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"I'm trans."

Cecil paused in his work at the sudden outburst originating from the door. His... well, his husband, he supposed, was standing there, one hand on the doorknob. His eyes were dark, narrowed as they had always been since day one of their meeting. Cecil looked back down to the invoices spread out on his desk.

"Alright," he said calmly. He glanced back up to the man before him. "Uh, did you have a name in mind? Or should I keep calling you..."

He trailed off, unsure of how to continue. Was it rude to speak his husband's former name? Even if it had only been considered former in the last few seconds?

There was a small pause then, "Orion."

"That sounds lovely, dear," Cecil said. "Very fitting."

Orion stared at him. For a moment, his eyes were unguarded. Relief slid through his body, the same dropping of the shoulders and held breath releasing through his mouth as had been when, defying tradition, Cecil had informed him that they would not be having sex on their wedding night.

Perhaps this revelation had been why Orion looked so calm in the aftermath of his words. Or maybe, as Cecil had suspected at the time, it felt good to not be wrangled into something, people's eyes watching to ensure completion of all wedding traditions had been met. Possibly it was both.

Then Orion's eyes darkened again. His guard shot back up so fast the change was evident in his stance, the grip of his hand against the doorknob, and the way his jaw tightened as he glowered. 

"Why aren't you upset?"

Cecil frowned. "Do you want me to be upset?"

"No," he snapped, quick. The door rattled with the sudden drag of his hand away from it. He crossed his arms. "You're taking to this too calmly, though." His lip curled into his angry sneer. "It's suspicious."

"Well, not much I can do it about, is there?" Cecil pushed away from the desk, standing to stretch his legs. Orion's body clenched with the motion. Carefully, Cecil watched his arms drops, hands fisting at his side. Defiance and the readiness to fight exuded from him like a tidal wave. Cecil took a step away from him. "I mean, tradition dictates that after a completed year of marriage divorce is unacceptable."

"Tradition also dictates you were supposed to fuck me the night we got married," Orion said.

"Well, I'm gay, so... that was never going to happen," Cecil said. He tried for a kind smile, even as the thought made him want to throw up. "Since we're in the mood to confess deeply held secrets."

With a sudden flush, Orion's skin darkened. "Oh." The noise fell strangled from his mouth. Surprise riddled his otherwise tense form. "I didn't know that."

"Hence, a secret." Cecil shook his head. "Why the sudden revelation, if you were so concerned I'd be upset?"

"The thought of being murdered in my sleep bothered me less and less," Orion said. There was no humor in his voice.

Despair hurtled through Cecil's stomach. He'd heard of too many incidents such as those. Women and men disappearing in the night or found dead with their valuables still displayed broadly. Disappointment in himself wrapped around his throat and pulled. 

Had he been such a terrible husband, Orion assumed he'd vanish him at the slightest twitch of unassuming behaviour? Then again allowing haircuts and preferred clothes didn't necessarily trip into expecting this kind of confession, did it?

He closed his eyes. "I would never do that."

Orion's voice was levelled, controlled. Veiled anger still radiated beneath it, but otherwise his tone felt civil. "My mother said the same thing and yet my sister is still ten feet below the ground for being a shameful disappointment who kisses girls."

"I'm not your mother." Cecil fiddled with the cuffs of his sleeves. "I didn't know you had a sister."

"Most people don't," Orion said. His eyes picked Cecil apart thoroughly. "So." His tone slid disbelieving and flat. "You're gay."

Smiling thinly, Cecil nodded. "Heavily so, yes."

Orion sniffed. "Then you'll be pleased to know I'm starting T tomorrow morning."

Cecil paused. "That's... fast."

"It's been in the works for a while. I figured I might as well say something before I start picking up the changes and you strangle me for deceiving you or some unheavenly bullshit like that." Cecil glared at him. Orion simply smirked but a grimace edged up in the twitch of his lips. "I still don't trust that you won't, but I thought that I should check your reaction beforehand and if it was particularly nasty, then I'd grab my bag and run."

"How long did you think you'd last?"

His voice was thin. "Long enough."

Cecil licked his lips. "I'm surprised Dr. Faciler didn't apprise me of this in advance." He was actually surprised the family doctor had even agreed.

Orion snorted. "As if I'd go to him. No, I found another doctor." Ah. "Outside the system. They're private. In the outskirts."

Shock hit him like a bath of ice-cold water. "In the outskirts?" He took a step closer. "Are they even certified?"

Orion took a step back, hands clenching once more. Cecil waned. "Of course, they're certified. Do I look like an idiot?"

"Desperation to fit can make a man do many dumb things."

"Like marry a woman?" Orion shot back.

Cecil paused. "You're not a woman."

Orion stiffened. "No," he said after a firm beat. "I'm not. And yes, they're certified and well trusted. The only reason they even live in the outskirts is so they can assist people like me in secret."

Cecil's skin crawled. Outskirts persons were not the most reputable. You'd have better luck locating a gun-for-hire than a proper doctor. "Are you sure?"

"One hundred percent."

"Do you... do you want me to come with you?"

"I'd rather die." Orion clicked his tongue. "Who's to say you won't tattle my location to some unapproving party? I don't need my mother showing up to smother me to death before I even get to my second visit."

"You wouldn't have to tell me it now," Cecil pointed out.

"I don't want to tell you at all." Orion crossed his arms again. "What part of 'I still don't trust you' do you not comprehend? Honestly, Cecil, if my mother knew you weren't the genius your family toted you out to be..."

Cecil struggled to relax. The dig at his intelligence didn't bother him. Orion had made thousands of snide and similar comments when they met and in the first couple of months following their marriage. Arrangements were common between all families, but that never meant either party was particularly wanting to go through with it. Although now, with this new information, Orion's overt displeasure began to speak bounds.

He, a man, had married another man. For Orion, it had to be as torturous as it had been for Cecil before this new revelation. While he'd kept complaints to an absolute zero, Cecil had been reluctant to marry a woman because, after all, he was gay. Women were not appealing to him. Orion must've been going through the same issue. Men were not appealing to him. Factor in the horrible addition of being stuck with a voice and body that didn't match what he needed, well...

Their marriage must've been hell from day one.

Part of Cecil was a little surprised. Their country was not a singular entity but even past the outskirts of the main city and into the other cities and countries that bordered them, transgender people were not common. Or approved of. It was more prevalent to hear about someone escaping somewhere beyond the reaches of tradition and revealing their true life from the family members who'd quickly disowned them. Always negative, always disapproving. The fact that Orion had found a doctor to cater to him was, well... very shocking. And very concerning.

He fiddled with the cuffs of his sleeves, pulling at the buttons. "What if it's just a trap to hurt you?"

Orion’s look was pointed, unwavering. "I'm willing to take that risk."

Fear caught in Cecil’s throat. "Alone?"

Even from half a foot below, Orion stared him down. Stubbornness laid flat in his eyes. "I've lived every ounce of my reality alone. If I die alone, I'll be comfortable with that."

Skin crawling, Cecil looked away from Orion's volatile stare and inhaled deeply. "You won't be swayed to bring me along? Even blindfolded and stuffed into the trunk?"

"No," Orion said, voice flat. "You can either accept that or bear witness to me fleeing the house in the next two minutes. And I won't be coming back."

"Ori-"

"I mean it, Cecil." His eyes narrowed. "No more arguing."

Defeated, Cecil crossed his arms. "I want it on the record that I disapprove of you going alone. But fine. I'm glad you'll be getting what you want. Hopefully, it's not a trap."

Orion smiled thinly. "I hope so too." He stuck out his hand. "Now give me the master key."

"What?"

"I don't want to be shoved into a room where I can't escape, so give me the master key." Orion made a grasping motion with his hand.

Disbelief curdled through Cecil's chest. Laughter bubbled out of his throat. "What room-"

Orion's fingers began to spring out as he listed rooms. "The shed, kitchen pantry, hallway closets, the attic, the basement, the-"

"Okay, okay." Cecil shook his head and fished his keyring out his pocket.

It took him a moment and a stab to get the master key off the ring but he handed it over to Orion who immediately turned and shoved it into the doorknob. He clicked his tongue approvingly when the door locked and unlocked easily. 

"I wouldn't lock you up," Cecil said as Orion pocketed the key away.

"Just because you're gay, supposedly, doesn't mean you have to approve of me." Orion refused to look at him. "You could be lying to pull me into a false sense of security. Or you could be telling the truth and disapprove enough of yourself or yourself and me to still betray me when I'm least expecting it."

"You think far too much." Cecil laughed quietly under his breath. "Believe me, I'm not a good actor. Why do you think I was pushing thirty when we met?"

"My mother said it was because you were a workaholic," Orion snorted.

A smile twitched at the edge of Cecil's lips. "A plus or minus?"

"Oh, a minus for her. Definitely a plus for me." He pushed his hair back. "After I met you, of course."

"Well, she was wrong. My parents have tried consistently to marry me off and as it turns out, whether you're interested in being arranged or not, having your future spouse not look like he wants to die every time you kiss is a plus."

Orion cut his eyes at him. "Is that your way of asking me to kiss you?"

Cecil rolled his eyes. "Orion, when have I ever asked you to kiss me?"

Orion sniffed and looked away. "Good."

"Just because you're a man and I'm gay does not mean I'm expecting the functions of our relationship to change in any way," Cecil assured him. "In fact, if it so pleases you, I won't be upset if you wanted to seek female company once your changes come to fruition." Another sly smile twitched at the edge of his lips, even as his gut dropped with the thought. "Provided you don't wind up dead with your organs harvested."

Orion shot him an amused look. "I'll consider it." He cleared his throat. "And the same goes for you. If you want."

Shrugging, Cecil looked over to the papers on his desk. "I don't see that happening in my future but thank you for the permission anyway."

With a quiet nod, Orion began to back out of the office. "I'll talk to you later then. Dinner's at six. Don't be late again."

"I won't," Cecil promised as he sat back down to his papers. 

Another quiet nod supplemented with a soft smile - just hinting along the tips of genuine - and then Orion was gone, the door shutting behind him with an audible click. The sound almost seemed to reverberate throughout the room.

Cecil flexed his fingers. This conversation was quite possibly one of the longest and most casual conversations they'd had since they'd been married. His stomach churned as he considered that. Every conversation prior has been short and stilted. Whenever either one of them attempted something casual, it was about the weather or some event one of their families were throwing. But this... this had been nice, even if the topic wasn't anticipated.

He folded his hands over each other and considered the future. Orion's father wasn't the most attractive man but he certainly wasn't hideous to look at either. More plain and unassuming. However, it was very clear that Orion took after his mother. Perhaps that would change and his features would shift more towards his father as the hormone balance shifted to favour testosterone. Maybe he wouldn't. It was an interesting thought to consider.

How his husband would look.

His stomach clenched.

Orion had always been attractive. Cecil may have been gay but he wasn't blind. He could spot a pretty flower in a field. But before he'd been content to leave the flower alone, let it flourish comfortably away from him. Now...

What if that changed? What if he wanted to pluck the flower and bring it home? Would the flower appreciate his nourishment or would it continue to wilt until it died? Orion already made his stance on his own death clear.

Nervous, Cecil chewed his lip. No matter how Orion changed, whether Cecil would find himself falling for his husband the way he was supposed to have when they met a year and a half prior or not, Cecil would hold his tongue. He would continue to keep his hands to himself, his words civil and polite.

His stomach flipped and flipped as he shook his head and turned his focus back to his papers. In the back of his mind, he knew the future - so sure of it, he felt like a prophet. He would fall for Orion, deeper than he already liked the man.

After all, he’d always liked his eyes.
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The safe was fire-proof, water-resistant and could withstand one hundred tons. It had been expensive to purchase but as Cecil placed it on the marble countertops, he couldn't help the thrum of excitement and self-pleasure that pulsed through his veins. As soon as he'd heard the car pull up, he'd come quickly out of his office with it. 

Orion had been undergoing his hormone replacement for three months now. It had been a strange time, seeing the specks of facial hair begin to wisp along his chin and cheeks. His voice cracked along every other word for several weeks before somewhat mellowing out. Along with the changes had come the decision to start taking his shots at home. 

Hence, the safe.

Whether Orion admitted it or not, he still barely trusted Cecil wouldn't turn and betray him. So, he'd bought him a safe to store his medicine. It was still boxed and shrink-wrapped for good measure. A code had never been inputted and, best of all, Cecil would never know what the reset code was.

Orion called out as he entered. Cecil smoothed his hand over his tie, flattening it down the front of his chest.

"Dear, can you come into the kitchen, please?" he called back.

"Let me put my shit away first," Orion yelled.

Cecil swallowed thickly and rearranged the box. "It's urgent!"

He heard Orion's groan and could easily imagine the rolled eyes and hunched shoulders that would follow. It wasn't frequent that Cecil was on the other end of that response but he'd seen it enough times to know that it would always occur. He struggled to hold back his smile. 

This gift would certainly be one of the best gifts he'd given his husband. It displayed trust and the promise that, no matter what, Orion was safe to be himself around Cecil.

Orion walked into the kitchen. An unassuming plastic bag was held tight in his hand. Through the thin plastic, a box was pushing through.

As he took in the box Cecil was so proudly standing beside, his look of mild concern turned quickly into one of disapproval and thick annoyance. "Please explain how a box is urgent."

"It's technically not-" Orion's stare darkened into a pointed glower. "-but I wanted you to see it before you could put your things away." Cecil patted the box's exterior. "It's safe. Unopened, unused, just for you."

As he stepped closer, almost shy, Orion's brows furrowed. Then, like a bolt of lightning, realization struck him. His eyes illuminated quickly and he stepped closer. Cecil, careful as ever, stepped backwards a few steps and slipped his hands behind his back.

Orion laid his bag onto the countertop. He looked over the box briefly, taking in the written benefits before tearing apart the shrink wrap and unfolding the box open. He tugged the safe out with a little grunt, picking up the manual after.

His eyes flitted from the safe to Cecil. "Unopened?"

"Yes."

His voice tinged a threat. "Swear it?"

"Cross my heart and hope to die," Cecil promised.

For a moment, all Orion did was watch him. Then he relaxed and looked at the safe. He shook his hand at Cecil while he flipped open the manual's cover. Cecil turned on his heel, crossing his hands over his stomach. He looked down at his shoes.

Near quiet beeps sounded in the thundering silence of the room. Cecil’s heart felt like it was going to beat out of his chest. The click of the safe's door sent a quiet flush of relief through his veins. Tension he hadn't realized he'd been carrying milked out of him.

"So... you like it, I take it?" he asked.

Orion's voice was light, just barely betraying his happiness under an attempt at flatness and lofty indifference. "It's alright." He clicked his tongue. At the sound, Cecil turned slowly. He caught Cecil's eyes for the barest second before looking down. A light blush dusted his cheeks, trailing back to his ears. "Thank you," he murmured.

Cecil shook his head. "None needed. I just want you to know you're safe with me. And I want you to feel that way, unencumbered by nerves of being found out or having your things vanishing on you."

Orion trailed a finger over the edge of the safe. "Just accept the thanks, Cece."

Stepping forward, Cecil cupped Orion's shoulder and gave it a gentle squeeze. "You're welcome." His gaze shifted until Orion's focus turned to the hand on him. His body tensed. Cecil swallowed around his apologies and tugged his hand back, smoothing it through his hair as he turned and looked at the safe. "Do you want me to help you move it?"

"I may be small but I'm still a man," Orion muttered as he hefted the safe into his arms.

Rolling his eyes, Cecil gathered up the torn plastic into a tight ball and threw it away. He collected the box and followed Orion out of the kitchen, close but not to close at his side. He pulled the bottom of the box apart. Folding it until it was flat, he licked his lips.

"I know it's only been a few months but what exactly do you plan on telling your parents when you see them next?" He smoothed a hand over the flattened box. "Not to be rude but eventually telling them that you're sick won't be a suitable explanation."

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)

“}i\ W





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





