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Hendrix is certain that her life is on the upswing. She has escaped her old town and has come to the big city to live with her very practical aunt. Hendrix is dead certain that she isn’t the tragic teenage mess that she was just a mere year ago as a junior. She is now vastly more sophisticated as all eighteen-year-old woman are. She is now halfway through her senior year in a new high school, and she is almost certain she is ready to seriously date a boy for the first time. Almost all the other girls in school are being asked out by boys, so why shouldn’t she dare to dream there is a boy out there just right for her. Only there doesn’t appear to be any offers floating her way. She is plenty cute enough, so what is the boys’ problem with her?

Boy meets girl and falls in love happily ever after. Yeah, right. Life is never just that easy for Hendrix. She is trapped in an age-old ontological conundrum. She is a girl that naturally wants a boy to fall in love with her. Unfortunately, she is a trans-girl and thus, is quite certain that she is doomed with an unnatural power. If a straight boy were to fall in love with her, then poof he is doomed to become gay. But the boy isn’t gay, he is straight, thus he is never to dare to ask her out over fear of being considered gay by everyone else. It is silly the way that works because Hendrix is just a girl, right? Boys should have nothing to be afraid of. And yet love, it can be very scary.

The Straight Boy is a coming of age first time transgender romance.


Chapter 1

“Now does anyone have something new to share?” asked the school therapist. Hendrix was after school sitting in the tiny therapist office with twenty of her closest friends. The last part was an exaggeration, but the school therapist insisted they were all friends while inside her office and so Hendrix went along with that philosophy. She reminded herself that there was a time not long ago when she really needed things like this group. That was a less sophisticated Hendrix than the Hendrix that existed today, though. The Hendrix of here and now had her shit together. Well, her shit was as together as an eighteen year old trans-girl high school senior could have it given the pressures of modern society. Yeah, modern society was probably most of the reason the twenty people here needed this group. Modern society was the type of society that was having trouble understanding how she went to the bathroom. It felt more like their problem than hers, but they made it her problem all the same. After all, didn’t they teach that subject to people at the time that they were potty trained?

Kelso raised his hand. It wouldn’t be a session without hearing from Kelso. Hendrix was pretty sure he was luckier than her. He was only gay. Hendrix envied the gay members of the group. Of all the kids in the LBGTQ student therapy group, she was pretty sure the letter G had it the easiest these days. They at least had each other. Meanwhile, she was the only letter T in school. If there was a letter Q at school, she knew for a fact that she hadn’t met them yet. They once had a QAnon believer show up thinking that’s what the Q stood for. Needless to say, that student didn’t come back for a second session.

“I came out this week,” announced Kelso. The room fell silent. You could have heard a pin drop. Only you wouldn’t ever hear a pin drop in this room, because no one was allowed a pin or any sharp objects while inside the LBGTQ session group room. In other words, the school showed a lot of optimism toward the mental stability and health of their LBGTQ student community.

Hendrix looked over to Jane. Jane was Hendrix’s best friend. Jane was a letter L. Not only was she a lesbian, but she was also a witch. Only one of those two things was real, but Hendrix liked Jane anyway. Jane had experience well beyond her eighteen years. Even though they were the same age, Jane was like an older sister to Hendrix. Jane was staring back at Hendrix giving her the look. That confirmed it, they both knew what would come next after Kelso’s announcement.

“Isn’t that very brave of you, Kelso. Group wasn’t that very brave of him?” asked the therapist.

Jane replied, “Did he come out to his goldfish or his cat this time?”

“My dog,” replied Kelso proudly.

“Harrah!” said Hendrix and the group had a collective chuckle.

“There will be none of that. Kelso has shared a piece of himself with the group and we are all appreciative of the sharing,” said the school therapist.

“Yes, we are all appreciative,” replied the group in unison.

The group fell silent after that announcement. Mostly due to the fact that the bell was about to ring marking the hour complete. It was never clear how many came here to share in the group because they wanted to, how many were there because they needed to, and how many were there because they were required to. The circles of that Venn diagram probably intercepted as they weren’t mutually exclusive. At least they did for Hendrix last year even if she wouldn’t admit it to anyone.

The bell rang out and the students collected their stuff and rapidly headed for the exit. The therapist shouted after them, “Now remember if you have recently been bullied, rejected by your family or are having any suicidal thoughts my door is always open, except for Wednesday afternoons when I’m doing my state mandated community service!”

Hendrix left the room and Jane quickly came up alongside her. Jane said, “I really like her. She is much better than last year’s therapist. I think they might really care.”

“Yes, but about what?” asked Hendrix.

“I don’t know.”

Guessing what is wrong with your therapist was half the fun of therapy. No one normal in the head said to themselves, I want to listen to other people’s problems all day long. Thus, therapists as a general rule had something wrong about them, at least in Hendrix eight years of experience with them, it felt that way.

“Do you ever wonder if we still need the group?” asked Hendrix.

“Hendrix, my poor love, I remember you as a junior just last year when you appeared at this school’s doorstep a tire wanderer. You, Hendrix, were the very definition of a complete hot mess.”

“I’m taking it that you don’t wonder then.”

Jane didn’t reply. They carried their backpack toward the parking lot headed for the car. It wasn’t Hendrix’s car, but thankfully Jane had a car. It was always handy to have a friend with wheels. Jane popped the hatch in the back and they both dumped their backpacks inside. Then Jane circled around and climbed inside. Hendrix sat down ready to head home. Only the car didn’t start. That meant one thing and one thing only. The conversation Hendrix thought was over wasn’t over. Jane asked, “What is bothering you this past week?”

“Nothing,” replied Hendrix, she added a shrug to sell her point.

“If you can’t tell the group, remember you can always tell me anything. I’ve done it all and more, and half of it hasn’t done me any good. That’s why I’m in the group,” reminded Jane.

“I am problem free at the moment,” assured Hendrix.

Jane laughed, which wasn’t the reaction Hendrix was shooting for. Jane wasn’t buying what Hendrix was selling. I guess that’s why she was Hendrix’s best friend. Jane said, “There is something you don’t want to share with the group, what is it? Come on, even if you can’t tell them, you can tell me. You understand that you can tell me anything?”

“I’d rather not share today.”

“Did I ever tell you about how I once turned my brother into a cat because he hid something from me?”

“You don’t have a brother.”

“Now, Hendrix, now I don’t have a brother, because now he’s a cat.”

“You’re also not a witch.”

“Boy you do have it bad. You haven’t been this big of a bitch to me since last year when you first arrived at Maple Valley High School. Now I am worried about you.”

Jane started up the car. She hit her cell phone and started streaming music over the car’s speakers. Jane listened to only lesbian musicians. At least she claimed they were all lesbians and Hendrix didn’t bother to verify each one individually. Jane’s word was good enough for Hendrix on that matter. Jane claimed they were the only ones that could express what was inside her heart. Well, them and Cher. Cher wasn’t strictly a lesbian but was apparently lesbian adjacent enough for Jane to listen too.

The music was nice in that it prevented further conversation. Not that Hendrix feared further conversation. It was just that there were some things best worked out by yourself first before you shared it with the world. While Jane was hardly the whole world, when you’re a teenager, one friend can feel like the whole world. It shouldn’t matter if she waited a little to share what was on her mind. After all, she had her shit together now. She was sure of it. Now last year, she clearly didn’t have her shit together. It was not her fault. No, she had moved across the country to live with her aunt because she needed a new start. Yes, she was attending this new high school out of need. It had become necessary to transfer schools because she had had issues at the old school. The kind of issues that meant you came home with black eyes or worse.

When you grow up in a small town and spend eight grades playing baseball, football, and soccer on boys’ teams while everyone calls you John, not everyone just immediately starts to call you Hendrix just because you legally changed your name to it. It didn’t matter if you started wearing dresses, taking certain drugs, and all the other stuff that went with it. Kids, well, they were hard to change the minds of once they knew you as one thing. Them hitting puberty did nothing to help them try to understand Hendrix. It never occurred to them that they never really knew Hendrix at all. How could they know her when a person barely knows themself at that age? Yeah, to them John had changed and gone all weird. Being weird was exactly what no one wanted to be associated with at that age. Being a teenager was all about fitting in. And being the only trans-girl at school meant she didn’t exactly fit in anywhere. Yeah, if the boys don’t want you around and the girls don’t want you around, fitting in becomes really hard.

Then there were the kids’ parents. It was just a fact that parents are worse than kids. Most of the grownups that live in her old town considered her immoral. She had a disease of the mind that tainted her soul in their opinion. But to Hendrix, Hendrix didn’t really feel she had changed at all. She had the same morals as ever. Why couldn’t they see the fact that just because she had a pink ribbon in her hair didn’t mean she had fallen under Satan’s grand evil spells? She didn’t understand, and it could not be understood by a mere mortal person such as herself. It just was, and it sucked. She just knew it was true that she was always her and when she had reached that certain age, she knew she had to decide either she was or she wasn’t and she knew that she was, so she is and that is that. But that didn’t mean they accepted that she was. And it sucked; yup, it plain and simply sucked. 

Well, mom decided and dad probably was relieved that she did. The decision was that mom sent Hendrix packing to her mom’s sister’s place. Mom claimed it was for the best. Hendrix had doubted it would help, but maybe mom’s do know best because it had helped. Here at her aunt’s place things weren’t perfect, but they were different. In part because parents weren’t so hung up over gender around these parts. And part because all the kids at school had only ever known Hendrix as Hendrix. She suspected, though, that the major reason was that now she lived in the big city and went to a huge, big city high school with twelve hundred students. Thus, most of the students didn’t know her from Adam or Eve to be more accurate. There was something awesome about just being another awkward teenage girl in a school filled with awkward teenage girls. To be just another pretty face in the crowd, it was a relief.

The car pulled to the curb. Jane ordered, “Either tell me what is on your mind or get out!”

“There is nothing on my mind,” insisted Hendrix. Jane frowned. They had only known each other for slightly over a year. How could she know Hendrix so well? She knew Hendrix had a problem that she wasn’t sharing. How could she know because even Hendrix wasn’t certain she had a problem, but she felt maybe that she did. The feeling that there was a problem had been growing and growing this school year. Yeah, the more comfortable a girl gets in her own skin, the more she wants to expand her horizon. It was just basic human nature. That wasn’t exactly a problem, or was it? Jane clearly wanted to know. Hendrix wasn’t ready to tell, though.

The silence ended with Jane announcing, “Fine, get out!”

“Don’t be mad at me.”

“I am not mad; do I sound mad?”

“Sort of.”

Jane pointed to the door. Hendrix shuffled her feet out of the car. She went and retrieved her backpack. Jane drove off into the falling winter light. Maybe Hendrix should have told her. It was hard to tell her. Not because it was a hard subject, but because Jane wouldn’t know the answer. You had to know the right question first to know the correct answer. It was one of those ontological problems every great philosopher tried to solve but didn’t. If they had, then the next philosopher wouldn’t have bothered to try to solve it themselves. They asked and yet no one knew the answer. If they didn’t know, how could Hendrix?


Chapter 2

“You haven’t touched your eggs,” said Aunt Wendy, as she picked up Hendrix’s plate, inspected the eggs, and tossed it back down in front of Hendrix after she was apparently satisfied the eggs weren’t off somehow. Her opinion, like her cooking in this matter might have been suspect, though.

Aunt Wendy wasn’t much of a cook. She basically knew how to boil an egg and toss a salad. Her best dinners started with a bing emanating from the microwave as it announced the frozen instant dinner was sufficiently hot. Still, Hendrix enjoyed living with her. That was because her opinion on other matters was much sounder. Aunt Wendy had a certain view on life that was in one word refreshing. She held that not everything in life deserved a total meltdown. Indeed, most things required no drama at all.

Hendrix stirred the eggs on her plate. She couldn’t talk to the group or Jane about what was bothering her, but Aunt Wendy was a different matter. She was more like a doctor than a parent. Hendrix knew what was said to Aunt Wendy went no further. Hendrix asked, “Do you believe in love, auntie?”

“I suppose it has been known to inflict people,” her aunt replied.

“I mean storybook love like in the movies,” clarified Hendrix.

“Nope, that doesn’t exist.”

“Oh, well yeah, I suppose happily ever after is a bit much to expect.”

“Are we expecting any love at all to come our way?” her aunt asked.

Hendrix sighed. “I don’t know. I think that I have a problem.”

“That includes the word love?”

“Maybe.”

“Go on,” instructed her aunt.

“It goes something like this; if a straight boy fell in love with me, then that would make him gay, right? But he isn’t gay because I’m a girl and he is straight and totally is only into girls. But I’m not everyone’s cup of tea as a girl. Thus, some people might label me as G, but I’m not G at all, I’m a T through and through. But society is going to think this boy is a G if they love a T and thus, I don’t think it is likely this straight boy will fall in love with me in the first place. Yes, to be a T makes true love a very hard thing to find.”

“If he is smart, then he doesn’t give a shit about society or its pointless labels,” replied Aunt Wendy, giving up on her own eggs and starting to surf her phone for takeout. She asked Hendrix, “I think the eggs are off. Pizza or subs tonight?”

“Oh, I think a sub.” Aunt started ordering on her phone. Hendrix took the lull in the conversation to push the issue again. “I mean, if a boy was straight and he liked me, and we . . . We . . . We . . . Well, would that make them gay? It isn’t a label; it is a mentality. Is he straight or is he gay if he loves me?”

Her aunt didn’t say anything for a moment. Mostly because she was still ordering. Once their much better meal was finally on its way, she looked Hendrix dead in her eyes. She asked, “Have we been Weing with anyone I know?”

“No!” replied Hendrix quickly.

“I see, so your question is purely an academic one.”

“Yes, completely.”

“Let me ask you this; you’re a girl, right?” asked her aunt.

“Yes.”

“And the person you are theoretically Weing with is a boy, right?”

“Yes.”

“Then I don’t see what is gay about it.”

“But society . . .”

“Look, Hendrix, who gives a shit what other people label stuff? A boy and a girl being in love with each other isn’t a gay thing. It is the exact opposite of it. Thus, there is nothing mental about it.”

“I think my father would disagree about that given the number of therapists I’ve seen.”

Hendrix regretted bringing up her father almost immediately. Her auntie, however, didn’t take the bait. Instead, her aunt turned on the TV. With that sound advice from her aunt stored in her back pocket, Hendrix left the kitchen table. She had about thirty minutes until dinner arrived. That conversation was why she liked her aunt. Aunt Wendy only cared about things worth caring about. The finer details of love didn’t seem to matter to her. They must matter, though. There was so much in life dedicated to the ideas of love that it had to matter. Yes, Hendrix cared about the answer. She couldn’t imagine dating a truly gay man. She couldn’t love a Kelso in a million years. She liked boys. She wanted to be someone’s girlfriend. She absolutely didn’t want to be some boy’s boyfriend. There wasn’t anything wrong with that if you were gay, but Hendrix wasn’t gay. Only society almost certainly saw her as gay. She couldn’t escape the label. The whole LBGTQ community were stuck together and most assumed they were interchangeable parts. Yes, they stuck the T in with the rest of the pride alphabet soup, but Hendrix knew she wasn’t a G, a B or even an L for that matter. She still wasn’t sure what a Q was, but she was sure someday she’d meet one. One met everyone eventually in group. 

Most important of all about this was that she was eighteen and single and suddenly it felt just absolutely awful to be that way. She should absolutely be dating at her age. Most of the other girls at school were dating in some form or other. She was a good-looking girl, she was sure of it. Why weren’t there any takers? The answer seemed to be obvious, and she didn’t like the answer. Yet, there was probably no real answer to that. It was all in her head. That’s why you go to group therapy, Hendrix, she told herself.

Auntie was probably right, and dreams of storybook romance were silly. She was certain her views on romance were completely distorted by Hollywood movies. Every princess movie she ever watched had assured her that by eighteen she would have met the man of her dreams and have fallen hopelessly ever after in love. Only, there were no trans-princesses in the movies. Indeed, if a LBGTQ character happened to appear in a movie, even as a blurry background character, some people cried that the movie had gone horribly woke. Woke, that was the new the sky is falling battle cry of the weak minded. Hendrix’s skin crawled anytime a moron used it around her. That chicken little story ended with them all being eaten by a wolf and some people might claim that is exactly what happened already to the people that cried woke all the time; at least politically it seemed that way. Being politically correct didn’t land one a boyfriend, though. Particularly if you were fated by gender to be defined as permanently politically incorrect.

She headed to her bedroom. She laid across her pink unicorn themed bedsheet. She started playing with her stuffed unicorn by her pillow. She asked her stuffy, “What is the answer?” The unicorn didn’t reply because it was filled with space age polymers and not dating wisdom.

She had told Aunt Wendy and nothing bad had happened. The next step wasn’t to bring her feelings up in group. No, the next step was to seek advice from a witch. Yes, Aunt Wendy’s reaction meant almost certainly Hendrix should feel comfortable talking to Jane about this. She placed her cell phone in front of her. She should dial Jane. She should. It would be better if Jane called her, though. Yes, that would be infinitely better if Jane called her, so she text Jane.

I might have something on my mind.

The phone rang immediately. Good ole Jane, Hendrix could always count on her. “Hello,” answered Hendrix.

“Okay, tell me all about it,” said Jane.

Hendrix took a deep breath. “I think I want a boyfriend.”

“Anyone we know?”

“Oh, I don’t think so.”

“Then you have a crush on someone I don’t know?”

“I don’t have a crush on anyone at all, I want a crush. I want one most badly, but there doesn’t seem to be any takers. And that . . . Worries me.”

“Well, you haven’t really been trying.”

“I suppose not, but I don’t think boys need much encouragement if you’re attractive to them.”

“Hendrix, you are plenty attractive.”

“If I am, then I’m not feeling any advances coming my way. Indeed, wanting their advances or not seems never to occur to boys as they offer it without asking. And yet in my case, nothing.”

“Are you sure you don’t have anyone in mind?”

“I just want a normal run of the mill boy to ask me out on a date, and stuff,” replied Hendrix.

“And stuff.”

“If it comes to that.”

“I see, that’s it? That is all there was on your mind?”

“That is it.”

“Doesn’t seem like such a big deal to me.”

“But it is, isn’t it? No straight boy is going to ask me out because if they touch me, poof they will instantly turn gay. And they’re not gay, they are straight, so they won’t ask me to begin with. But I’m a girl, not a boy so I shouldn’t really make them gay just by dating me, but yet I will make them gay and so they won’t want to be gay and thus they aren’t asking me out and so I will die alone in a one bedroom fourth story walkup apartment with a cat named Puddles.”

There was a long pause. Hendrix checked to make sure she still had a phone signal. She squeezed her unicorn as she waited. Finally, Jane replied, “This is a tough one. I think . . .”

“Yes!”

“I think I need to find you a boy and just see what happens.”

“What if something bad happens?”

“Either they poof or they don’t poof.”

“There are worse things than boys going poof. I’ve had worse happen to me, you know that.”

“If they harm you, I will turn them into a newt,” assured Jane and then she hung up.

Hendrix sat up in bed. It felt good to let it out. She still had no real answer. The odds Jane found her a man felt pretty slim. Jane wasn’t particularly in tune with looking for a man. Still, Jane was probably correct. Somehow Hendrix just needed to try to date someone, anyone. Okay, that sounded desperate. There must be a perfectly good straight boy at school willing to date her. There just had to be. Hendrix just needed to find them. The one place she wouldn’t find them was in her group. That was the last place to find a straight boy.

“Your sub is here!” yelled out Aunt Wendy from downstairs.

Suddenly Hendrix was hungry. She rushed downstairs to eat.


Chapter 3

It was seven thirty in the morning on a Saturday. Hendrix was buttoning her winter coat. She had rushed outside to stand in the cold waiting for Jane to show up. Jane had called her a few minutes ago with big news. Okay, she called her from her car a few minutes ago with the promise of big news. It was news so big she could only tell Hendrix in person. 

It was drizzling, cold, and so early in the morning Aunt Wendy wasn’t even awake to cook Hendrix eggs neither of them wanted to eat. This big news Jane had had better be important because normally Hendrix wouldn’t have tolerated this type of early morning drama from anyone. Particularly on a Saturday, but Jane had been a good sport over Hendrix’s own weekly drama, so she did feel she would have to make time for her own friend’s drama too.

Jane’s car loomed in the distance. It was a sight for cold tired eyes. Jane pulled to the curb and Hendrix climbed inside shivering. There wasn’t coffee and donuts waiting for her inside the car. The heater was on full blast, so there was that relief. Hendrix yawned and looked bleary-eyed at her friend.

“What’s up?” asked Hendrix.

Jane replied, “Saturday morning is when my robotics club meets at the rec hall.”

“So?”

“So, once a week I go to robotics club and today I decided you are joining me. Congratulations, you’re the newest member of the team.”

“You never told me you did a robotics club.”

“Must I tell you everything about my endlessly incredible life?”

The question was rhetorical or at least it was going to be because Hendrix had to fish for the seatbelt as the car rapidly pulled away from the curb. Jane hit her cell phone and music started playing. For once it was a male voice coming out of Jane’s speakers. It didn’t last long before Jane hit the pause.

“I forgot to change the streaming channel,” grumbled Jane. They were in between traffic lights, making changing the song difficult. She looked over to Hendrix and offered, “I had to give Kelso a ride last night. He was having a moment, so I let him listen to what he wanted. Unfortunately, he wanted to listen to Elton John. Gay men, they have a poor sense of what real music is.”

This was an opinion shared probably by no other living person, but Jane. Everyone has their idiosyncrasies and Jane’s were, lesbian musicians, wearing black, and pretending to be a witch. All in all, they were quite tolerable idiosyncrasies as far as Hendrix could tell. That Kelso was seeking help from Jane last night didn’t feel like big news, so Hendrix didn’t act like it was. She merely asked, “Why did you give Kelso a ride?”

“He wanted my advice.”

“Why yours?”

“I appear to be the group’s soothsayer lately. He knew I was out already, and he wanted to know what I thought about his coming out.”

“What, to his dog again?”

“To his parents.”

“Oh.” The car fell silent. They reached the next light and Jane didn’t change her music stream. Instead, she exchanged glances with Hendrix. Hendrix finally asked the obvious next question. “What did you tell him?”

“What does a tomb tell you?”

“We have to tell him something.”

“Why? We are not licensed therapists.”

“But aren’t we better than therapists? We know the dangers all too well of what could happen.”

“Don’t be dramatic, Hendrix.”

“It could be a dramatic moment. Not everyone has your parents’ tolerance.”

“Look, he will bring it up in group and then our therapist won’t tell him what to do either. You know it, I know it, it is what it is. Kelso and only Kelso can know when he is ready. And after that, no one knows, not even his dog.”

Hendrix knew Jane was probably correct. Coming out, it was a stupid term. Hendrix hated it. You were who you were. It was just some people pretended not to see what was out there ready to be seen because of their own convenience of blind ignorance. Having to put on a show for them to explain to them that which should be obvious to them already felt degrading. Coming out, it was a stupid term. Unless you literally lived in a closet, then you were out every day of your life. If anything, your family should come out to you and explain to you why they are choosing to ignore that which was obvious. Anyone that didn’t know Kelso was gay and lived in the same house as Kelso had some serious blinders on. At least, that is how Hendrix saw it.

Jane reached to change the music stream. Hendrix protested. “You might as well leave Elton on. I rather fancy a change of format.”

“I can’t, sorry, but his music creates bad juju in my brain.”

“I don’t understand why. He is gay after all like you are.”

“I’m not gay. I’m a lesbian.”

“It is the same difference.”

“No, we have our own letter for a reason, thank you very much. If being L was the same as being a G then it would just be BGTQ instead a LBGTQ. Besides, the main reason for the bad juju is that he has that thing on his head.”

“Thing?”

“On his head.”

“You mean his wig?” asked Hendrix.

“The fake hair, I can’t stand it. It is like there is a dead squirrel on his head. I can’t stop thinking about it.”

“I wear wigs. Do you think my wigs look like dead squirrels?”

Jane looked over at Hendrix instead of the road. She asked, “Where is your wig?”

“When your friend wakes you at the crack of dawn, you don’t have time to make yourself glamorous before they take you away to robotics.”

“Oh, I didn’t think about that. Well, what is done is done.”

Hendrix just thought of something. She announced, “You do realize that your precious Cher wears wigs and you love listening to her.”

“How dare you besmirch the name of Cher’s hair!”

“I merely . . .”

“Cher’s hair is a saint!”

“I’m just stating a fact that she wears a wig from time to time. Just like I do, just like Sir Elton.”

Jane now appeared agitated which served her right after waking Hendrix on a Saturday morning and disparaging wigs. Jane said, “Facts, you want facts, then I will give you facts!”

Her anger was not having the intended effect as Hendrix was more than pleased to finally hear why she was whizzing her car through the streets on a Saturday morning. She knew for a fact it wasn’t to take Hendrix to a robotics club because of Hendrix’s deep love of robots.

Jane continued, “I will have you know for a fact that I’m taking you to the robotics club because there is a boy there that I want to introduce to you. No, not just a boy, but a man. Yes, a man. Given your demeaning of Saint Cher, I don’t know why I bother to help you at all in your quest for love.”

“What!”

“I like Cher and that is final.”

“No, not that. You talked about me to a boy?”

“A man.”

“I don’t care about the difference; I care that you are talking about me to them!”

“Oh, did I mention this is a dating set up that we are driving to?”

Hendrix’s heart raced. This was a setup, a set up! She stammered, “But I look like a dateless disaster. I’m wearing yesterday's clothes, no makeup, and I’ve barely brushed my real hair as I don’t have a wig on!”

“Yeah, you will fit right in with the robotics team. They are mostly dateless losers. I mean, I think it is very likely that I’m the only one seeing somebody in the whole club.”

“I don’t like to be thought of as a dateless loser,” grumbled Hendrix.

“Do you have a date?”

“No.”

“Have you done a lot of winning in life?”

“Well, technically no.”

“See, you will fit right in.”

After saying that, Jane started streaming again and turned the volume up to maximum. Cher pelted Hendrix’s ears in what can only be described as sonic revenge.

Hendrix was going there to meet a boy; this was big news. No wonder they were just talking about everything but Jane’s big news. Jane’s big news was a huge disaster and Jane must know it. Hendrix was not ready to meet anyone. They were just talking in theory last night about her dating someone. It was all theoretical. There weren’t supposed to be facts involved yet. Not this quickly. Not appearing like this. People simply do not meet their true love on a Saturday morning before they’ve even managed breakfast. This was a disaster; she should never have told Jane. 

She gave Jane a hard stare. Jane was ignoring her and concentrating on the road even though Hendrix was pretty sure Hendrix preferred they have a traffic accident at the moment. Just a minor automotive malfunction would be enough to end this idiotic idea. There was a fact Jane must understand as well as any person did; one simply does not meet Prince Charming at a robotics club meeting. One didn’t even meet General Motors at a robotics club these days. Love was not on the line today. Hendrix was sure of it and yet, she absolutely dreaded her immediate future.


Chapter 4

Hendrix wasn’t good at math or science or writing or grammar or . . . School in general when she thought about it. It wasn’t really so much her fault that her grades sucked. When you suddenly find yourself needing conversion therapy at age twelve and things don’t go exactly smoothly for you due to your transition, you tend to find school taking a backseat to personal matters. Particularly if going to school becomes sort of a mandatory state sponsored torture program. There are only so many times a boy can toss you out a second story window before you decide maybe Math class isn’t for you. Hendrix was a quick learner and one trip out the window was all it took for her to learn that lesson. Yeah, there were sound reasons why she was now living with her Aunt Wendy.

A rather tall blond walked by their table, and he attracted Hendrix’s full attention. There were a lot of things that could distract Hendrix from a random pile of electronic parts scattered on a folding table inside a cold rec center on a Saturday morning; an athletic blond student was high on the list. There was something about height that attracted Hendrix. In Hendrix’s vision, young maidens were supposed to be considered dainty. It was a quality that Hendrix wasn’t exactly gifted with. She was five feet, five inches. She wasn’t a hulking awkward giant by any standards, but she wasn’t exactly dainty either. Well, unless the man was very tall. Perspective was everything when it came to things like that. She elbowed Jane and gently nudged her head in the direction of the blond.

Jane didn’t even bother to look. She mumbled, “No, not him.”

Of course not, thought Hendrix. That wouldn’t be a Jane type of a man. Indeed, basically no man was a Jane type of man. Still, Hendrix had created a general impression of what to expect based on what she knew of Jane. Given that Jane pretended to be a witch and dressed in only two colors black and dark blue, Hendrix was expecting a goth. Yeah, probably he would be a goth with too many tattoos and piercings. Hendrix didn’t want to kiss someone with things sticking out of their face at random locations. She had a general fear of anyone that had a chance that when they kissed that she’d become latched on. As fear went, she was pretty certain this was a perfectly sound fear.

The problem with love boiled down to the fact that there is what you want and what you can get. Given she was a beggar at the moment, she couldn’t exactly be a chooser. Hopefully, he wouldn’t have a piercing that made him look like a fish on a hook. And if he did? She reminded herself that this was just a trial run. She wasn’t really trying to land a boyfriend today; she was just kicking the tires on the whole dating process. She would likely have to kick a lot of tires before she found the right one to drive home. The car analogy sounded promising, although she had no real-life experience with cars either. Her therapist recommended against her getting her driver’s license just yet. 

Hendrix played with a couple of plastic wheels with her hands as she scanned the rest of the club. There didn’t appear to be too many keepers among this club’s members. There were a lot of younger people. She was not dating an underclassman. That much she was sure about it. High school seniors were immature enough as it was.

“Jane, fancy you finally making a session!” called out someone behind Hendrix.

Hendrix naturally turned around and spotted a red head with unkempt hair, an old t-shirt, and ripped jeans heading their way. He was maybe an inch taller than Hendrix, maybe. He was clearly not ideal. Please, don’t be him, she thought.

Hendrix asked Jane, “Who is that?”

“That is Mark, he is our old team captain. He is a college sophomore now, very average looking, not dating anyone, and very likely still a virgin,” whispered Jane to Hendrix.

She didn’t add that he was the man Hendrix was being set up with because Hendrix could understand what was implied by the fact Jane bothered mentioning him at all. As targets went, extremely average looking felt like safe territory. The name Mark was so traditional sounding that it was a name you almost forgot that it still existed. That was mostly due to every other boy at school being named Noah, Oliver or Liam. Mark, it was almost an exotic name these days.

“I see you brought a friend,” said Mark, arriving at the table.

Jane made formal introductions. “Hendrix, this is Mark Reynolds, our old robotics team captain and still an occasional team mentor, and Mark, this is Hendrix. I told you about her on the phone last night. Since we are behind schedule, she said that she was willing to help out. She is really good at being willing. To help out, that is.”

Mark didn’t reply right away. He seemed to be sizing Hendrix up. Hendrix wondered if Jane’s conversation with him last night was only about her robotics abilities. It felt doubtful given she was pretty sure that she had none. Finally, he extended a hand toward Hendrix. Hendrix reached out and grasped it. He had rather strong hands. He asked her, “Do you have any coding experience?”

Jane didn’t let Hendrix reply. She said, “I code, she is good with tools.”

Mark balked at the idea, “She can use power tools?”

Hendrix took immediate offense at the suggestion he was implying. Hendrix explained, “Of course, I can. My dad runs a machine shop. He made sure I always helped him when I was home on school breaks. He always says that a real man knows how to use tools.”

Mark smirked. “I see, you are a regular tomboy then?”

“Close enough,” agreed Hendrix, not wanting to explain the difference.

“Good, I need you to drill holes here and here for the clearance for the axils. Meanwhile, Jane, with me,” said Mark.

Mark and Jane headed over to another table. He certainly was bossy. He would be if he was the former team captain. He was a mentor. Did Hendrix need mentoring? It sounded too much like being a therapist. Hendrix didn’t want to date her therapist or any therapist. It probably didn’t mean anything personality wise against him, though. Not that he was interested in her anyway. A real man knows how to use tools, why did she say that? Because it was true that her father always used to say that to her. Only he never thought of her as a her. He demanded she learn how to use tools because he thought it would make her into a man. Her father, he still doesn’t get it. Hendrix, you are a regular tomboy, she said to herself. More like an irregular tomboy, but the notion still sounded okay to her. Maybe she was a bit of a tomboy. If it was true, then it wasn’t due to her desire to be one. It was just due to her life experiences.

She sized up the clearance needed for the hole. Then she secured the part in the vice. She started searching for the correct drill bit. Having found what she needed, she put on her goggles and started working on making holes. A drill press would come in real handy right about now. Not that there was one around, so she had to make do with what she had.

“You are pretty good at that,” complimented Mark. She looked up to see he had returned to her table, but without Jane. Mark then lowered his voice, “Could I ask you for a little help?”

“I don’t see why not,” replied Hendrix, thinking she was helping already, so the question felt slightly pointless.

Mark explained, “We are building a robot to navigate a maze and place rings on select targets.”

“That sounds really practical,” replied Hendrix.

Mark continued, “And we’re a little behind on the project.” Obviously, Mark didn’t get how uninterested in robotics she was. Really, Jane, why did you think this guy was for her? Mark soldiered on, “Jane is the team’s best coder and seeing that you are her significant other, could you encourage her to put in a little extra effort for the good of the team the next few weeks.”

Hendrix stopped her drilling cold. She was not very good at relationship building, but she was almost dead certain that the worst way to build one with someone was for that someone to think you are already dating someone else. Hendrix shot Mark a glance and added, “I can assure you that there’s nothing between us of that nature.”

“Of that nature?” he repeated.

“You were implying Jane, and I were lesbian lovers, right?”

Mark turned beat red. He stammered, “Oh, she said she wanted me to meet you. I thought that was because she was . . . You were . . .”

“Nope, Jane and I are just best friends.”

“Oh good . . . I mean, great. I mean . . .”

“She didn’t tell you beforehand any important details about me?” asked Hendrix.

“Like what?”

“Oh, you would remember it if she had told you.”

“Huh?”

“I need to finish drilling this hole now,” said Hendrix.

“Yes, good idea, carry on. I didn’t . . .”

“Yes?”

“Never mind.” Mark took that note to wander away, but not without giving Hendrix one last lingering glance.

She wasn’t sure Mark deserved saving from putting his foot in his mouth. That type of stuff hit a nerve in Hendrix. The idea a lesbian could have a straight friend sounded like a concept completely foreign to him. It was completely and totally ignorant. To think, he could know about all this engineering robotics stuff and not know the first thing about human beings. Mark wasn’t so bright after all. Unless he was. There were only a few reasons Jane wanted him to meet her; building robots, Jane was dating her, or . . . Did he just backdoor probe her without Hendrix understanding that was what he was doing?

Her drill bit stopped cold again as that thought crossed her mind. She looked over to him. He was talking to Jane. What if he was suggesting that Jane and her were an item because he wanted to verify the answer as a firm no for different reasons. What if he was attracted to her? Nah, she looked like she was dragged out of bed on Saturday morning. Of course, everyone else here did too. But guys want glamor and a sense of allure from their woman. They don’t want a plain Jane or plain Jane’s friend. Only Jane wasn’t plain in this case. She was pretty radical looking 24/7. Hendrix looked over at them again. What were they talking about?

Hendrix started to drill again. The idea Mark was feeling her out was too fantastical. He would only do that if Jane hinted to Mark last night that she had a friend that was already interested in him. Nah, Jane wouldn’t do that because that would be almost cheating. Yes, that would be cheating. That is priming the pump of love. You couldn’t try to set up a friend with another friend by hinting to each friend they were bringing them together just to see how they got along. Telling one friend was okay, but telling both? That was unheard of, right?

For the next hour nothing eventful happened. Okay, Hendrix had bothered to show several other members of the team how they were incorrectly using several tools. There was something about the abuse of tools that bothered her. Not that she actually liked using them, but she had been taught to use them properly by her father. No, by stating that nothing eventful had happened, she was focused mostly on Mark. He hadn’t said another word to her. That would seem to confirm that he had actually accused her of being a lesbian for stupid reasons. He was now too embarrassed to say another word to her.

“How is my favorite club member doing?” asked Jane.

“Is it lunchtime yet?” grumbled Hendrix.

“I have news for you,” replied Jane, ignoring Hendrix’s hunger pains.

“And I have news for you. If that kid over there keeps using the screwdriver like that, every screw on your robot will be stripped.”

Jane replied, “My news is not robot related. Good news, Hendrix, Mark heard about your deep interest in seeing the natural history museum and seeing that he is a bit of a science nut, he has agreed to take you to the museum tomorrow afternoon.”

“What is the natural history museum?”

“I just told you what it is, it is the site of your first date with Mark.”

“Maybe I don’t want to go on a date with Mark.”

“Why?”

“Because I don’t think we have anything in common.”

Jane shook her head. “My dear Hendrix, you have one thing in common.”

“Oh.”

“You’re both going to the natural history museum together tomorrow at ten o’clock. I gave him your address and stressed how excited you would be when I told you the news.”

“Jane . . .”

“Obviously, a little more enthusiasm from you right about now would help sell my story.”

“You didn’t tell him the truth about me, did you?”

“Truth?”

“Jane . . .” Hendrix’s protest fell on deaf ears. Both Mark and her had been set up on a date. This was a disaster. This was a complete disaster.  What else had Jane told Mark about her? What do you wear on a date you might not want to have? And why was that one kid allowed anywhere near the tool chest!

Hendrix went over and snatched the screwdriver from the kid’s hands. She looked over at Mark. He was looking directly at her. Enthusiasm, Hendrix, you need to show him some enthusiasm. Hendrix gave him her widest fake smile she had inside her. He gave her a thumbs up. Then he went to help another student. A trip to the museum, it was not a real date. It was something friends do together. It wasn’t a romantic type of outing. Yes, that was it in a nutshell. Going to the museum together didn’t count as a real date. Thus, there was no reason to panic over it. There was no reason to panic at all. She wasn’t even attracted to Mark. He was too short, too old, and too willing to take her to the museum. Wait, the last part wasn’t a negative trait. Her pulse was racing despite this good news. It was making her lose track of her train of thought.

“Can I have my screwdriver back?” asked the underclassman.

“No!” scowled Hendrix back at him. She then set about to demonstrate how to properly use a screwdriver for the seventh time today.


Chapter 5

This had to be easily the worst idea Jane had ever had in her life. Hendrix had only known Jane for a little over a year, but it was hard to imagine a worse one. Going on a date to a museum with a college sophomore that Hendrix barely knew, it wasn’t Hendrix’s idea of romance at all. The worst part of this idea was that Hendrix had started the ball running on it by telling Jane that she had wanted to start dating. Had she kept her mouth shut she would still be dateless and miserable. Which, come to think of it, was only a slightly worse situation than what she now found herself in.

Okay, she wasn’t really miserable, it was her wardrobe that was miserable. It was clearly faulty at the moment. Hendrix checked herself in the mirror. She had on her best blue summer dress. It was not too short, not too long. Yes, it was a very non-committed dress. She was neither trying to hide her feminine form in it, nor did it unnecessarily force it out on display to the world. The question was, was it the right dress for the moment? Given it was winter the answer was clearly no, if warmth was her goal. It wasn’t and when on dates your comfort was hardly even a consideration or why else would high heels ever have been invented.

She looked at her bed covered in other outfits. She had tried on thirty outfits so far this morning and none suited the situation better than this dress. A blue summer dress, white socks, and sneakers, it was very let’s go to the museum as the type of friends that one does intellectual stuff with and by the way I am totally not interested romantically in you right at the moment, but I might be later. Yes, it didn’t force more than the idea of friendship while hinting that there might be more to come, but probably there wouldn’t be more. That was a lot to ask from an outfit, but if this outfit didn’t say that nothing else in her closet would say it any better. It was decided then, this was the outfit. A weight appeared to lift from her shoulders after making that decision.

She checked her face in her vanity mirror. She hadn’t cared about makeup yesterday, but that was Jane’s idea to drag her to robotics without it. Still, he didn’t seem put off by seeing her in all-natural form. Was that good or bad? It didn’t matter, today was about impressing to the maximum because it was a real fake date and not a fake-fake date. She had to knock his socks off. She would appear as stunning as Hendrix could appear. Fake lashes, check.  Heavy eyeliner, check. Dr. Pepper lip smacker, check. Yes, Hendrix looked stunning.

She eyed her collection of wigs. He had seen her wigless yesterday. Thus, he would probably wonder why she suddenly appeared today with flowing long hair. He wouldn’t know that she normally did wear a wig and only by sheer folly on Jane’s behalf was she found totally unprepared yesterday. Hendrix had five wigs in total now. That was basically her go to Christmas present asked from Santa. You couldn’t go wrong with a quality wig in Hendrix’s book. She took her favorite one off its holder. She said, “Okay, Hendrix, do you want to date boys or not want to date boys?” She wanted to. But maybe not Mark specifically. Granted he was the one offering to go on a date with her. Only it wasn’t a real date. It was a set up. She planted the wig on her head. Hendrix would try her best. If Mark didn’t try his best, then the failure of this not-a-real-date would be his fault. Jane couldn’t blame Hendrix for his failings. She would have done her best to win his heart.

“I wondered what you were doing up here. Are you planning on going to church today?” asked Aunt Wendy.

Her aunt was standing in her doorway. Hendrix gave her aunt a quick runway preview of her outfit. Then Hendrix explained, “Nothing so radical, auntie, I am just planning an outing to the natural history museum.”

“And you suddenly have an interest in history?”

“Naturally,” replied Hendrix.

“And there wouldn’t be a boy involved in this sudden interest?”

“Let us just say that I didn’t just try on thirty outfits to impress the guy that takes my ticket at the door.”

“Will I get to meet him?”

That was a good question. After how many dates was meeting the family required. One hopeless trip to a museum didn’t feel like it created a need to meet her aunt before it was necessary. If Hendrix avoided that part, she felt it was probably all around better for everyone. Particularly, since any relationship probably shouldn’t start with a statement like don’t dare ask why I’m living with my aunt instead of my actual parents. Sure, by not telling him the truth, she would be hiding something from Mark, but deception was a natural way for any girl to start any healthy relationship with a boy. A girl doesn’t put on her best outfits and fifty times her normal makeup, because she wanted him to see the real her right from the start. Duh! Every relationship with a man starts with a woman pretending she has never in her life pooped or farted. It just went without saying that deception in her part was critical to starting a relationship on sound footing.

Hendrix replied to her aunt, “Feel free to gawk at him from the window. In the rare event of a second date, maybe I’ll share him with the family. Given Jane has set this date up for us, I’m not really expecting a return engagement from him.”

“Jane set you up with a boy?”

“A totally straight boy and everything. He doesn’t have a single letter associated with his name.”

“If you say so, then I won’t bother gawking.”

Aunt Wendy was lovely when she was being practical. Hendrix felt off the hook about the subject of parental approval for this date. The doorbell rang. Hendrix rushed to the window. An unfamiliar properly aged vehicle sat in the driveway. It was the type of car you expected a college sophomore to drive. It was time for her date.

“Wish me luck,” said Hendrix.

“I don’t believe in luck,” replied her aunt.

Hendrix left her bedroom on that note. Hendrix didn’t believe in luck either. At least, she rarely expected the good kind to happen to her. Her expectations had been well kept so far in life. If anyone had more bad luck packed into eighteen years than her, she hated to meet them. Good luck, I deserve some good luck for a change, she hoped. She stood in front of her front door. She wasn’t opening it. Was she afraid to open it? Well, no, it was just that with the door closed the prospects of what would happen during this date were still endless. Once she opened the door the prospects of today’s date would immediately become more limited. The last time she had talked to Mark, he asked her if she was a lesbian. He couldn’t ask her something worse today, right? She crossed her fingers and opened the door.

Her expectations were immediately lowered. Mark was dressed for a trip to a museum. She sniffed the air. He didn’t even put on cologne. That meant he didn’t appear all that much different than yesterday. Maybe that meant he wasn’t into her. Possibly, but maybe that was just the difference between boys and girls. Girls spent forever worrying about their appearance, and guys spent forever noticing her appearance but forgetting about their own. At least, straight guys normally were like that. Yup, straight totally cis-guys dressed just like Mark. Maybe she should just relax. Maybe.

He greeted her, “Hi, you look different somehow.”

“It’s the lighting in my house. My hair always looks a lot more flowing with an infinite amount of body to it when in this lighting.”

“Those are some lights.”

“Yes, we have a very good electrician. My hair and I are ready to goto the museum,” she announced. They both stood there a moment having nothing else to add to the conversation.

Finally, he added, “Then let’s get going.”

Hendrix slowly walked to his car. She thought, you could back out now Hendrix and he would probably be just as relieved as you would be. He opened the car door for her. If she chickened out now, then she would have spent yesterday helping build a robot for nothing. That didn’t sound like the most convincing logic ever uttered in a girl’s mind as to why she was going out on a date, but it was enough to get her inside his car. She said, “I just can’t wait to get there.”

“I love the natural history museum too.”

“Beats the unnatural one any day!” she exclaimed. He gave her a funny look and then closed the door. And thus, the date got a touch more awkward. Okay, why did she just say that? She sounded like an uncultured ignoramus. Mark might be average looking, but he is rather smart and cultured.

He sat down and gave her a quick smile. The car started up and they were on their way. There was no turning back. Not unless she suddenly experienced motion sickness. She never had experienced it before but the butterflies that suddenly decided to lounge inside her stomach raised the odds quite a bit. Why was she so nervous? She didn’t even like him. Nope, she didn’t like him at all. They had nothing in common besides their being on a date together. Maybe, she did like him a little then. There was something attractive about smart people, probably.  No, definitely. She grew up among the great unwashed and they turned her off. Intelligence, it was a nice change to find it in a man.

Mark apparently was a talker when he drove. As he drove, he talked to her, “Jane was really talkative with me yesterday at robotics.”

“Oh?”

“I told her that I was going to the museum today and she was all over that. She kept telling me how interested you were in the museum, but your parents never took you.”

“Oh?”

“I was a little embarrassed about thinking you might be a lesbian . . .”

“Oh?”

“But she didn’t think it was a big deal. She said you were dying for someone to take you. Well, I couldn’t just go alone like I usually do if you . . . Ah . . . Really wanted to see it. You know, see it with me. I’m glad she asked you for me and that you said yes. Really, really . . . Ah, glad. You really do want to see it, right?”

“Oh . . . Oh, yes.”

He relaxed, “I really love natural history too. I used to be heavily into robotics all through high school and that’s why I still volunteer to help out the old team. I really thought when I went to college, I was going to be an engineer. But I sort of discovered I like comparative anatomy better, so I switched my major. I’m thinking of going to graduate school to be a sort of paleontologist. My friends think I’m crazy. After all, engineering is guaranteed money, whereas paleontology is a lot more dicey. Still, when you know that you’re on the wrong track in life, you have to make a decision to change that track or you will end up being miserable in the long run, do you know what I mean?”

“More than you could possibly know.”

“Oh?”

Wait, did he just oh her! She gave him a glance. He was pouring his heart out to her about his real passion in life. She had heard someone doing the exact same thing at least one hundred times before while in group. He probably didn’t know that Hendrix was awful at being supportive to others while inside of group. Still, he really wanted her to care about whatever it was he cared about. She didn’t and she wasn’t trying hard to fake it. Yeah, this date was a disaster. They had nothing in common. He was into paleontology whatever that was and she was into . . . Stuff. It occurred to her sans trying to be normal, she had forgotten to have other hobbies. That made her sound shallow. She must have other hobbies, right? That sounded less than convincing. Her inner self should be working harder on this date.

“How about a little music while we drive?” he asked.

“Sure, how about some Taylor Swift.”

“I have something even better.”

The music started. Hendrix suddenly found a deep appreciation for Jane’s limited set list. Mark’s something-even-better music was loud. Hendrix had to give it that.

“What is this?” she reluctantly asked in hopes it might hint the fact she wasn’t enjoying it.

He glanced at her in bewilderment. He turned down the volume. He replied, “Jimi Hendrix. I figure you must have listened to him a lot growing up seeing that your parents named you after him.”

“You think my parents named me after Jimi Hendrix?”

“Why else would anyone be named Hendrix?”

“Well . . .”

“Yes?”

“Sure, then let’s go with my parents named me after Jimi Hendrix,” replied Hendrix. Up went the volume again.

She was not willing to explain to Mark why she was actually named Hendrix. Not explaining meant she had just fated herself to be forced to listen to Jimi Hendrix the whole way to the museum. The only good thing about that was that the music saved her from further awkward conversation.


Chapter 6

Mark went up to the glass window to buy museum entrance tickets. He hadn’t even asked her to go Dutch on this date. Hendrix knew enough about dating that if a man paid for the whole date, then that made it an official date. Of course, it was an official date, but what she meant was that she knew if he paid it meant it was an official romantic date. If she went Dutch then it was more of a just-friends feeling it out date. But he didn’t even ask. He took it for granted he was paying. He had romantic ideas about this date. That was probably correct according to the code of dating that everyone understood. Did Mark actually like her romantically? The idea he was interested in her purely romantically hadn’t occurred to her before. She had dressed with the idea of making him interested in her romantically, but she hadn’t expected it to work! She had never had a boy show interest in her in public that didn’t involve interest in understanding her aerodynamics via a window toss. This date was feeling less like a hopeless set up by Jane and more like something interesting. Interesting was probably not the correct word. Terrifying, yes, that felt like the correct word. This was only supposed to be theoretical. I’m not sure I’m emotionally ready to really date a boy, worried Hendrix.

Mark exited the ticket line with a smile on his face. He asked her, “What do you want to see first?”

“See first?”

“Which exhibit at the museum do you want to see first?”

“You’ve been here before so show me the best stuff,” she replied, playing it safe.

He handed her a sticker that proved that they had paid. She stuck it on her breast as he escorted her through the front doors. The doors opened into an expansive lobby with a forty-foot-high dome ceiling. In the middle of the lobby, she was greeted by the skeletal remains of a great beast. She was pretty sure it was a Tyrannosaurus Rex. She has only seen them in movies. It was one thing to see a dinosaur in a movie, but it was something else to see in person. It was dead and just bones or a fossil. The exact difference she didn’t understand. She gazed at it in disbelief as she wandered right up and under it. Its huge head could have likely swallowed her whole. Although the beast’s bone crunching teeth seemed to suggest this beast would have preferred to grind her to bits instead.

“It is amazing to think they once stalked the tidal plains of the American west, isn’t it?” said Mark.

“It is amazing,” she agreed.

“Do you want to take a photo with it?” he asked.

“Yes, that would be lovely.”

“Stand under its head and I will get a shot of you.”

As Mark backed away, a man next to him asked, “Would you care to have one together?”

Mark handed his cell phone to the man and said, “That would be great.”

Hendrix noted this latest development with a panicked interest. Mark wanted a photo taken; a photo taken of them together. That meant that they were here together. Well, duh, right? But it meant that the man taking the photograph had thought that they were here together-together and not just together and Mark did nothing to persuade against this idea. That meant he thought they were together as in a couple! The idea had Hendrix barely holding it together. He stood alongside Hendrix like any other couple would. The man waved them closer together. Suddenly, Mark’s arm went around the back of her waist. His hand planted firmly on her hip. She tried hard not to look down at that hand. The smile on her face grew, though. She didn’t want to ruin the photo after all. The man took a few shots and handed Mark his phone back. Mark let go of her. Hendrix was slightly disappointed, she sort of liked Mark touching her.

“Do you want me to send it to you?” Mark asked her.

“Sure,” replied Hendrix.

“Give me your number and I’ll send it.”

And like that Hendrix had given her number away to Mark. The photo felt like a set up. Not that she minded. Her phone binged and she took out her phone to look at the photo.

“I never thought this type of dinosaur stuff was here in the city,” she replied, while examining the photo.

“But Jane said you were dying to come here and see them.”

Huh? She looked up from her phone. Jane was not quite as clever as she thought. Her understanding of Hendrix’s ignorance was sadly lacking.

“Oh, I am,” said Hendrix.  Hendrix looked at her and Mark together. They were a cute couple. Yes, they were cuter together than apart. Of course, the meat-eating terror hulking over them decreased the cuteness of the photo. She studied ole Mister T-Rex. Hendrix was a little lost in the sheer size of the dinosaur next to her. Suddenly she had a wicked idea. She imagined the class bully trying to try his window tossing act on ole T-Rex here. She bet who went out the window would be a little different then. She said to herself, “I bet no one ever called him a fairy faggot to his face.”

Mark said, “He could have been, though.”

Mark heard her say that? She hadn’t meant to be heard. Suddenly Hendrix realized he had been listening to her. Only he didn’t understand her meaning as to why she had said it. Perhaps, she was too used to being around those that understood the pain of the gay slander all too well. She explained, “If they did, he would tear them apart and rightly so.”

“But maybe he was gay.”

“Gay! Dinosaurs weren’t gay. Don’t be absurd.”

“But we know for a fact that isn’t true.”

The concept seemed insane to Hendrix. How could anyone know that for a fact? Mister smarty pants Mark was clearly out of his league on the topic of gay. Hendrix knew gay. She had countless hours of therapy dealing with gender, sex, and the Gay. Gay wasn’t something imprinted in one’s skeleton. You couldn’t pick up a skull from the grave and say, ah Alas poor Yorick I knew him well, what a complete cock sucking fag he was. The fossilized dinosaur towering above them had no signs of being gay because such signs didn’t exist. She knew that for a fact.

She asked, “How could you possibly know a thing like that for a fact?”

Matt explained, “Well, birds are dinosaurs. They are still around today. Thus, they are very easy for scientists to study. And by human standards of what we consider gay activity among our own species, some birds can be considered to engage in homosexual activity.”

“What?” asked Hendrix in total disbelief.

Mark, sounding clinical, explained, “Many different bird species have been observed engaging in homosexual behavior, including same-sex courtship displays, pair bonding, and even raising young together. Very likely, some dinosaurs would have displayed these gay characteristics too since birds are living dinosaurs.”

“Birds are dinosaurs,” repeated Hendrix, still in disbelief.

“Indeed, they are related to the same branch of dinosaurs as T-Rex here, the theropods. Thus, it is quite possible and maybe even dare I say likely that there were gay T-Rexes.”

“Are you telling me that the mighty T-Rex right here next to us could have been a butt-fucker?”

“Absolutely, he was a . . . Ah . . . Engaged in a type of anal sex, all dinosaurs were.”

“You’re crazy.”

Mark explained, “Many other animals such as birds and dinosaurs have just one hole and it is known as the cloaca. It serves as both their anus and for their sexual activity. T-Rex here, straight or gay, simply had no choice but, ah, butt sex.”

“One hole for it all.”

“Yup.”

“Huh?” Hendrix rubbed the side of her face. Butt sex, it was normal. More than that, the mightiest Alpha beast that ever walked the Earth was a butt-fucker through and through. Why did no one teach her that before? “Are there more dinosaurs here?” asked Hendrix.

“Two full rooms of them.”

“Show them to me, I want to see it all. Show me everything. It is natural, it is totally natural.”

“I agree, this is the natural history museum.”

Poor Matt, he could never understand the importance of today to her. “I think I love this place.”

“This way then to the fossilized dino coprolite room.”

“What is that?”

“Dinosaur poop.”

“They have dinosaur poop here?”

“Yup.”

“Amazingly weird.”

“That is nature for you.”

He held out his hand. Hendrix took it and he led her away from the T-Rex toward the wonders housed inside the museum.


Chapter 7

Lunch was the break in the school day where you got to catch up on everything that happened to you since you last saw your friends. Particularly since these days teachers didn’t allow cell phones in class. Apparently, they didn’t understand how much more important TikTok was than algebra to a teenage girl. Certainly, Hendrix was dead certain that society had about one hundred and ten uses for TikTok once she left school and pretty much zero for math.

Hendrix had taken the bus this morning, so she hadn’t seen Jane post-date. She had been surprised Jane hadn’t texted her last night demanding details. She certainly hadn’t texted Jane on purpose. Thus, she had potentially a lot to fill Jane in on and now might be the time to do it.

Might being the key word used here as Jane normally sat with five girls at lunch. None of the other girls were close to Hendrix. Meaning they didn’t need to hear about her date. Three of them were considered goth which Hendrix certainly was not, and one was another L inside of group therapy. The last girl Jane normally sat with was Hendrix. Hendrix wouldn’t mention the date unless they were alone. And of course, today Jane was sitting alone happily eating her lunch. Obviously, she wanted to know. She had played matchmaker and wanted the praise she thought was coming her way.

Hendrix was late to the table because she had to secure her school provided nutrition. That Aunt Wendy didn’t give her a home prepared lunch each day was basically a blessing. Even the school’s meager offerings felt like royal feasts compared to what she got at home. Jane had a nut free peanut butter and jelly sandwich on her tray that raised more questions than it answered. Along with it there was a pile of tater tots which were her favorite form of tots. She also had a packet of ketchup which counted as a vegetable even if tomatoes were a fruit. She had chocolate milk in a tiny carton to wash it all down.

Hendrix sat down and asked Jane, “Where is everyone?”

“Away,” she then lowered her voice. Jane continued, “I thought we should talk alone.”

“Oh?”

“Don’t oh me!”

Hendrix cracked open her packet and squirted her ketchup on her tater tots. She ate one. She then asked Jane, “And I am now required to gossip about my date?”

“You are and you know you are so getting to it.”

“How much detail is needed?”

“Remember my story I told you about the lady cop that arrested me, and I ended up with her inside the back seat of her patrol car?”

“Unfortunately.”

“Not that much detail.”

“Good, because there isn’t that type of detail to share.”

“Share what you do have,” insisted Jane.

Hendrix dropped her tots. She put her head in her hands. She didn’t know exactly how to answer. If she did, she would have texted Jane last night. She knew that she’d have to tell Jane something, but she didn’t know herself how the date went. That made it hard to say anything about the date. How had it gone?

“Do you think I’m a complete idiot?” asked Hendrix.

“An odd way to answer my question.”

“I spent a whole day with Mark. He showed me so much. He showed me how many wonderful things there are that I was missing.  It was amazing, it was wonderful, it made me feel really stupid.”

“Love will do that to you.”

“It was love. I think I really don’t know a lot. Mark, he does. He is sort of nice and willing to share.”

“Oh, then love was in the air yesterday?”

“It wasn’t love he shared, Jane. He shared information. It was a real turn on.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Gemstones, insects, dinosaurs, the world, the world, Mark showed me the world. We watched a 3-D movie about a blue whale. It was huge!”

“And the whale turned you on?” asked Jane.

“I have come to realize I have spent the past six years learning everything I could about myself, and the concepts of my gender and it has oddly left me willfully ignorant. I did this, oddly, while watching my own country spend that time forgetting everything it knew about gender and sex.”

“And?” asked Jane.

“And there is a whole world out there of things infinitely more interesting to learn about than my own gender. Gender is about the least interesting thing ever! Did you know there were proto-mammals that existed before dinosaurs that ruled the Earth before the age of the dinosaurs?”

“Nope.”

“Well, there were, and Mark showed them to me! I want to learn new things. I want to . . . I want to go to college and learn about everything else that the world has to offer, but stupid gender or sex and everything that we go on and on about in group.”

“Don’t you have straight Cs?” asked Jane.

“You would too if your family was as supportive as mine was.”

“I have straight As.”

“Jane, listen to me!”

“I am, but you have yet to tell me what you think about Mark?”

“Mark, he is okay,” muttered Hendrix. Hendrix then dropped from her soapbox and went back to work polishing off those tater tots. She looked over to Jane. Jane wasn’t eating. She wouldn’t eat until she got a full report. Hendrix added, “I think he might like me.”

“And?”

“He might have asked me out to a movie this Friday.” Hendrix tried the sandwich. It was awful. Non-allergic nut substitutes did not taste like peanuts when buttered no matter how many times the concept was tried. She dropped it back on her tray. Jane had finally relaxed. She got the answer she really wanted apparently. Yes, she had liked Mark and Mark had liked her enough to ask her out to a movie. It wasn’t a blazing hot steamy romance, but it was also not occurring in the back of a patrol car which Jane might object to, but Hendrix found refreshingly normal. Yes, movie dates were normal, even now that everyone streamed movies at home.

“Do we have a title for the movie?” asked Jane, casually.

“No, does it matter?”

“Of course.”

“How could it possibly matter?”

“We will know his true intentions by what he selects to see.”

“What if I select?”

“It would be a grave mistake.”

“It would?” asked Hendrix.

“If a guy wants to get to first base with you, he is going to select . . .”

“A hopelessly romantic movie,” interrupted Hendrix.

“A horror movie,” finished Jane.

“Are you sure about that?”

“Of course, blood, guts, students being hacked by saws, ground to bits with gears, and torn apart in airline disasters, that is the stuff by which guys get to first base. It is what the ballgame is all about,” assured Jane.

Hendrix looked at her remaining ketchup covered tots and found them suddenly less appetizing for some strange reason. She clarified, “And not first kisses of charming princes?”

“Look, Hendrix, romance movies are for couples that are already in love. Horror movies are for couples hoping to be in love.”

“By watching together as people get massacred?” asked Hendrix, in disbelief.

“Exactly.”

“What insane nonsense are you telling me, Jane.”

“Look, what happens when you watch a horror movie?”

“I don’t watch,” replied Hendrix.

“Exactly, you bury your head in his chest and squeeze him tight, and or kiss him so you don’t have to watch the awful bits. Get it?”

“I . . .”

“If he takes you to a horror movie, he is practically begging for it.”

“It being?”

“Kissing, cuddling, copping a feel . . .”

“Mark is not like that!”

“They all are.”

“You are a lesbian; how can you know?”

“The sex of your date doesn’t matter. It is how horny you make them that does. If it is a horror movie, you have Mark’s hormones working on overdrive.”

Did Hendrix make Mark horny? He certainly didn’t act like it yesterday. He was the perfect gentleman the whole day. They sat through a whole movie about whales and nothing romantic happened between them. They just did a little hand holding as they walked around. It was sweet, it was slightly romantic, it was the first step. Maybe. Yes, learning about the world with Matt by her side, it was a turn on. She better find out what movies were playing this Friday. It suddenly felt very important.


Chapter 8

Hendrix examined herself in the mirror. She tried puffing out her chest. Boobs, they were pretty much when it came to dating what the hood ornaments on cars were for driving. And indeed, guys couldn’t get enough of either of them. If the first bite was with the eye, then all women knew that men bit on a nicely displayed pair of breasts. She pulled her fitted t-shirt off and tossed it on the bed. Her boobs just didn’t work with that shirt. She tried on the next one. She examined herself in the mirror. This one was no good as she had tried this one on already, and she had deemed it unsatisfactory. She was trying on shirts she had already tried on tonight! Come on, Hendrix, get it together. You know what Mark is like. He dresses casually. You just need to look absolutely stunning and yet casual at the same time. That should be easy for any girl to pull off. She pulled the shirt off and tossed it on her bed. The poor unicorn on her pink sheets was buried under a small mountain of her clothes.

“Is that a pushup bra you are wearing?” asked Aunt Wendy.

Hendrix pushed out her chest and examined herself in the mirror. Padded pushup bras were amazing devices clearly designed by America’s top research scientist. While many claimed the nation’s top scientists were working on rockets, nuclear power plants, or medical cures, any woman knew society spent far more time ogling women’s chest size than any of those. A good modern bra could make you appear several sizes larger. That was good for Hendrix because she was all natural upstairs. In breasts, appearance was everything, so her natural ones worked just fine. It always made Hendrix wonder why women went to the bother of injecting silicone into their boobs, when a nice bra meant you could wear them when you needed them and put them away when you didn’t. A pair of Bs in your shirt were fine when you had a pair of C plus in your bra repertoire, at least that was Hendrix’s opinion.

“I want to look fuller tonight,” explained Hendrix.

“I understand why you have it on. I guess you are at that age. Your mother would have a fit if she knew you were dating.”

“And you?”

“Women are known to date men at your age. It is hardly Earth shattering that you should eventually date. Here, dear, try this one on.” Her aunt tossed her a t-shirt. It was vintage and yet still in excellent condition. It looked like a concert shirt from a long time ago. Hendrix didn’t recognize band’s name. Auntie liked classic rock. Most of the musicians she loved were dead or looked like they were dead. Mark did like ancient history. Hendrix put it against her body and displayed it to the mirror. It didn’t exactly do anything her other shirts didn’t do.

“I bought it at a concert in 1990. A lot of memories were made in that shirt. It has that certain something to it. I bet it has the means to make more memories for the right wearer,” explained her aunt, then she walked out of Hendrix’s room.

A shirt that helps make memories; Hendrix liked the sound of that. Hendrix pulled it over her head. It was lower stitch count than modern t-shirts, faded by age instead of by design, and made Hendrix appear older somehow. Suddenly it looked so Mark on her. Yes, this was the shirt. He would just love it.

Now onto worrying about her jewelry. Earrings, she had to have earrings to match this shirt. She knew you needed to sparkle on a date. This was the second date. On date number two you either kissed the man or it was over. That was the rule. She was sure of it. To get that kiss, she wanted to sparkle. She opened her meager jewelry box. She wasn’t gifted with a lot of choices. She went with stainless steel studs. They were simple and basic, just like Mark. A pair of tight designer jeans finished the look. She didn’t put on the jeans just yet. She pulled off her panties. She had on pink panties. They wouldn’t do anything for the look she was trying to achieve. She needed to put on a pair of basic boring white cotton ones. Yes, they were more like Mark. He wouldn’t see them tonight, probably, but one did have to keep the theme all the way down to the soul. That’s how fashion worked. If you didn’t feel it in the soul, then it wouldn’t project outwardly on the public.

Now which wig to wear. There was really only one answer. She went with her most expensive one. Her mother bought it for her this past Christmas. It was most likely a guilt gift on her mother’s part. Her dad bought her nothing this Christmas because he had issues. They weren’t Hendrix’s issues to deal with anymore. Mom’s wig topped off the look. She felt more comfortable in it. She looked in the mirror. She looked perfect. Mark had to see that she looked perfect. The second date, would they kiss at the end of it? She would kiss him, there was no doubt about that in her mind. But would he initiate it or her? Well, what did it matter in these most modern times? 

She picked up her cell phone and went over the movies playing locally. Everyone knew that the wintertime, well after the New Years, was the time for the garbage films to come out. They were mostly Hollywood misfires that had sounded good in the pitch room but fell flat in the film making. They all got dumped onto the market at this time of year. Mark would be spoiled for choice because of it. Once in a while there was a hidden gem, though, but usually there wasn’t.

There were a few holiday leftovers still out. Any badly made film could end up an unintentional horror film, though. There was hope in that. She spied Blood Leeches III. It sounded horrible. Maybe he wouldn’t want to see it, though. But if not did it mean he was less interested in her? She didn’t panic. Jane was known to be wrong before. She did think she was a witch after all. Mark didn’t give off a let’s go see horror movie vibe. It could be Mark was incredibly interested in her and wanted to see . . . Her eyes scanned over the film list to fill in that blank. A Muppet movie! The Muppets, they still made Muppet movies? Huh? Has anyone ever reached first base during the screening of a Muppet movie? It didn’t sound likely. Then again basically the whole cast had someone’s hand up their ass the whole film. When you thought about it that way, the Muppet movies might be the most trans friendly films ever made.

The doorbell rang. Don’t think silly thoughts, Hendrix. She then left her room and went to answer the door. She stood there in front of her front door, not opening it. Once again, if she opened it her prospects would be immediately limited. It had worked out last time for the best. The museum was wonderful. Mark, he was wonderful in his own way. It was okay to open the door.

She opened the door. He was standing there looking more Mark than ever. “Are you ready to go?” he asked.

“One minute,” Hendrix paused and then shouted, “Aunt Wendy, he is here.”

“I know,” replied her aunt.

Hendrix waved Mark inside. Mark came inside and was greeted by Aunt Wendy.

“So, that’s him?” asked Aunt Wendy.

Mark replied, “Hello Misses . . .”

“Miss,” corrected her aunt.

“Oh, Miss . . .”

“Call me auntie,” said Aunt Wendy.

“Okay, auntie.”

“He can take you out now,” said her aunt. She then left the room.

“And that was my aunt,” said Hendrix.

“And your parents?” asked Mark.

“Dead!”

“Dead?”

“Dead tired by this late hour, seeing that they live two time zones away. They are divorced, messy, let’s skip the details, so boring, and so, enough about them, movie time,” said Hendrix.

“So, you live with your aunt,” concluded Mark.

“Anything wrong with that?”

“No,” he replied. He turned and left, heading for his car. Hendrix exhaled. There goes a huge bullet dodged. He probably didn’t ask more because, while there were lots of sound logical reasons she might be living with her aunt after her parent’s divorce, he knew how to be polite. It was polite not to ask. Sure, she was living here because her parents divorced mostly due to her gender, but there was also their general mishandling of her whole life up until she left as well. There was no reason to bother Mark with petty little details like those.

Mark held his car door open, and Hendrix got into the car. He closed her door and circled around to the other side. He got in and started the car.

“It is a cold one tonight,” he said, turning up the heater. One problem with a padded bra. A cold night was great for bringing out the nips, and men, they loved hard nipples poking out of a shirt. The padding tended to reduce the chance of nips. Well, one had to take the good with the bad when utilizing modern technology.

“In a way, it never gets cold enough here. I miss the real cold Elwell got back home where I grew up,” said Hendrix.

“Where is that?”

“It doesn’t matter, I don’t plan on ever going back.”

“It gets plenty cold enough for me right here.”

“But I do miss the snow and the ice where I grew up. I used to play in it for hours. Sledding, skating, making snowmen, it was a lot of fun. It’s funny, it has been a long time since I thought of something fun about where I grew up.”

She shot Mark a glance. He was listening. He probably wasn’t understanding, but he was listening to her wax nostalgic about her past. It was silly to think about it now. It was the future that mattered. “Do you have any music for us tonight?” she asked.

“I was going to pay Taylor Swift, but seeing your t-shirt, it gave me ideas. I think so long as you like them, then we might as well listen to the dead.”

“Do dead people play a lot of music?” she asked.

“The Grateful Dead do and if you like them then I will play them,” he replied. And just like that Hendrix found herself listening to classic rock again instead of Taylor Swift. She could blame her aunt’s shirt, but Mark appeared happy to be driving to it, so perhaps blame wasn’t needed. Yeah, Mark looked comfortable listening to this noise coming from his speakers. He thought she was happy too because of the music selection. He cared if she was happy. And that made her happy. Score one up for Aunt Wendy.


Chapter 9

The movie names and movie times loomed on the screen in front of them. There was no one in the ticket booth to buy a ticket from, of course. Hendrix found herself deep inside the age of the service economy which meant mostly that you expected no service, and you received no service or to put it another way, you served yourself. There was a kiosk computer outside the empty ticket booth that you bought tickets from if you didn’t buy them online ahead of time. They were standing in front of the kiosk when Mark asked her, “Do you see anything on the list that looks good to you?”

Wait, did he just ask her what movie they were seeing? Did that mean that he hadn’t any movie in mind before asking her to the movies? That blew Jane’s whole movie dating theory out of the water. Of course, he could just be being polite. Mark did have excellent manners. A great quality for a boyfriend to have. Although, they did perhaps slow down the process of getting to first base.

But if there was a horror movie out and Hendrix steered their date toward it then it would be exactly where she wanted it to be. She did want to move their dating life around the base paths, right? Luckily, years of being forced to play little league baseball by her father meant she knew the base paths intimately. Usually while staring at them from the dugout after she had just struck out. The base paths of love were slightly different from the base paths of baseball. Although hitting a home run created about the same amount of joy either way. Maybe if she had hit just one home run her father would have loved her as her. Maybe. Now was probably not the best time to think about her father’s problems with her.

“Do you want to see Blood Leeches III?” she asked.

“Doesn’t that have a negative score on rotten tomatoes?” asked Mark.

“I didn’t know you could get negative scores on that site.”

“Apparently there are critics that haven’t even seen it yet, but have said if they had seen it, they wouldn’t have liked it.”

“Critics can be wrong,” she assured him.

“One hundred and seven of them?”

“It was just a suggestion; we don’t have to see it.”

Mark started to give in. “But if you want to see it . . .”

“Oh, I don’t want to see it, it is just that I want . . .” she paused. She had hesitated because she couldn’t just come out and say it. She felt it deep down, though.

“Want what?” he asked.

Well, she couldn’t just blurt out you. He had to know the answer was you, right? They were supposed to go see a horror movie so that they could move the runners around the base paths. He had to know that, right? Mark stared at her blankly. Okay, maybe he didn’t know how badly she wanted him or at least how easily a horror movie would help him land her. His hand seemed to be hovering over the buy button. If he pushed buy, Jane’s plan was a go.

Hendrix started to have second thoughts. After thirty minutes of hearing the Grateful Dead due to a t-shirt her aunt gave her, it occurred to her she should not make another mistake based on his best intentions rather than just going with what she actually liked. She hated horror movies no matter how good they were at moving runners around the base paths according to Jane. Hendrix scanned the movie list. There had to be a good movie to watch; a movie she would like to see. No, a movie they would both like to see. Mutual pleasure, it is what really moved runners, right? Okay, probably not in baseball, but love was a grander national pastime than baseball.  

“What’s Victoria about?” she quickly asked, changing the subject from leeches.

Mark looked it up on his phone. “It says here that it is a biography about a young Princess Victoria,” explained Mark.

“A princess movie that sounds nice,” Hendrix replied. Images of Disney princesses immediately came to her mind. Jane being Jane didn’t understand the sexual allure of princess movies. If Hendrix had to be alone with Mark in a dark theater, she’d rather be alone with him and a princess than a blood sucking leech.

“It was nominated for three Oscars including best costumes,” announced Mark.

A princess movie with the best costumes in it, it sounded just about perfect. Sure, it went against Jane’s advice on movies. But you could not go wrong watching a movie about princesses. The music, the romance, the dancing, the romance, the dashing hero, the romance . . . It was a yes all around in Hendrix’s book of romance. It wasn’t a long book, and she was writing it as she went, but her romance book included a lot of Mark and even more princesses dressed in best costumes and she meant to keep it that way.

“Let’s watch it,” she said.

Mark bought the tickets, he asked her, “Do you want to choose the seats?”

She was sure this was a loaded question. What it didn’t mean was that he didn’t want to choose the seats. No, he wanted to choose back seats where no one could see them together. He wanted that for romantic reasons. But a guy can’t choose the back seats himself. That was too obvious, too forward, so he had asked her. She knew what he wanted, though, she was sure of it. And if he didn’t want it, he sure should want it and after she chose it. Yes, by the end of the movie, he would understand why he should have wanted it even if he didn’t know already, but which he probably already did. She hit the back row right dead center. As she selected the seats, she noticed that there were a lot of empty seats in the theater tonight. Indeed, basically all of them. Well, it was late in this movie’s run. Nominated for three Oscars, and when has the academy ever been wrong about an animated movie? Sure, Song of the South had won an Oscar and you basically could even air it on live TV today, but it probably didn’t mean anything in this case.

The machine spit out two tickets. Mark asked, “Do you want some popcorn and soda?”

“It wouldn’t be a movie without popcorn,” she said.

They passed by the guy that was supposed to collect their tickets. He barely glanced at their tickets while muttering, “Theater three on your left.”

They didn’t head into theater three but instead navigated the roped off concession line. There was a gold line and a red line. Both were empty. They walked through the rope maze to the front.

The person behind the counter asked, “Want something?”

“Popcorn and two sodas,” replied Mark.

“Large, extra-large, or family sized?” asked the person behind the counter.

Mark looked toward her for the answer. She liked popcorn but didn’t want to feed a whole family with it. A girl doesn’t want to appear too hungry on a date, but she also doesn’t didn’t want to appear like she was a pig. Dates weren’t easy to nail perfectly when it came to a girl’s stomach. Men paid for food, so one was required to confess to the bodily function we call eating. But a woman could never eat too little or too much on a date. One was always balancing the middle ground it felt. “Large is fine?” she replied.

“And the popcorn?” asked the person behind the counter.

“Oh, I thought that last question was about the popcorn,” replied Hendrix.

“Popcorn comes in a cup, tub, or bucket.”

“Tub? Like a bathroom tub?” worried Hendrix.

“Like this,” said the man, holding up an empty paper tub the size of Hendrix’s head.

“We are going to share, so how about a tub,” suggested Hendrix.

“Buttered and salt or extra butter and extra salt?”

“Butter and salt?” replied Hendrix, not sure the two choices were actually different.

“One minute,” grumbled the person behind the counter.

Mark tapped his card on the pay pad. He said to her, “The popcorn sure smells good, huh?”

He never mentioned her perfume before, but he had mentioned the near nauseating smell of the fake butter popcorn, it could make a girl wonder about a man. Perhaps, she should look for a popcorn scent at the perfume counter next time she went to the mall. A tub of popcorn and two soda cups that were sized to fill your whole bladder with no room to spare were placed in front of them. They each grabbed a cup and then went to fill the soda cups.

Satisfied they were now ready to see the movie, they walked into theater three. The previews before the previews were playing on the screen. Hendrix hated the previews, but the previews before the previous she didn’t mind as much. In her opinion she disliked most movies and showing her previews of movies she didn’t want to watch only increased her desire to stay home and stream movies instead. They found their seats. There was not another soul in the theater.

“I’ve been dying to see this. I really love learning about history,” said Mark.

“Me too, if it includes a fair princess.”

“The Victorian era is really interesting,” added Mark.

“Good thing Princess Victoria was born during it then,” said Hendrix.

“You do know who Queen Victoria was, right?” asked Mark.

The lights went down. Hendrix was saved by the previews. Her opinion on their worth slightly improved. Okay, she didn’t know who Princess soon to be Queen Victoria was, but she was a princess and if movies had taught her anything, and they had, then this princess would be tall, slender, with long flowing hair, good teeth, and a wardrobe to die for. She sat through seven previews to movies she would never see even if they paid her to watch them. Finally, her film started. She was slightly disappointed it wasn’t animated. She wasn’t all that keen on these live action princess movie remakes the studios were forcing on the public. There was something more romantic about animation than live action.

The movie opened with a dumpy boringly dressed young woman with a tragic fashion sense. Hendrix guessed that they had to show servants too. Every good princess had a wisecracking servant. It was formula, true, but Hendrix was a sucker for romantic formula. It soon became apparent, though, that this person, she was the princess! Hendrix eyed the popcorn in Mark’s lap. It was vastly more interesting than the princess. At least it was hot. She started popping more in her mouth. She looked over at Mark, he was totally engrossed in the film. It wouldn’t be for the costumes. Hendrix had seen more flamboyant outfits at drag shows. Indeed, Princess Victorian could have learned a little style from Devine.

Hendrix whispered to Mark, “When do they start to sing?”

“Oh, I don’t think there is any singing in this,” he whispered back.

No singing, no flowing gowns, no wisecracking sidekicks? No wonder the theater was empty. Hendrix started to imagine the prospects of a possible giant leech attack on the royal family and how it might increase the value of this movie. Certainly, Victoria could use a few stones sucked out of her waistline. Hendrix had failed to listen to Jane’s sound advice and now she was going to suffer through this dull period piece.

Mark pushed up the middle arm rest and reached his arm around her. Did he just make a move? Suddenly leeches felt much less needed at the moment. His hand planted firmly on her shoulder confirming a move had been made. She shifted in her seat inching toward him. Good ole dumpy Princess Victoria, she was better than a blood sucking leech at least tonight she was. Hendrix rested her head on Mark’s shoulder and let the movie play on.

She reached to scoop up a handful of popcorn and missed the tub. Her hand landed on Mark’s lap. Mark was sporting a little wood in his jeans. Hendrix felt the slippery popcorn butter on her fingertips. It was enough to give a girl ideas. The theater was basically empty. The movie was the pits. No one would see if she found alternative entertainment. Mark felt ready to be entertained. She started to pet Mark through his jeans. His wood grew more appreciative inside those tight pants. All it would take was one button to release it. Really, Hendrix, are you that type of girl? The answer was no. Becoming that type of girl was the whole idea of dating. She was ready. She was sure of it. Clearly, Mark was ready for something.

The button didn’t take much effort to pop. She slyly slid her hand inside his jeans. Mark coughed a little. The tub of popcorn slid between his opening legs and deposited itself all over the theater floor. In a moment it would have other things joining it to make the theater floor stickier.

It was then that he asked, “What are you doing?” As if he didn’t know.

She answered him the only way a question like that could be answered. She was a girl that was packing. She knew just how a friendly cock liked to be treated. Most girls could only imagine, but trans-girls know just how a guy needed to be touched. Mark would get treated like he deserved. She stroked his bulge. It was slow, steady strokes at first. Slow and steady did win the race, but most cocks weren’t like tortoises. They were much more like hares. They liked to burst out quickly and then fall asleep under a tree.

Her hand went under his underpants. She seized that cock with a firm grip and started beating it balls to head. The popcorn butter aided in her hands steady glide. Mark now relaxed his body. You are a good girl Hendrix. You are treating your man like they deserve to be treated. She was into it. There was something naughty about a hand job in public. She felt every bit the bad girl.

“I think you might want to stop,” whispered Mark.

It was a few words too late to stop what happens when a bad girl gives a great hand job. Mark popped. Hendrix worked his flow out until every drop left his member. She was so happy. She had done it.

Mark said, “I’m so sorry.” Not exactly the response she was going for. He then quickly stored his penis and reached to the floor to grab the napkins that came with the popcorn. He added, “Hold still.”

Hendrix looked down to see that Mark had erupted passion juice all over the front of auntie’s shirt. A huge cum stain was going to be hard to explain. Then again, auntie had promised that it helped make memories. Some memories needed to be washed out. Mark dabbed at the front of her shirt. It was hopeless.

“It’s okay. I played with fire and got burned,” she assured him.

“Hendrix, I . . . I don’t know what to say.”

“Don’t say anything. Kiss me, stupid.”

He planted his lips on hers. He was a good kisser. She didn’t have a lot of references to go on, but compared to the stuffed unicorn on her bed, Mark was a step way above. When the kiss was over, he took his coat off and wrapped it around her as if there were other people around that might see. She took a sip of her soda. He kissed her again gently on the top of her head, as he put his arm back around her. Then she buried her head in his shoulder, closed her eyes, and went to sleep. 


Chapter 10

Hendrix was bouncing on the curb while waiting for Jane to pick her up. Last night had been the best night of her life. She couldn’t wait to tell Jane all about it. Come on, Jane, arrive so I can tell you everything, she thought. There was no fun hitting yourself around the base paths with your lover and not being able to tell your best friend in the whole world all about it. If anyone deserved the details it was Jane. After all, she shared a lot of details with Hendrix about her dates in the past. Details that would often have shocked the dead.

Hendrix’s breath was visible in the air, and the winter rain was again trickling down, and Hendrix was still hot after last night had lit her internal fires. It was such depressing weather to be so exhilarated in. It is clear, everyone should fall in love in the wintertime. The wonderful feeling of love erased the wintertime blues away. And to think, Hendrix had been worried about wanting to start dating. Dating, it was amazing.

Hendrix spied Jane’s car approaching at last. She waved the car down. It’s not like Jane would miss seeing her, but Hendrix wasn’t taking any chances. The car slowed and stopped by the curb. Hendrix leapt inside.

“You look a little overdressed for Saturday morning robotics,” greeted Jane, pulling away from the curb.

“You’re going to robotics, I’m going to see Mark, my one true love, my everything.”

“It all sounds a bit much for eight am.”

“Don’t you have any romance in you Jane?”

“I do, but my ideas of romance are different from yours. You are looking for eternal happiness, and I’m just looking for a spot of fun.”

“Then you will never settle down?”

“Never, is a long time and I would be foolish to think about things on such time scales.”

Hendrix couldn’t hold back any longer. She was ready to confess everything, and Jane was distracting her from the details of the date. Hendrix replied, “Last night’s date was . . .”

“A bit dirty?” finished Jane.

“Oh, how did you know?”

“You didn’t text me last night after your date with the details. Thus, I assumed they were the type of details that could not be shared on a device that left a permanent record.”

Hendrix had to credit Jane’s logic. Indeed, the last thing Hendrix had wanted to do was leave an electronic trail. Aunt Wendy took the shirt stain with her normal shit happens philosophy. But if mom or worse dad ever knew . . . They could never know. At least, not until Hendrix was like thirty or something close to that.

Hendrix lowered her voice. She said, “I touched it.”

“It?”

“Mark’s it,” confirmed Hendrix.

“It . . . Oh, his wiener.”

“His magic love staff is more like it.”

“You touched it with . . .”

“My hand, my hand. You know, just a tug job during the slow part of the movie.”

“There are slow parts to a horror movie?”

“We didn’t see a horror movie.”

“And you still managed to touch it?”

“I did.”

“Well, things do amaze me sometimes. What did you see besides his unmentionables that we’ve already mentioned?” asked Jane.

“We saw Victoria. It is about a young Princess Victoria.”

“Not the horror flick I would have chosen, but it does sound horrific. I bet that a period piece drama did leave you plenty of time to tug. Hopefully you didn’t tug it raw.”

“Don’t be disgusting. I only tug it just enough. You know, until it became appreciative.”

“I don’t know, but I understand. Guys, they are so much easier than women in some ways,” lamented Jane. She paused and then asked the million-dollar question, “What is next on your agenda?”

“I don’t know. I had planned on just a kiss last night. But Princess Victoria left so much room for extracurricular activities that they just sort of happened. Sans the slight mess, it went off without a hitch and we did kiss afterwards,” explained Hendrix.

“I have heard that men are messy.”

“True, but they feel worth it. At least Mark is. I am sure of that. I suppose he will be expecting more out of me next time.”

“Men, I’ve heard they’re a lot like having a dog. You need to feed them, take them for walks, and let them hump your leg from time to time, and basically, they’re yours for life.”

“Do you really think that is true?” asked Hendrix.

“He hasn't exactly humped your leg yet. But I figure after you do, it will ring true in your case.”

“A hand hump is close enough, right?”

Jane giggled. She asked, “Have you decided if you want to go all the way with him or not?”

There, it was out in the open. Jane was so vulgar at times. Granted, it was the logical next step. The next step in the relationship could only be one thing. It was the thing they said men wanted most. Only Hendrix didn’t exactly offer that. At least, not in the traditional sense. Hendrix asked, “Can you do that on a third date?”

“I’ve gone all the way on a first date before.”

“But not with a man. Do you think I’m ready to go all the way with a man?” asked Hendrix.

“The real question, is he?”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning we both know that you are a little wanting for holes for him to fill. To go all the way, you basically have to let him sodomize you or you ready for that?”

Hendrix scratched her head. She asked, “Sodomize, what is that?”

“It means anal sex.”

“Oh. Why just not call it that.”

“Because of the Bible. Sodom and Gomorrah were sin filled towns. There was a lot of sodomy going down in Sodom. God destroyed them because of it. Poof.”

“So, anal sex is a sin?”

Jane explained, “I don't know myself. I tend to think of it this way. God wiped the people of Sodom off the map but kept sodomy around. However, those nasty Gomorrah people and their sin filled sex deeds are erased from history. You never hear about anyone committing Gomorrahy with someone.”

“What does it mean to commit an act of Gomorrahy with someone?” asked Hendrix.

“That’s my point exactly; no one knows. God wiped out the sex act along with the Gomorrah people. But sodomy is a sexual practice still alive and well today even if it involves a hole even I haven’t used. For God to destroy both Gomorrah and Gomorrahy, but only destroy Sodom, but not the act of Sodomy, means that it must be okay with God to commit sodomy and thus, not a sin.”

“It sounds logical,” agreed Hendrix.

“Of course, witches are all very logical.”

Jane turned up her tunes. Hendrix sat back. She hadn’t shared with Jane every detail in her life. When she first arrived here Aunt Wendy had allowed Hendrix to purchase an aid. It aided in, well, happiness. It was just a little device that went buzz. Aunt Wendy claimed just about all girls have one at one time or another. She called it a girl’s little friend. Hendrix’s little friend went buzz and fit rather snugly inside a certain hole. It hurt to use at first. However, using it did make her feel more feminine. After a little practice, she learned how to use it to feel very good indeed. That point was, Hendrix had already considered the prospects on anal sex. It didn’t scare her. At least, it didn’t scare her in theory. To do it with a man, that was a touch scary. But she wanted to be Mark’s body and soul. Yes, if Mark was up to it and the evidence from last night was that he clearly could get up to things, then Hendrix was up to it. To go all the way, it was the next step. There was a commitment to it and Hendrix was ready to commit.

Jane parked at the rec center. Well, one thing was for certain, Hendrix was not going to go all the way at the rec center. She needed a place. There was no better place than a warm bed. It felt better to have your first time in her home court. Aunt Wendy would be out tonight playing bingo. Her aunt loved to cheat at bingo. She didn’t do it for the money. She did it for the thrill of cheating. All that added up to luring Mark over to her place and then jumping his bones.

Hendrix liked this plan. She would invite Mark to dinner. The way to a man’s heart was through his stomach. And the way to a girl’s ass was also through her stomach, if the man was long enough. Hendrix smirked at her little joke. All kidding aside, she would feed Mark tonight and then let him plow her field.

“I think I see Mark’s car arriving,” said Jane.

Jane was quite the little match maker. She was confident Hendrix was ready. Hendrix fed on that.

“You head inside. I want to have a few words with him alone,” replied Hendrix, giving Jane a wink.

“Of course,” said Jane.

Hendrix hopped out of the car and rushed over to Mark’s just as it parked. He stepped out. The instant he saw her a grin spread across his face. He said, “Nice to see you again at robotics.” She didn’t reply verbally. She rushed up and hugged him. She tried to squeeze the life out of him. She then kissed him. He let her kiss him as much as she pleased.

She could have kissed him forever, but she had need of her mouth for other purposes. She pulled away from him. She said, “We have a lot of stuff to do today. After a long day here building our robot champion, how about I treat you to dinner at my place. I’m planning a feast fit for a champion.”

“Your place?”

“My aunt’s place.”

“She wants me to come over?”

“She will be out playing bingo.”

“Then it would be just the two of us?”

“I’m so used to cooking for two and so you can see how it wouldn’t be a bother.”

“I think I see, yes. I will come.”

That settled it then, the game was set in motion. Tonight, would be the night. He wanted it as much as she did. Hendrix took him by the hand, and they walked together into the rec center.


Chapter 11

Hendrix dug through the kitchen pantry. There had to be at least one apron in the house. Even if it was bought by accident or just for show. Hendrix shoved another drawer close and opened another. The question could be asked why auntie had so much cooking gear if she did not actually ever cook or even attempt to cook. Hendrix was a touch rusty on her own cooking skills. It was one of a million things on her list she would get around to learning. If only she had been allowed to join the girl scouts as a kid instead of her father signing her up for the boy scouts. Come to think of it, the girl scouts didn’t bake their own cookies anyway. They just sold boxed cookies to suckers in front of grocery stores where the scouts only real job was to look cute in her little uniform.  Hendrix was pretty sure that she at least would have pulled off the cute part as good as any other girl scout. But it was not allowed by her father. It had been just another missed opportunity in childhood to chalk up.

The boy scouts were big on camping and short on teaching cooking skills. How sleeping in a leaky tent while eating wieners on a stick was supposed to make her feel more like a boy, she had no idea. Although, the roasted wieners were the best part of the boy scouts for her. Roasting a wiener was the idea for tonight after all so perhaps the boy scouts hadn’t taught her completely nothing. No, a girl had to feed her man properly first, then roast his wiener after. Things needed to be done in the proper order when playing this game, so a wienie roast to start the evening was right out. Wieners were off the dinner menu, so that left what?

She found a blue apron at the bottom of the drawer filled with cookie sheets. She tied it on and then tried to find a cookbook. There had to be something she could bake, boil, or fry that wasn’t complicated and didn’t require too many basic food elements which her aunt’s house lacked. If only she had an easy bake oven as a kid then she was sure she’d be a master of the fast meal prep.

“Are you planning on cooking tonight?” asked Aunt Wendy.

Hendrix turned around and gave her aunt a well-seasoned shrug. She added, “That was the general idea. You aren’t going to be home tonight because of bingo, so I thought, wouldn’t it be nice to eat a home-cooked hot meal for a change. You know, one that I hadn’t ordered from Doordash.”

“Is Mark joining you for dinner?”

“Mark? Oh, that new boy. Possibly, maybe, but it isn’t certain.”

“It looks certain from my point of view.”

“Well, maybe it is a little certain.”

“The apron should at least cut down on the shirt stains.”

“Auntie!”

“I think there is some pasta in the upper right cupboard. Boil the water, dump it in, give it four or five minutes, and then use the pasta strainer to retrieve it from the pot. There might be a tin of pre-made sauce around, sprinkle some cheese on top, and you have yourself a meal fit for a king,” explained her aunt.

The royalty part sounded like a stretch, but the rest of her cooking advice sounded doable. Yes, pasta, it was quite fit for human consumption. Boil water and add, pretty much pasta was like boiling an egg without the worry of the shell. Hendrix felt like she had this. “That sounds like an excellent idea.”

“And if that doesn’t work, order a few takeout meals from Olive Garden,” suggested Aunt Wendy. Her aunt put on her winter coat and headed for the door.  The door opened and shut; Hendrix was alone. She looked at the clock. Mark would be here in half an hour. That was plenty of time to boil water even in this kitchen. She set off searching for a pot. She got the water boiling. She found a box of pasta in the cupboard. It didn’t look recently purchased. Could it go bad? The boiling water would kill any germs, right? Boiling water killed everything, she felt confident in that. She next found the tin of sauce. She plugged in the can opener. She tested it to see if it still worked which was never a guarantee in auntie’s house. She cut off the top with the opener and dumped the contents into another pot. She soon had two pots headed for boiling.

She headed to the fridge. The only cheese they had in the house was American cheese. That meant its official status as cheese was very much open for question. It was a cheese like substance, and the only thing close to cheese that she had at hand. She started grating it onto a plate.

The doorbell rang. Shit, a half hour was over already? No wonder auntie never cooked. Cooking took more time than it felt it should. Hendrix fumbled at the stove handles, turning off the burners. She then rushed for the front door.

She stood in front of her front door. She kept thinking about the endless possibilities before her. Only the most important end was her own. You couldn’t give your end away through a shut door. She opened the door. Mark was standing on the other side holding a large pot.

He said, “I brought some eggplant parmesan.”

“I didn’t even know you could grow eggs on a plant. We don’t get many of those in this house,” she said, relieving him of the dish. She stopped to smell it. “It smells divine.”

“I was going to say the same thing. What is cooking?”

“Pasta.”

“What type?”

“Type, pasta doesn’t have types in this house. When it comes to dinner in this house, we just have pasta or not pasta,” assured Hendrix.

She hurried back to the kitchen. Mark followed her. She dumped his dish onto the kitchen table. He quickly picked it up and placed a hot pad under it. Hendrix didn’t notice because she was too busy trying to identify the pasta strainer. It was a bit straining just to find it. After a quick search, she gave up and fished two forks from a drawer. She then picked out as best she could the pasta and dumped it into two bowls. She poured the sauce on top. Then she sprinkled the cheese-like substance on top.

She went over and placed both bowls on the table. Matt was busy setting the table. He was quite handy to have around the house. He could cook and set tables. He even knew which side of the plate the utensils went on.

“We have tap water to drink, do you want ice or no ice?” asked Hendrix.

“It doesn’t matter.”

He turned out to be right about that because the ice machine on the refrigerator was empty. No ice it was then. Mark pulled a chair out and motioned Hendrix to sit down. She took off her apron and placed it on the counter. He was the perfect gentleman. She sat down and he pushed her chair in. Then he sat down himself. She tasted the eggplant. It was quite good. She said, “This is great.”

Mark seemed to want to reciprocate her act by tasting the pasta. He chewed on it a bit. He swallowed it. He said, “Your pasta has a very unique flavor.”

“Thanks, it is an old family recipe.” Hendrix tasted her pasta. For medical reasons it was lucky that she didn’t eat too much with that bite. She quickly added, “An old family recipe, yes, but not from my family, though, thank heavens.”

“My eggplant really came out well, let’s focus on finishing it,” suggested Mark.

Hendrix shoved her pasta away and decided on more eggplant. They proceeded to polish off Mark’s dish and ignore Hendrix pasta. The stomach part of the way to a man’s heart appeared to be nearly over. It was easier to get to his heart if he knew how to feed himself. This dating stuff was getting easier all the time.

As the last of the eggplant went down, Hendrix asked the million-dollar question, “What shall we do after dinner?”

“I don’t know, maybe stream a movie,” suggested Mark.

Hendrix was pretty sure it was the type of suggestion one makes when the real answer of hump your bones won’t do because of politeness. Since the proper answer was jump my bones before I explode, Hendrix had an idea.

Hendrix replied, “I should give you the tour of the house first.”

“Sure,” agreed Mark.

Hendrix was pretty sure he would agree to anything. Jane was right about men being like dogs. Once you’ve petted your man in the back of a theater, like a happy puppy, they’re going to follow you home. Hopefully this one wouldn’t be hard to convince he needed to bury his bone.

Hendrix started, “Here, as you can see, is the most tragic room in our house, the kitchen. Next, we have the living room. It has our television which used to be the device used by most people to live without living at all. Luckily, today we have the Internet to replace it. And my Internet portal is in my room, which is this way.”

He was following her just like an obedient puppy. He was hoping to get petted again, she was sure of it. She popped open the door. Her twenty or so outfits she had decided weren’t right to wear this evening to seduce her very willing partner in an attempt to give her end away for the first time, were scattered on her bed. Hendrix hurried over to the bed. She scooped up her clothes and deposited them in her closet.

“As you can see under my clothes is a beautiful pink unicorn bed sheet. It has over a thousand stitches. Very soft, try and feel it.”

“I take your word for it,” said Mark.

“Try it!” insisted Hendrix.

Mark went over and ran his hand over her sheet. He said, “Very smooth.”

“Is it as smooth as my skin?” asked Hendrix.

“Well, I don’t know,” contemplated Mark.

Hendrix tugged off her shirt. “You better feel it all over to make sure.”

Mark didn’t hesitate. He embraced her. His lips planted firmly on her. She felt hands fumbling behind her. As their lips parted briefly, she said, “These bra latches can be tricky.” He moved just a bit away to let her reach around and unlatch her bra. It fell to the floor. She was half naked. Did he like what he saw, she wondered. She had no reason to doubt it. He moved to grasp her again. His left hand cupped her breast. He kissed her right breast as his thumb rubbed her left. Boobs, they weren’t exactly hood ornaments now that she thought about it. Indeed, in the hands and mouth of the right man, they can be quite pleasant to have around.

She moved her hands south. His presence was noticeable inside his jeans. He had such a fine cock. Any guy would be proud to sport it. Tonight, it was Hendrix’s, all Hendrix’s. She was the luckiest girl in the world. Possibly, that is. It was clear right now he was the luckiest man.

She popped the button on his jeans. He said to her, “I . . . I have never . . .”

“I haven’t either. We can learn all about it together,” she assured him.

Apparently, that was the correct answer. He pulled his shirt off as she dropped his drawers. He had a nice, toned body. A nice field of fluff on his chest. It was funny how many men shave their chest. That mat of hair, it was nature’s calling card. Women had evolved to love a nice mat covering a toned chest. Now he reached for her pant waist. This was going to happen; this was really going to happen.

“Stand back, and I will get them off,” she said. She unbuttoned her jeans. Here goes. Then she took a deep breath and tugged them down panties and all. The next thing that happened was that she heard a loud thud. She looked up to find Mark was flat on his back lying on the floor. Clearly, he had slipped on something and bumped his head. Not exactly the reaction she was looking for. She dashed to the kitchen. She remembered that the darn refrigerator was out of ice. She opened the freezer and took out a box of frozen peas. She wrapped them in a dish rag and dashed back to her room.

Mark had slightly recovered by the time she returned. He was propped up on the floor holding his head. Hendrix moved over to his side. She felt his head for the lump. She could feel him pulling away from her touch.

“Don’t be silly, you have a nasty welt growing on the back of your head. Let me put ice on it,” she said, trying to press the frozen-pea-compress to it.

“You . . . You’re a . . .” he stammered.

“Are you okay?”

“No, I think I fainted.”

“That’s an odd thing to do. You don’t think it is because of my pasta, do you?” she asked.

“No, because of the shock from seeing that you have a dick. You’re a man, a fucking man.”

“A man, a man, I assure you I’m a girl!” said Hendrix.

“Like hell you are!”

Hendrix pulled away from him. She asked, “What do you mean?”

“Jane, that bitch. I should have known her friend would be . . .”

“Be what?”

“Well, all wrong for me. You’re a fag,” he replied.

“Hello, I am not a fag,” she replied.

“What the fuck are you then?”

Hendrix was so angry at this moment that she could just scream. She was so many things in this world, but the one thing she was not ever was all wrong. How could he not see it? Mark, her true love. She was right for him. She was his girl. They were in love. Just a minute ago it was pure love. And now?

“You deceived me,” he gasped.

She put her hands on her hips. “Oh, I am a deceiver, is that what you think of me then? Well, to hell with you, Mark Reynolds.” She snatched up the nearest shirt which happened to be his. She put it on.

“I don’t know what to think,” he replied.

Now Hendrix lost all control. She shouted at him. “I’m sorry, didn’t Jane inform you that I was a defective person. I am Hendrix an anatomically incorrect action figure assembled by God with all the wrong parts just to make you feel foolish. You’re like my father who thinks I should have been returned to the factory at birth. I’m a freak; an undesirable freak of nature with no purpose but to disgust society. I am not right in my body. I am not right in my head. I’m crazy. Yes, I was crazy to think you were any different than the rest of them. All of them. They all hate me, because I’m me, a loathsome awful defective human being!”

And having said that, Hendrix started to cry. It wasn’t a small cry. No, it was a grand eruption of emotions. And once it started to erupt the explosive nature grew and grew. Hendrix’s knees buckled and she fell to her floor and sobbed. 

Mark said to her, “Hendrix, I’m sorry.”

Hendrix couldn’t look at him. She was crumbled in a ball on the floor crying her eyes out. She just wanted to scrawl into the Earth and be seen no more by humanity.

“Why don’t you come over here and sit next to me.”

It pained her deeply, but Hendrix managed to look over at Mark. He had managed to get off the floor. He was sitting on her unicorn sheets. He held her ice pack on his head, and he patted the bed beside him and added, “Come on, Hendrix, and sit next to me and have a good cry. I was . . . I still am . . .Confused.”

Fuck him, she thought. He didn’t deserve her. He was just scum that happened to know how to cook eggplant. Despite her disgust in him, she found herself getting to her feet. She shuffled over to her bed and sat next to him. She was more just whimpering now rather than having full hysterics. He moved close to her and put his arm around her.

“Go on, have a good cry. You deserve it. It is all my fault. I should never have said anything like I said.”

Upon this announcement, she erupted all over again. She buried her head into his chest and wept. He just held her and let her have it all out.

As she cried, Mark added, “Hendrix, what am I to do with you now?”


Chapter 12

Hendrix sat on her chair. She was staring at Jane, who was staring right back at her. The rest of the group was singing Free to Be You and Me. The best you could say about that was that Kelso had a lovely singing voice. It was loud and covered up the fact that not the whole group was singing. Unfortunately, the song wasn’t longer because once it ended, the therapist started lecturing. Group therapy was all about teaching you that you might be different from the majority of society sexually, but there were others like you, and you belonged, and were loved as much as them. Today, Hendrix felt alone inside this office despite the twenty others with her. She felt horribly and depressingly alone and wished she was as alone as she felt.

“Does anyone have anything they want to share with the group?” asked the school therapist.

A wad of paper bonked off Hendrix’s head. She turned toward Jane. Jane motioned for Hendrix to talk. Unfortunately, Hendrix wasn’t the only one to witness the paper tossing action.

The therapist asked, “Do you have something to share besides wads of paper, Jane.”

“Me? No, Hendrix has something to share so make her share,” insisted Jane.

All eyes fell on Hendrix. The therapist walked right in front of her chair and looked her in the eyes. The therapist said, “We don’t make people do things in our group. We encourage them to volunteer to offer what is bothering them. Does Hendrix have something she wishes to share with us?”

The answer was that she had a lot that could be shared. Yes, a lot, that is what Hendrix had to share. She had way too much to share. She had an endless lifetime of shareable moments to share. But she had no interest in sharing any of it today. Sharing a bit of herself had not worked out for her lately and she had lost interest in the whole concept. Other people, they made the experience of being alive less than worth it. It was just a fact. Other people sucked. And yet you were stuck with them. It was a whole lousy planet filled with other people that sucked.

“I’m good,” offered Hendrix.

“I think the group remains unconvinced,” replied the therapist.

Hendrix said, “Did you know that the word therapist and the words the rapist are only separated by one small gap?”

The therapist didn’t look pleased by that response. The therapist grumbled, “Is that so, well please mind that gap, thank you very much.”

The group laughed. Then the bell rang. Thank fucking God for that. God, her existence never felt less likely than today. She had given Hendrix so little in life, getting the fuck out of therapy in the nick of time seemed like so little to get as a reward from God. Hendrix grabbed her backpack and rushed out. The only thing on her mind was to escape and be alone. Only her best friend wasn’t about to allow that.

“Hendrix, wait up.” It was Jane trying to catch up with her. Hendrix wanted nothing to do with Jane; not today. She would face Jane with the news later. Maybe when she was forty and it didn’t matter anymore.

Jane shouted again, “I take it that something happened between you and Mark Saturday night.”

Hendrix burst out of the school door. She was walking aimlessly. She had no way home other than to walk if she didn’t drive home with Jane like she normally did after the group session. She should have made an alternative plan. She had too much on her mind, she forgot to arrange that plan. She couldn’t face Jane today, no not today. She slowed her pace as she wondered how she could avoid the car ride home.

Her slowing down let Jane catch up. Jane walked alongside her. “So, tell me!”

Hendrix didn’t want to tell her. The news was so awful, and Jane would have no answers. Hendrix didn’t want anyone to ever know. It hurt so bad. She closed her eyes. Hendrix pursed her lips trying to hold it in, but it burst out of her mouth. “He doesn’t like trans-woman.”

“You told him about you then?”

“In a way I told him. Probably the dumbest blindest way, I told him.”

Jane seemed to take the news as if it was no news at all. “Is that all that is wrong?”

“That is all,” grumbled Hendrix.

“Okay, so now you know. Good thing you didn’t waste too much time on him. Just move on to the next man. There are plenty of fish in the sea.”

“Let them swim with each other. This ship has pulled up anchor and gone to port. She shall sail among the fishes no more,” declared Hendrix.

Jane hugged her. “Breaking up, it is never easy, but it is a part of dating, Hendrix. It is the worst part without a doubt, but you can’t dare to dream about the good without experiencing some of the bad.”

“Very profound.” They reached the car. Hendrix turned to face Jane. She added, “He is dead to me. I never want to talk about him again and I still love him with all my heart. It is the most awful position to be in. Just take me home.”

“Tell me what happened between you two first in all the details.”

“I told you.”

“Hendrix, tell me everything. There is something you didn’t tell. Something making the breakup ten times worse.”

Hendrix threw her backpack to the ground. She kicked it. She said, “I gave myself to him totally body and soul and he . . . He rejected me! He saw me as I am and called me a man. A fucking man! He couldn’t accept me as a woman. My soul, my heart, my essence of being didn’t matter to him, just my genitals. Well, he got a good look at them and fainted.”

“Fainted?”

“Yes.”

“That must have been awkward.”

“Then he collected his clothes and left. He even took my frozen peas.”

“Frozen peas?”

“Skip it. The last thing he said to me, is what was he going to do with me. Then I found out. He ghosted me the rest of the weekend. Not one phone call, not one text. Nothing. It is over. I’m a woman trapped in this less-than-ideal body and it is over. I just have to accept that I am not dating material. I am defective.”

Jane hugged her again. She said, “Listen to me Hendrix, you are ten times the woman for any man than I am. If Mark can’t see that, it is his loss.”

Their little gab-feast was interrupted by the squeal of tires. Mark’s car pulled into the parking lot. It could have arrived for a lot of reasons, figured Hendrix. Ha, fat chance of that. He was here because of her. The last person in the world she wanted to see today and here he was in the flesh. His car parked behind Jane’s car. He parked there blocking Jane.

Oh God, she was so cruel. This was somehow worse than a ghosting. What was he doing here? Hendrix whispered to Jane. “Tell him to go away.”

Mark opened the door and got out. Jane whispered back. “Your ghost has returned to haunt you. I think you better find out why.”

“I can’t deal with him, not today, not ever again,” replied Hendrix. Hendrix wanted to flee. She wanted to be far away from him. She couldn’t deal with the humiliation again. It wasn’t being rejected as a lover that hurt. It was the rejection of being worthy of being considered a person.

Hendrix walked double time quickly away. Mark called out, “Wait up!”

She took off running. She had to escape him. Mark wasn’t giving up easily. Hendrix pushed a gate open and walked onto the empty athletic field. She heard Mark push the gate open. He was still following her.

“Come on, Hendrix, stop. I need to talk to you. I have been doing a lot of thinking!” he shouted.

“Oh, have you!” she shouted back. Drat, she had responded. Don’t talk to the rat, Hendrix. He doesn’t deserve your time.

“You don’t understand how hard it is for me!” he shouted.

She didn’t understand. She stopped in her tracks. She was in the middle of the field. It was just her and him out there. He wanted to talk about how hard it was; okay, they would talk about how hard it was.

She turned to face him. “Oh, I don’t understand!”

He came up to her. He was slightly out of breath. “I wasn’t expecting . . .”

“What?”

“You know. That you are transgender. I didn’t know how to take it. I needed to think about it. You can understand that, right?”

“Oh, I understand. I understand that I am not a good enough woman for you. I am constantly told because I am trans that it makes me some type of second-class human. I’m not a woman, I am some grand schemer instead. My very existence is owed up to some scheme to sneak into the girls’ bathroom to gander at lady parts like a pervert. Yes, I spent eight years in therapy private and group and went on drugs just so I can sneak a peek while I pee in the women’s room. What a genius I am! If I’m not scheming about that, then there’s always some fuck stick saying that I’m trying to trick myself into women’s sports because God knows I was really great at sports. Even worse, now there’s some well-grounded asshole author of wizard schoolbooks that I absolutely adored as kids telling me my transgender life is part of some sort of elaborate secret scheme for men to steal feminism as some sort of attempt at stolen valor. I don’t even fucking know what she even means by it. But I know she claims my being a woman degrades womanhood as a whole. Sorry, ladies, Hendrix here is bringing down the curve for the rest of you all. I’d like to take one of her magic wands and shove it where the sun doesn’t shine, but I’m afraid it wouldn’t fit with the giant stick already shoved up that author’s ass. Hey society, here’s a fucking thought. I’m a transgender girl because that’s how I was fucking born. It isn’t some incredible Machiavellian scheme for me to be me anymore than it is anyone else’s grand scheme to just be themselves. But if you’re trans the one thing society demands from you is to be a comfortable lie. Well, Mark, I didn’t deceive you. I am Hendrix, this me. It is still me, the girl that went to the museum, the movies, and dinner with you. I haven’t changed. You need to either love it or leave it.”

“I think I love it,” he replied.

“What?”

“I thought about it a lot and I’ve concluded that I love you.”

“Well, you didn’t Saturday night.”

“I did, I just didn’t know what to do about it.”

“And you know now?” she asked.

“Well . . . No. I don’t have it all figured out. Do you blame me for that?”

“Yes!”

“Then that is it then. I’m sorry. This is all I have. I guess you deserve better.”

Mark kicked the ground and then turned around. He started to walk away. Hendrix watched him walk away. She did deserve better. He didn’t come here today just to walk away alone. He could have left her Saturday night and never seen her again if he thought things couldn’t get better. Okay then, why aren’t you moving your feet, Hendrix.

She darted after him. She caught up to him and grabbed his hand. She asked, “Care to walk around the track with me?”

He looked down at his hand. Then he squeezed her hand tight. “I could use a little exercise.”

They walked. As they walked, Hendrix talked. “My parents didn’t name me. When I was six I used to dream about this girl called Hendrix. She used to play with me on the playground in my dreams. It wasn’t long before she joined me when I was awake. I started to pretend to play with her like an imaginary friend. We would have tea parties, play dress up, and do lots of stuff together. Soon, we did everything together. I asked for toys for her to play with. My dad bought me bats, balls, and helmets instead. But Hendrix wanted barbie dolls and stuffed unicorns. After a while my imaginary friend left as all imaginary friends must. But Hendrix stayed. My mom then sent me into therapy. It didn’t take my first therapist long to conclude certain realities. My parents thought I was crazy. I wasn’t, I was just the girl you see here.” She pointed to her head. “In here, I’m a girl. Does it sound crazy?”

“No.”

“A lot of people disagree. My father absolutely disagrees.”

“You know what I think, Hendrix? I think a lot of people see this, our feet, our hands, our body and think that is us. Who we are is constructed by our chromosomes the way a builder makes a house from blueprints. But our genes don’t work like that. Putting Xs and Ys together don’t always build boys and girls exactly to a master plan. We are more built like a chef cooks a meal from a recipe, but just because a recipe is followed, doesn’t mean the dish will all taste the same every time. If it did, we would all be exactly the same. Instead, we all have individual flavor. You know what I mean?”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about but it sounds genius.”

“I guess, what I’m trying to say is that deep inside our head is our brain. That is who we are. The rest of us, our arms, legs . . . etc; our brain controls through our nerves. It controls us the way a puppet master controls a puppet. Well, it is perfectly possible you have a wonderfully feminine oriented mind, but your puppet body just doesn’t exactly match it. People think it is the puppet that matters, but really it should be the mind that matters. It is who we are. It is who I fell in love with, because it’s you no matter the puppet that you wear.”

“Wow, the Muppets really are the most trans friendly thing in the world.”

“What?” exclaimed Mark.

“Nothing, it was just a thought I once had. Still . . .”

“Yes.”

“Still, would you care to jump my bones?” asked Hendrix.

“Then you’re willing to go on another date with me this Friday night?” he asked.

“Oh fuck waiting until Friday night, I meant tonight, right now!”

“You still want to go all the way with me, right now?”

“I would, would you?” Hendrix replied.

“Would I indeed.” Mark embraced her. Hendrix looked over his shoulder. She saw Jane standing at the gate watching. Hendrix flashed her the okay sign. Things were not exactly perfect between Mark and her, but they were at least okay. She saw Jane wave back, and then she went into her car and drove away.


Chapter 13

He kicked open his apartment’s door. There was probably sound advice about a single girl not going inside a boy’s apartment alone. But most of that sound advice was targeted to guide a young female from experiencing what Hendrix was pretty sure she wanted to experience with Mark. To follow such advice might keep her virtue intact, but intact virtue was often highly overrated.

Mark said, “It isn’t much to look at, but it is home.”

He hit the light switch and revealed a four hundred square foot apartment that was basically an all-in-one room. There was a tiny kitchen, tiny living-room-slash-bedroom, and an attached bath. It was decorated in early consignment store rejects.

Hendrix said, “It is really cozy.”

“I know that it isn’t much to look at, but it is home.”

“I came here for the company, not your decor,” assured Hendrix, dropping her backpack by the door.

“Won’t your aunt be worried about you being home late from school?” he asked.

“She is always a little worried about me. I’m a worried-about-you type of child to take care of, I think understand that already,” replied Hendrix. He smiled. She asked, “What?”

“You are worth worrying about.”

He went over to his refrigerator and asked, “Would you care for . . .”

“Some sex? Yes, please.”

“You sound like you’re in a rush.”

Was she in a rush? She did have school tomorrow. Being a college man, he might not understand that. Hendrix went over to him. She draped herself across his body. She said, “That was the general idea.”

Hit picked her up off her feet and held her tight. Then he kissed her. He held that kiss as her body pressed against the refrigerator. For a moment she felt like that homework assignment mom was so proud of that she hung it on the refrigerator. Hendrix sure hoped she would soon have a gold star attached just like that homework.

Their lips parted. He asked, “Is that more in line with what you had in mind this evening?”

“Why, Mark, what would you think of me if I told you what I really wanted?”

“What would you think of me if I blew giving you what you really wanted a second time?” he replied.

The answer felt very academic at the moment since a few minutes from now it would be obsolete. She nodded her head and he let her down. He held her hand as he walked her over to his bed. His bed lacked proper unicorn themed bed sheets or stuffies. Mark lived in a dump of an apartment, but at least he made his bed every morning. He was such a neat and tidy boy. He deserved a gold star every bit as much as Hendrix did. She figured now was a good time to give him one.

She unbuttoned his pants. Then she went down on her knees. She had sucked on that little buzzy toy auntie had allowed her to buy. It was sort of erotic to orally play with it, but it really didn’t do it for Hendrix. There were certain things that art couldn’t really replicate as well as real life. A man’s manhood fully aroused was one of them. She stuck out her tongue and locked in on it. She tasted just the tip. Playing with it just for fun. It was a dangerous toy, but very appreciative if you played with it just right.

She sucked on the head hard and steady. Mark pressed his hands on her head. She looked up into his eyes. Her eyes were wide open and filled with desire. He pushed her head down and she yielded willingly to his direction. She engulfed it right down to his balls. She cupped them as she sucked on his member. She slid back up his staff, releasing it from her wet warm mouth.

She asked him, “Was that more in line with what you wanted this evening?”

“Getting there,” he replied.

“Oh.”

“Oh, indeed.”

She stood up. He removed his shirt and kicked out of his pants. My, she was feeling hot. They were almost this close one time before. She undid her school skirt and dropped it to the floor. If he fainted a second time, she would nurse him back to health.

He came up behind her, both hands pinched her firm bottom. They pulled her panties off right down to the floor. She took a deep breath and turned around.

He laughed. He covered his face, embarrassed at what he just did. She said, “Nature, it is a bit funny, isn’t it?” He nodded. Then he placed his rough hands on her member. She said, “Please, I would rather you didn’t touch it.”

“Nonsense, I have to know how my girl feels all over. This is what the fuss is all about? It feels silly now. As if I have never seen one before.” He ran his hands over her smooth shaved skin. She was getting aroused. It was slightly embarrassing. She didn’t get hard that often. Not like this hard anyway. She laughed. She couldn’t help herself.

“You’re right, it is sort of funny,” he said.

“Do you know what to do next?” she asked.

“Not really, but I’m a smart guy, I think I can figure it out.”

He moved behind her. She bent over, placing her hands on the bed. He pulled her ass cheeks apart. Then he planted his tongue on her pink secret. If it was good enough for T-Rex, it was good enough for Hendrix. She let him work it. He must have been satisfied in his tongue work because he sank a finger in. She yielded to his pressure. Slowly it sank until it reached his knuckle.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“It hurts a little. But it is only a small finger. That can’t be much fun for you.”

“If it hurts . . .”

“You are a man, and I am a woman, it would hurt so much more if you didn’t treat me the way a man treats a woman,” she explained.

“You mean, you want me to fuck you?”

“Hard.”

Mark pressed his cock against her waiting hole. She could feel its head tickling her opening. It was trying, fighting to come inside her. She wanted it in her backdoor. She was going to be its best friend; she just knew it.

“Do you need me to spit on it again,” she asked.

“No, I have this,” he insisted.

She felt it go in. It didn’t get very far. It fought for every inch. It wasn’t the greatest feeling ever. He pressed harder. Her prostate was starting to light on fire. It was a little g-spot trans-girls had. She started to tingle down below. He thrust into her. She yielded to him. She could sense his relief. He started working it back and forth. He wasn’t a daredevil by any means. It was just short thrusts. She felt his weight on her. He grasped her to get leverage. He started pumping her slow and steady. This time slow and steady was winning the race. There was no need to go faster.

She hadn’t realized how much she liked it. There was a fire down below. It felt good in a way, but uncomfortable in another way. But she loved being his woman. Yes, that part she loved more than anything. She didn’t want her desires flame doused. She was eighteen, though, and she couldn’t help it. She climaxed. Mark’s well-made bed was suddenly a mess. Well, girls could be messy too. That was the danger of playing this game. She relaxed post-climax. She was completely limber now. He was moving away from slow and steady and heading straight into hare territory. She knew a young man like him wasn’t going to last much longer than she had if he really pounded on her. He went all the way in.

“Oh shit!” he exclaimed. He pulled out.

“Are you going to cum?” she asked.

“I, ah, sort of already did.”

“Oh. I guess I’m cream filled now. I hope I don’t get pregnant.”

“What?”

“I’m just kidding.”

He laughed. She laughed. He said, “That was sort of . . .”

“Awful.”

“Yeah,” he looked dejected.

He sat down on the bed. She sat next to him and hugged him. She assured him, “We both climaxed, that is something.”

“You mean you . . .”

“All over your bed.”

“Oh.”

“Oh, indeed.”

She looked at the time. It was moving toward eight. Auntie would start to wonder where she was. She would fear the worst. When you’re trans, they always fear the worst. It was hardly the worst. It was just awkward. Your first time doing anything is hardly a night to remember and yet you remembered it the rest of your life. But the first time became a second and then a third. Eventually she was pretty sure they were going to be really good at it. Mark was someone that was a quick learner. If he could program a robot to put rings on a post, he could certainly learn to push all her buttons better. It would be fun moving up the learning curve along with him.

She looked at her clothes. She didn’t want to cover up her body. She was comfortable with Mark seeing her as she was. She laid across his bed. He laid next to her. They spooned each other in his bed. She wished it could last forever. But she wasn’t old enough for forever just yet.

“I should be getting home soon,” she suggested.

“And Friday night?”

“I’m free.”

“Should we . . .”

“Call me tomorrow and we shall talk about it.”

She didn’t doubt that he’d call.
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