was starting to worry that I was going to lose my wife.

But as the blowjob went on, she became more and more comfortable, bobbing her head more and more, sinking that cock deeper into her throat. I was actually somewhat shocked to see her take the whole length into her throat—something I could never do. I’m sure if that cock was real and I could feel it, that would have been a better blowjob than any I’d ever given, and I wasn’t quite sure how to feel about that. I mean—sure, she knew what felt good because she had her own cock to practise with… but where did this skill really come from? Was this something she’d practised before, with toys? With another man that I didn’t know about?

“Stand up and bend over,” I said softly.

She looked at me with those wide, scared eyes. “Really?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

She moved slowly up to her feet. She cleared her throat. She shimmied her panties down to the floor. Then, she spun around and bent over slowly, grabbing the edge of the kitchen island.

I pushed that dripping tip to her hole. I took a deep breath. I pulled her dress up so I could see her naked ass and her naked back. It looked so different now, even though… it was exactly the same. She never had body hair on her ass or back… She wasn’t wearing a wig. The only thing different about that sight was the dress that was all scrunched up around her torso—but somehow she looked so incredible feminine. I guess I’d never seen her from that angle before. It’s not like I’d ever been behind her before, with her bent over, about to take a cock in the ass.

I looked down, I gripped that shaft and teased her butt hole, making her whimper. Then, biting my lip, I pushed in. I penetrated her, making her yelp. She moaned. “I can feel it.”

I giggled. “I hope so,” I said.

“Oh God, I can feel it.”

I pushed a bit deeper… and then deeper… and then deeper. Her legs trembled. She moaned louder. “Shit,” she said.

“Does it… feel good?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she muttered. “It feels really good.”

It wasn’t the answer I wanted to hear. The ideal answer would have been, ‘Actually, no, this isn’t for me. Maybe you can bend over and I’ll just fuck you until I come.’ But that wasn’t my life anymore.

I pushed until the whole thing was inside of her. Then I paused, gently stroking her ass. I thrusted in and out, slowly. She moaned louder and louder. Then, she caught my off-guard by saying, “Deeper.”

But the cock was already as deep as it could go.

I groaned and eyed the package of dildos. “Hold on…” I said. I pulled out of her and left her there for a minute while I changed to the middle-sized shaft. Then I penetrated her again, fucked her for a minute until that six-inch cock was fully inside of her, sliding in and out.

“Deeper!” she moaned.

“For fuck sakes,” I growled.

I didn’t want to do it, but I wanted to make her happy. I pulled out and switched shafts again, putting on that nine-inch toy. I had to penetrate her slowly. She moaned and squirmed as it pushed in… but she clearly liked it more. She threw her head back and yelled, “Oh God, yes! That feels so fucking good!”

I started sliding in and out.

“Yes! Oh God, yes! Just like that!”

She was trembling… no—convulsing. She was on another planet of pleasure. And I suppose I was happy for her, though I’d never seen her like this when she was fucking me before. Did that mean that I’d been keeping her away from experiencing true pleasure?

I watched her, mesmerized as she squirmed and screamed, seemingly having a sort of endless orgasm while I pumped into her. I tried to think if I’d ever been in that much ecstasy during sex… maybe once or twice, after a few too many drinks. And now, I was feeling nothing, because there was no physical stimulation. That phallus that was penetrating her wasn’t part of me; it didn’t have nerve endings, and it didn’t even have something vibrating on the base to give me any pleasure. Sure, I saw some more expensive models at the store that had stuff like that… but was that really the best I would get? She gets to have this amazing endless orgasm and—if I dropped the cash—I would get a vibrator against my clit?

It just didn’t seem fair. It almost seemed like she was taking sex away from me in a way. The other night, she swapped for me: she ended up mounting me and giving me what I wanted, and what I was used to.

But now, that wasn’t happening. Now, she seemed to want to indulge in her own ideal version of sex, letting me fuck her while she screamed, “Harder! Harder! Oh God, yes! Harder!” I was pulverizing her asshole. Her cock was rock hard on her abdomen: throbbing, teasing me, reminding me of what I used to get. I held on to a little bit of hope that I would still get my turn once I was finished with her…

I didn’t get my turn. The anal fucking made her cum: penis erupting all over her chest and stomach. I will admit that it was kind of hot, kind of mesmerizing… but after she was finished, she started to go soft. I pulled out and she went limp: moaning and squirming until she settled into a comfortable place, with a smile on her face.

I waited patiently. Surely my turn was coming…

But she was finished. Then, after twenty minutes, I decided to embarrass myself. “Want to give me a turn now?”

She blushed and bit her lip. “Oh,” she said. “I—I don’t know if I can. Maybe we can try.”

I smiled, not ready to lose hope. “I’ll get you in the mood again.” I went down on her. I sucked her cock. I gave her what she used to like, what she used to beg for, back when she was a man. But now, it wasn’t working. If anything, she looked uncomfortable, as if my tongue and lips didn’t feel nice at all. She was squirming and groaning, but not in a pleasurable way. “What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I just don’t know if I’m in the mood.” She looked so guilty, but that didn’t change the fact that I was being slighted. “I’m sorry. We can try again in an hour. I’m sure I’ll be in the mood again.”

But it didn’t happen. We watched a show. She dozed off on the couch. I woke her up so that she could brush her teeth and head off to bed. As she dozed off again, she apologized.

I was stunned. Getting Kent erect was never difficult. But Kendra… she seemed like a totally different animal. Getting her in the mood was tricky and never guaranteed. I tried to engage with her the next night, crawling onto her while we were watching TV. I lifted her skirt and began to suck her flaccid cock… but it remained flaccid.

After fifteen minutes, she sheepishly offered to fuck me with the strap-on. We had to spend fifteen minutes adjusting the straps, and then changing the dildo from the gigantic toy to the medium-sized one. It took another few minutes to find the lubricant, because I just wasn’t wet. Then she fucked me… but it wasn’t the same. After ten minutes, I faked an orgasm so that she would stop.

A dildo really isn’t the same. It’s cold. It’s rigid, but not in a good way. It’s… I hate to say it in such vulgar terms, but it’s like fucking a dead person. Maybe vampire sex isn’t as hot as the romance books would lead you to believe…

And then, when we were finished, she had a blushing smirk on her face. “Can I have a turn?” she asked.

I was stunned. A part of me wanted to scream at her. Another part of me wanted to cry. A small part of me wanted to just give her what she wanted, to make her happy, because there was a time when all I cared about was making her happy. Or maybe that’s just what I thought, because back then, she was making me happy…

He was making me happy.

Now, I was starting to think that this wasn’t going to work out. I could keep trying. I could keep putting in the effort in the hope that thing would suddenly become perfect. But now, I wasn’t even sure what perfect could look like the way things were.

I fucked her. We readjusted the straps on the strap-on and I fucked her for twenty minutes while she moaned. She became rock hard, and I thought about stopping and asking her to use that erection on me. But it was only a minute later when she ejaculating, spewing cum all over herself in her state of pure bliss.

She kissed me when we were finished. She told me that she loved me. Then, she yawned and told me that she had a long day looking for work, so she went off to sleep early, leaving me alone with way too many questions left to answer.


CHAPTER 7
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The situation was looking grim—and it got a lot grimmer when I went to do some research, hoping to get answers to a few of my questions. I hadn’t put a ton of thought into the pills that she was taking. I just assumed they were going to give her the physical changes that she wanted, and nothing else…

But then I found out that they—more often than not—murdered a person’s sex drive. They could even, in many instances, completely change a person’s sexual preferences (though that research was the subject of controversy). Erectile dysfunction was normal after a week or two of taking the pills. The website said it was only going to get worse, and recommended Viagra as a solution for couples.

So I placed an online order for Viagra, without telling Kendra. The little blue pills arrived two weeks later—and the timing couldn’t have been better. I’d only been fucked once in those two weeks, and Kendra’s cock was hardly even erect while she thrusted into me; I had to fake another orgasm.

I didn’t tell Kendra about the Viagra; I was afraid of offending her, or making her think that there was a problem… even though there was. I did something that wasn’t so nice: I crushed a pill up into a glass of red wine and she drank the whole thing without realizing it. Then, thirty minutes later, she was erect—trying to hide it at first in her little mini dress—but then she embraced it as an opportunity. We had sex, and I finally had a real orgasm… but she didn’t ejaculate.

I missed that feeling of being filled with warm oil, gushing inside of me, making me tingle all over. I learned in my research that many people taking those pills don’t ejaculate at all… or if they do, it’s not quite like what it was before: just a small gush of clear fluid.

I saw that fluid a couple of times; it only came out in drops when I was fucking her and she was orgasming: drops that oozed out of her tip and pooled slowly on her abdomen. At first, I thought it was really hot, especially because it only happened when she was in absolute pleasure-mode… but then it just turned into a reminder of what I used to get—but that was gone now.

Hell, I even missed when Kent would pull out of me and spray me all over with cum—even though it meant having to take a shower before bed. He used to love cumming all over my titties, or my face if it was his birthday. But Kendra just didn’t cum like she used to. Sex was different now, and it would never be the same.

And that wasn’t all that would never be the same. There was one topic that we never discussed when Kendra started this whole gender-swap journey: kids.

Neither of us had ever talked much about wanting kids. We were both in the ‘maybe someday’ mindset. Sure, the conversation would come up, and then I would say something like, “Let’s talk about it again in a year or two.” But I’d recently learned that the pills that Kendra was taking had made her infertile—and that damage was likely permanent. Well, the chances of it being permanent were higher and higher with each passing week. The pills were changing her body: shrinking her testes, stopping the production of sperm. Eventually, her balls would be too small to properly produce sperm, though there were apparently treatments to stimulate sperm production, but there were many untested issues regarding the quality of that sperm, and the health of babies produced from it.

When you suddenly find out that you’ll probably live a childless life, you think about children. more… and then you start to learn how you really feel about the topic. Maybe I did want kids. Maybe I was getting closer to that age where I needed something to make my life more fulfilled, to pass on a legacy… I suppose adoption is always an option… or a sperm donor, though that could be expensive, and awkward… I wanted to have a baby with my partner, not with a stranger.

I was too afraid to broach topics like these with Kendra… because she seemed to be happy, and I didn’t want to ruin her happiness. She even told me in bed one night, “I think this is the happiest that I’ve ever been.” After she fell asleep, I cried.

The happiest I’d ever been was the day before she came out to me, when I was still oblivious to this whole thing. Now, she was the oblivious one: oblivious to the fact that I was realizing more and more that I was miserable.

This really wasn’t the life that I wanted.

Kendra had been out for six months now, and I have to admit that those were the longest months of my life. I cried more in those months than ever before: usually in the bathroom with a towel against my face so that Kendra wouldn’t hear me. I was in a state of mourning what I once had with Kent. And I have to admit something, though I hate to: I dreaded nights, when Kendra would want me to put on that strap-on for her. I regretted buying the damned thing for her… And worse, one night I went into the bedroom and found her wearing that lingerie that I bought with the strap-on. “Want to fuck me?” she asked with a big, oblivious grin. She was under the impression that I loved putting the toy on to fuck her; maybe I’d misled her. Maybe this was all my fault for not being open and honest… but how could I take away her happiness?

“I had a check up with my transition doctor today,” Kendra told me one afternoon. She had a huge smile on her face, as if she was about to tell me fantastic news. And I knew that it was probably fantastic news to her… which meant that it was going to be terrible news to me.

“What did he say?” I asked, putting on a smile for her sake.

“My development is way ahead of the curve,” she said. She explained to me that, since she’d been taking the hormones, she’d been going through a female puberty. “He said that some girls go through puberty faster than others. I guess I’m one of those girls.”

“That’s great… right?” I said.

She nodded her head. “Usually, you have to be on estrogen for a year before they’ll do implants. But my doctor said that I could book now if I wanted.”

“B—Breast implants?” I said.

Kendra already had small buds: A-cups, maybe close to B-cups from the right angle… Now, she was smiling and nodding her head.

“You want implants?” I asked. “You never mentioned that.”

“Of course,” she said. “That’s always been the plan. And face feminization surgery.”

“What!?” I said. “You’re going to change your face? But—But you already look like a girl.”

“They can make it so much better,” she said. “It would be a nose job, brow reduction, jawline slimming… it’s normal for trans girls.”

“But I don’t want you to change your face,” I said, biting my tongue.

“It will still be my face. It would just be more like my face had I never gone through male puberty,” she explained. “Sadly, I’m stuck with the shoulders—but I’m lucky to have a petite frame for someone who was a man for so long.” She giggled, as if this whole conversation was somehow cute or funny—but it was just one more instance of being blindsided.

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. “Well, I guess you should do it then,” I said. And then I went to the bathroom a few minutes later and cried. I turned on the shower so that she wouldn’t wonder why I was in the bathroom for thirty long minutes—and the sound of the water helped to hide the weeping.

And that night, when Kendra was asleep, I did some more research. I looked into these operations. I saw some before-and-after pictures. I was afraid—so many girls looked totally different after surgery. Did they look ‘prettier’? Sure… but so many just looked unlike themselves. I didn’t think there was much left to lose of the person I married, but apparently there was.

Kendra booked the surgeries. “They’ll do both at the same time, in two months,” she told me, excited. She even brought home champagne, thinking it was a call to celebrate. But really, I was just more convinced than ever that the marriage was over. Kendra truly was out of touch with how I felt about her transition.

And I probably should have used that opportunity to pipe up, to tell her how I actually thought about all of this… but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I bit my tongue and cried later when I was alone in the bathroom. And I kept my mouth shut until the surgery date. “Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked.

“More than anything,” she smiled. But she’d never once asked me how I felt about it. Now, we were at the hospital. They were prepping her for surgery.

“You don’t have to do this. You’re woman enough without big boobs and a nose job.”

She giggled, apparently not nervous at all. “I know. And they aren’t big boobs, Katie. They’re double-Ds, but on my frame, they’ll look proportionate.”

“They’ll be bigger than mine,” I said. “But… you told me the hormones would eventually make your natural boobs bigger. Isn’t that better than fake boobs?”

“The hormones might get me to a B-cup, or a C after six or seven years. This is what I want, Katie. This will finally be how I want to look.”

I’d read about ‘dysphoria’, though I was certainly no expert on the subject. It seemed that her happiness was almost directly tied with how she was perceived physically. It seemed a bit counterintuitive to how I’d been raised: to embrace your flaws and differences. Kendra had tried to explain it to me once, but it was all too complicated. It seemed like something you could only understand with a degree in psychology—and maybe that wasn’t even a guarantee.

They took Kendra away. I cried while they worked on her. I knew I’d seen that last bit of Kent for the last time—and I was right. Her face was bandaged for three days: three horribly tense, stressful days… and then they took the bandages off, revealing surprisingly healed surgery wounds… and a much more feminine face.

I really thought her face was girly before, but now it was almost hyper-girly. It seemed like they’d changed so much—not just the nose and brow and jaw. Her whole face was rounder, softer… her cheekbones seemed higher, and her eyes seemed bigger—possibly because the nose between them was a bit more low-profile.

She was happy… ecstatic even. She cried tears of joy and hugged me, squeezing the breath out of me. And I will admit that I was happy for her. I even cried with her, overjoyed to know that she was happy.

Of course I still loved her. I still wanted her to be happy. I didn’t want her to sacrifice her happiness to give me what I wanted; that wouldn’t be fair… but then that begged the question: was it fair for her to sacrifice my happiness for her own?

I decided to throw Kendra a party a month later, once she was fully healed (and allowed to drink again). She had new friends, many she met online in transgender groups. I rented out a section of a bar and had a banner made and I invited all of her buddies and then surprised her. She cried and hugged me and her new friends all hugged her.

There were some old friends there too—but only a few, and they didn’t stick around for long. It’s not that they weren’t supportive, it’s just that people tend to be friends with others who have similar goals and priorities. And back when we befriended those people, we were on a similar life path. Now, it seemed like we were on a completely different trajectory. Kendra’s life almost seemed to revolve around her gender identity now, and it felt like my life was just being her support figure. So all of those couple friends we used to have… we no longer had much in common with them. Those friendships faded quickly. And, quite honestly, some of them just seemed uncomfortable around us, as if they were afraid of saying or doing the wrong thing.

Many of our friends just ghosted us.

But we had these new friends… well, Kendra had these new friends. I suppose they weren’t really my friends. The gay couples seemed to love Kendra, but didn’t seem to care much for me; they always had blank eyes when I spoke with them. I often felt like an outsider. And same with the other trans girls—they all felt so comfortable with each other, but I just felt like I couldn’t relate to them.

I let Kendra have her fun. I went to the bar and had a drink… and then another… and then another.

The other half of the bar was open to the public, and it was a busy night. The place was crammed with drinkers, getting noisier and noisier. I looked around that bar, looking at all of the straight couples: happy men with their happy girlfriends and wives. They all just looked so… problem-free. It had been over eight months since I felt like that, and now, I was finding myself full of jealousy. At first, I rolled my eyes and assumed that they all had their issues—or that they would have them soon enough. I watched one couple and thought to myself, ‘He’s going to cheat on her.’ I looked at another couple and though, ‘She’s probably a lesbian.’ With another couple, I thought, ‘He jerks off to porn constantly and never fucks her.’

And then I realized that I was being a terrible version of myself. I was judging people I didn’t know. I was thinking negatively about them. I was almost wishing bad on them because I didn’t want to be alone in my own state of misfortune.

“Hey there,” a male voice said. I looked over and froze, seeing a face that I hadn’t seen in a long, long time: Andrew.

I stuttered, and then I turned silent. I must have looked completely insane, with my mouth agape and eyes wide.

“Did I startle you?” he asked with a laugh.

“I just—I didn’t expect to see you. I’m sorry. H—How are you doing? What are you doing here?”

“I’m just here with a few friends,” he said. “Catching up with some buddies from high school.”

My heart fell into my stomach when he said people from our high school were there. It was still hard, being seen with Kendra by old friends, old coworkers, old classmates. You never really get used to those judgemental looks and whispers that you can’t hear.

I scanned around for Kendra. She was far away, distracted with her friends, getting all of the attention in the world. It used to be the other way around; we would go out to a party and I would be whisked off with all of my girlfriends while Kent sat at the bar quietly, usually just watching some sports game on the TV.

Now, I was talking with Andrew: small chit-chat… nothing that meant anything. I asked where he was working, what he’d been up to, if he still had his old truck… He asked me if I still had the boots, and I told him that my partner would let me keep them.

“How is Kent, by the way?” he asked. “I feel like he hates my guts—and I can’t blame him. I was pretty mad at him for a while too… but I got over it.”

“Kent?” I said. I looked back at Kendra. I was so afraid to tell Andrew. Andrew was probably going to be so satisfied to find out that I made the wrong choice…

But was that the case? Did I make the wrong choice? Was this whole transitioning debacle proof that I would have been better with Andrew?

“Are you living here now?” I asked, changing the subject. “I thought you were living in Europe.”

“That didn’t work out,” he said with a half-smile. “Me and that girl… it wasn’t meant to be. After we broke up, I wasn’t able to renew my visa. It’s a long story. Maybe I can tell it to you some other time, over drinks or something.” Then he let out a little laugh. “So Kent. You’re still together, right?”

“Yes,” I said, not correcting the name. “Still going strong.”

“I’m happy for you,” he said. “Though I have to admit, I’m also a bit jealous. Is he here tonight? I’d love to say hi to him—and maybe apologize for how I acted way back then.”

“Is he… here?” I asked, heart pounding. “Um… no. He’s not here.” It wasn’t technically a lie. Kent was gone—long gone. There was no Kent anymore.

I was speaking softly, nervously. Andrew leaned over and I had to repeat myself. Then he moved his chair closer so I wouldn’t have to yell so loud. And it wasn’t long before he suggested we go across the road, to the small cafe that was open late. My heart bounced. I looked around. Kendra was in the private back room with her friends, apparently forgetting that I even existed.

Then I looked at Andrew. I thought hard about it. It’s not like it had to mean anything—it was just a tea and a chat. It seemed better than sitting at the bar alone, feeling awkward around all of those people who didn’t seem to want anything to do with me.


CHAPTER 8
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Iwent to that empty cafe with Andrew. We got a seat by the window, which made me a bit nervous because Kendra occasionally stepped outside from the bar across the street, with her friends who smoked, and she would chat with them while they had their smokes before going back in. She still hadn’t even realized that I was gone, which actually made me quite upset: another little clue that it was probably time to move on, to let her be free, to let myself be free.

And then I got to thinking about what the universe wanted of me. It certainly seemed to be pushing me towards Andrew. I ignored all of his messages, but still, there he was, thrust into my life.

“I’m shocked to see you back here,” I said. “I thought you had, like, the perfect life over in Europe.” I realized after I said it that it was probably a rough reminder of his divorce.

He shrugged his shoulders. “It was good,” he said. “But… something happened that I just wasn’t prepared for, and I didn’t know how to handle it… and… well, it didn’t work out.”

“Wow,” I said. “That’s all so incredibly vague… but I know it’s none of my business.”

He smiled. “It’s been a while now; I’m coming to terms with it. It’s still hard to fully wrap my head around. Klara was just so… beautiful. I don’t really know why she did it.”

“Did what?” I said. “Am I allowed to ask that.”

He looked into my eyes. “You seriously don’t know?” he said. “I thought everyone knew. Everywhere I go, people come up to me and ask about it. Well—I mean, everyone else knows, so I may as well tell you too… Klara… came out.”

“She’s a lesbian?” I asked.

“No,” he said. “She came out as… a man. She took me by surprise completely one day. It was actually the day before our wedding anniversary. I thought it was a joke, but she was serious.”

My body was suddenly cold, but my head was hot, as if I was having some near-death fever. Was he messing with me? I had a hard time believing in normal coincidences… but this?

He went on. “She told me she wanted me to start calling her Kris. Well, I thought that was okay, because some girls go by Kris. You know—Krista, Kristine… But she also wanted me to use boy pronouns when talking about her. I mean—I guess I should be doing that now, but I just… I can’t. To me, she’ll always be Klara. She’ll always be the blonde in that beautiful wedding gown. She was so beautiful. Everyone thought so. She was a literal model. They flew her around the world so that she could be beautiful in front of cameras! It was like… her gift to the world…

“But she apparently hated it. She never told anyone, until that day that she came out. She didn’t want to be a girl anymore. And at first, it didn’t seem like that big of an adjustment. I mean—she stopped wearing skirts and tight pants, which was a bit of a mood-kill, but she still looked like a girl. She cut her hair off, but she honestly looked cute with short hair. But then she started binding her chest: flattening her breasts with these bands. She said it was painful, so I told her to stop doing it… but she just kept doing it. She endured the pain so that she could look more flat-chested.

“But people still thought that she was a girl, and that made her so upset. She started going to more extremes. I think the most startling was when she got eyebrows tattooed on, to look more masculine. She even started doing this thing called eyelash trimming, which just took away from the beauty of her eyes.

“I must sound so transphobic,” he said, shaking his head and looking down. “I know, I know—I’m dead-naming her and using the wrong pronouns… It’s so hard, you know? Maybe I am transphobic, but I tried for so long to make it work. I tried to be supportive. I even went with her to the surgery, to have her breasts removed. And she was left with these scars where those perfect, beautiful breasts used to be. She didn’t mind the scars, but they just killed me. I’m sorry—is this getting too heavy for you? I really shouldn’t be telling you all this, I suppose…”

“It’s fine,” I said. “I’m actually… I’m actually intrigued. I want to hear it all. I know it’s not my business, but I… I want to know more, if that’s okay.”

“Well, that’s fine,” he said. “Though I’m sure it’s not going to make you think very highly of me. I stopped being as supportive as I probably should have been. It just wasn’t the same after that. She was taking pills and seeing a speech therapist to train her voice. I mean… what can I say? I like girls. And the only way that I could find myself attracted to her was by trying hard to see her as a girl. You know? But that wasn’t what she wanted. She wanted to be a man. She got big masculine tattoos. She started growing facial hair. And I think that’s when I had to tap out. I just… I couldn’t kiss her anymore with her goatee.” He laughed, but not because it was funny. “It was heartbreaking, but I had to admit to myself that Klara was gone. Be honest with me: you think I’m a monster, don’t you?”

“Not at all,” I said. “I mean…” I thought about telling him about Kendra. I really wanted to tell him, so that I could have someone to talk about it with—someone who understood what I was going through in a way that I would never get from anyone else…

But I knew that Kendra wouldn’t have liked me confiding in Andrew, of all people. I knew that this was a conversation that I needed to be having with Kendra, not some ex-boyfriend, if you can even call him that.

“So anyway, I told her that I loved her and would probably always love her, but I couldn’t be with her anymore. I told her why. She was surprisingly shocked. She cried. I cried too. And then she tried to kiss me one last time… and I dodged it. I just…

“I look back on that moment every day: that moment that she went in for the kiss and I just turned my head. I was really just so… repulsed by the new version of herself. I guess she accomplished her goal: she really was a man, because I couldn’t bring myself to kiss her, or to even put my hands on her. It was like standing with one of my buddies. Sure, I like my buddies… but if one tried to kiss me, I would be repulsed. Oh God, that word sounds so extreme! Repulsed! But that’s how it felt! I hate to say it, but that’s just the truth. Her heart was broken… his heart. Now, he was a guy… He is a guy. He just stood there and stared at me, speechless.”

“Do you know if he’s moved on?” I asked, thinking about Kendra now, wondering if she would be able to find happiness if I left.

“I honestly don’t know. For my own mental wellbeing, I don’t keep up. I deleted him from my social media accounts. I stopped replying to his messages. I had to… it was the only way I could move on. I know I hurt him, but… well… I’m not gay. And he is…”

“I’m sorry you went through that,” I said softly.

“It’s okay. It made me a better person in the end. I’ve had a lot of time to reevaluate my life. It really forced me to examine myself, and who I am as a person. I’ve managed to improve myself in so many ways. I’ve started going to the gym again. I started a new company six months ago, and just this month, I’ve already partnered with a major insurer. It’s a restoration company—fires and floods, that kind of thing. Anyway, I’ll be making six-figures this month and it’s only going up. Now, I’m starting to look at houses—maybe something in the country: a nice little farm. I’ll get some animals… And who knows, maybe I’ll meet a woman who wants to go on that adventure with me.”

“I’m sure you’ll have no problem finding a girl,” I smiled. “It sounds like you’re every girl’s dream.”

He blushed. “You’re sweet, Katie. You always were sweet. I remember now why I was so obsessed with you. But don’t worry! I’m not going to steal you away from Kent. I would never do that. I respect the guy. How can I not? If he’s good enough for you, he’s worth respecting. But I do worry about the whole girl thing. I mean—after Klara—or, I should say, Kris… it was such a huge blow to my ego. What if that had something to do with me?”

I wanted to confide in him so badly. I could relate so intensely to everything. I just wanted to break down right there and spill my guts. I’m sure could have gone on and on and on for hours together, talking about this very unique experience that we’d gone through.

And maybe I would have been justified in telling him. Maybe it wasn’t his business, but that didn’t mean that I couldn’t share it with him… Maybe things would have been different if I confided in him. Maybe we would have chatted for hours and hours and hours, and maybe that would have led to more. Maybe I would have started to see Andrew the way that I once saw him: in that romantic light.

But I chose not to say anything. I finished my tea, told him a bit about my work, and then I said, “I should get back to the party. It was nice catching up with you.”

He smiled. He tried to give him his phone number, but I told him that I didn’t think it was entirely appropriate, and he understood. After that, I never saw him again.

Then, I found Kendra in the bar. She let out a sigh of relief when she saw me. “I’ve been looking everywhere for you!” she said.

“Really?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she smiled. “I was talking to this girl I just met—a trans girl, like me. Anyway, I didn’t get too personal about you and me, but I did bring up… you know, the problem we’ve been having in the bedroom.”

I blushed.

“It’s been on my mind a lot lately. I know that it hasn’t been great for you in the bedroom. But I think I have a solution.” She pulled out a small bottle.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“It’s a special cream. I know it sounds weird, but you’re supposed to rub it on… you know, the testes. And it’s supposed to stimulate things… kind of like Viagra would, but it’s a bit more intense.”

I blushed. I’d slipped her half a dozen Viagra pills over the past months without telling her, which I still felt guilty about. But those nights were the best nights of that very dark year. “We should try it tonight. Maybe we can even sneak out now—though I think it might be rude to leave.”

“Maybe we don’t have to leave,” I said with a small smirk. “You’re allowed in the girls’ bathroom now, aren’t you?”

I can’t say what had changed in my mind. There was something about my chat with Andrew that made me look differently at my situation. There was something about the sadness in his eyes. I was hopeful for Andrew, and I think he made the right decision… for himself. But for me, it wasn’t quite the same.

I still loved Kendra.

Andrew never accepted Kris, but I’d managed to accept Kendra… almost; maybe I hadn’t gotten all the way there just yet, but I was getting closer. Even hearing the name Kent would take me by surprise; I never thought of her with male pronouns anymore. I would see a cute dress in a window and it would make me think of her, and I liked making her happy by surprising her by buying a dress or some shoes or some makeup.

Sure, I would see camouflage hunting pants and think about the old Kent, and that would bring back happy memories, and sometimes those happy memories would hurt…

But I was starting to realize something: Kent wasn’t actually gone. Kent was just Kendra now. Those memories were still in my head, and they were still with the person that I was with. Kendra remembered those times too. And Kendra’s gender didn’t affect those memories at all: our first camping trip, our first vacation together, our wedding… the experiences were all the same.

Kendra and I slipped into a bathroom stall. “She said it works pretty fast,” she said, squeezing some cream into her hand.

“Let me do it,” I said, stealing the cream and reached down to unleash her package from her panties. She blushed and allowed me to massage her balls. “You know… I know you’re happy being a girl, but I’ll always love this.” I motioned down at her crotch.

“I don’t mind it actually,” she said. “I’m going to keep it.”

“Good,” I said. “And I don’t mind fucking you. I actually love that you love it. But you really need to start fucking me more.”

“That’s what we’re doing, aren’t we?” she smiled.

“I mean more,” I said. “A lot more.”

“Well, if this works,” she smiled.

I massaged her balls. God, I loved the feeling of her balls, of her cock… That was never going to change about me: I was a straight woman, but that didn’t mean that I couldn’t adapt to a lesbian relationship. I’m not going to try to make sense of it in academic terms, or in any sort of ‘gender ideology’ sort of way. It just was what it was, and I was sure that I would figure it out.

The cream was supposed to stimulate the balls by creating a hot effect, sending blood into the area—but it also had testosterone in it; not testosterone that would get into her blood steam, as far as I understood, so it wouldn’t affect her feminization. Look—I’m no doctor, in case that isn’t already clear; I can’t explain how these pills and creams work… but it worked, and it worked fairly quickly. She was throbbing, getting hard. Her cock was lifting up the skirt of her cute little dress. I lifted up the skirt and gasped at the sight of the throbber.

She blushed, biting her lip.

“I don’t care if it doesn’t make you feel feminine,” I said. “I’m sucking it.”

I went down and she let out a soft whimper as my lips closed around her shaft. I began to suck, bobbing my head. I missed sucking her cock. I knew that she liked it, because she would moan—but she acted like she didn’t, because it didn’t make her feel like a girl. But she had to make some compromises if I was going to do the same. It’s not like I didn’t give her what she wanted too; I stuck a finger in her asshole and slid it in and out.

“You’re going to make me cum,” she whispered with a giggle.

“Don’t you dare!” I growled. “You need to save that for me.” So I stood up, spun around, spread my legs, and bent over. “Well?” I said. “Go ahead. Fuck me.”

She approached me, looking shy and timid.

“What’s the matter?” I said.

“It just doesn’t feel so… feminine,” she said. “I’ll do it, I’m just trying to get in the right mindset.”

At first, I was tempted to lash out and say, ‘I don’t give a fuck how it makes you feel right now!’ But I took a moment. I took a breath. I reminded myself that I was in an adjustment period, and would be for many more months, at least. “Are you telling me that I’m not feminine when I’m fucking you?” I asked.

She stared into my eyes, blinked a few times, and then she smiled. “I never really thought of it like that… I don’t know why.”

I returned the smile—and then I got what I wanted. She pushed her cock into me, and my God did it feel good. I ended up moaning the way she moaned when I fucked her. I had a long, euphoric orgasm that went on and on and on. And then, when I was climaxing, I screamed out, “Oh God! I fucking love you so much!”

And it wasn’t what I was expecting to say. I caught myself off-guard. But that’s really what all of this came down to: I loved her so much. I loved her more than anything, and that love transcended everything that she was going through—everything that I was going through with her.

Can true love transcend absolutely anything and everything? Maybe not. Of course, I had my limits, and maybe I got close to reaching them. I don’t think I could have stayed if she told me she was going to get the full operation, removing her penis… I don’t think I could have stayed if she told me she wanted to see men on the side, to satisfy her attraction to the masculine sex. If she told me that I needed to start presenting myself as male to satisfy her, I wouldn’t have been able to do it.

But now, we were figuring out something that worked. It was unorthodox, but it worked. And realizing that it was working made it easier to accept her, and once I was able to accept her, it worked so much better.

I started getting used to her new friends. They started to like me more too. One even admitted to me that she thought that I was cold at first, but I seemed much warmer now. All of those little things added up to make life a lot better.

And at the end of that first year, something else happened. I was out with Kendra, at a party celebrating one year of coming out… and as I was watching her, I noticed that I was feeling a tingle all over. She was sporting a new haircut: blonde, bangs, flowing over her shoulders… She looked super cute… She actually looked… hot.

And her cleavage was superb. Her body was banging… I was attracted to her. I stared at her and realized: I want to fuck her brains out.

Maybe I did have a bit of lesbian in me; maybe it’s something that can be acquired. Maybe Andrew could have learned to be a bit gay for his husband too—but that’s not to say that he was wrong to leave him. People can make their own decisions, and make their own paths. People are allowed to have their own opinions, even if sometimes those opinions seem ‘wrong’ to other people. Sure, I’m sure there were a few people who called Andrew a transphobe when he left Kris; I don’t think that’s true though. I think Andrew is a good person. He’s attracted to women, and he wants to be with a woman; is that not proof that he is acknowledging Kris’s chosen identity? Maybe he was struggling to figure out her pronouns, and maybe he couldn’t help but use that old name… but that’s the person he loved and stayed with for over half a decade.

Maybe we shouldn’t all be so quick to judge, quick to anger, slow to understand… It goes both ways.

Kendra penetrated me with her raging erection. She pumped me hard and fast. She told me to be quiet, but it wasn’t so easy; the pleasure was intensely overwhelming. “Yes, Kendra,” I said, reaching out and squeezing her breasts. It wasn’t something I’d actually done yet—partially because I was afraid of rupturing the implants, and partially because I was a bit uncomfortable with them… until now. Now, they were remarkably arousing; maybe I saw what she saw. Maybe I was starting to get it.

Maybe the light at the end of the tunnel was a bit closer than I realized. I found myself sucking her nipples, grinding hard against her. She was fucking me with a cock… but somehow, she felt so feminine. Maybe it was the softness of her skin from the hormones… or maybe it was the way that she was moving: more elegant than she’d ever moved before. I liked it.

I could get used to it. I was looking forward to getting used to it.

I had a lot to get used to, but I was starting to see that as a good thing.

“Oh God, Kendra. Fuck me harder!” I moaned.

“Shh!” she hushed, blushing, smiling.

“I don’t fucking care,” I groaned. “Just fuck me!”

She pinned me hard and rammed me deeply. In a lot of ways, it felt just like old times… but it was different at the same time. Was it better? Worse? I don’t know… it was different, but different doesn’t have to be bad.

I came hard, screaming, and then I blinked a few times, suddenly overwhelmed with a peculiar clarity. I stared at Kendra and saw the person I married. Sure, she looked much different… almost like a different person entirely… but she was still exactly the same somehow. I can’t say I can explain it. She looked so feminine—so much more feminine than I thought she would look after just eight months of being a woman… but I guess this wasn’t just eight months for her. Her feminine wheels had been turning for years and years. She’d been quietly transitioning long before she came out to me and the rest of the world.

Kendra’s journey was well underway, but my journey with her feminization was just beginning. These things take time; they take patience. There are highs and lows. There are many lessons to be learned along the way… but the most valuable lesson that I’d leaned—and the most valuable lesson that I was going to learn—was that I loved my partner more than I ever knew before, and she loved me enough to be incredibly vulnerable with me, to trust me to support her through the biggest journey of her life.

THE END
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