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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

Getting married seemed like the right thing to do when Catherine and I were in our late twenties. It felt like we were about to fall over a cliff, but now that we were on the other side of thirty, I had to wonder if it’d all been for nothing. Don’t get me wrong. I loved my wife. She was an incredible woman. It also didn’t hurt that she had big boobs and gorgeous hair and a body that made men rubberneck like bones didn’t break. Catherine was a trophy, but she didn’t fully accept me.

“I thought I told you no more panties!” Last week, she threw a pair I ordered right into the trash when they got delivered. When we were younger, she used to let me wear thongs and skirts. She even pretended like it was cute, but now she wanted to ‘reform’ me. She wanted me to leave all my girly stuff behind… as though that were even possible.

“You shouldn’t have married me if you didn’t want to be with a man who likes to wear lingerie,” I hollered at her and snatched my cute panties out of the trash. She was insane if she thought I was going to keep spending a bunch of money recreating my collection of lingerie. I was tired of her going through these fits. “You used to accept me, Catherine! You’re the one who has changed!”

“It’s not right, Don!”

“Donna,” I corrected her, to which she screamed into her folded lips and stomped around the room. We bought a gorgeous three-bedroom house shortly after we tied the knot. It was in a cozy neighborhood of brick homes, cute cafes, and indie bookstores within walking distance of the city’s lake. We often went for picnics or just to lie in the grass and read a book. “Get your panties out of a bunch.”

“Why can’t you stop wearing yours?” Catherine hollered, but she was acting like this was some type of revelation that I liked to wear lingerie. “I thought you were going to grow out of it.”

“You never said that before we got married. It wasn’t until we got back from our honeymoon that you started being a—”

“Don’t you say it, Don! I swear!”

“Donna!” I screamed, tired of having this same fight. I came home one night to find that she’d thrown away my entire collection of women’s clothing. She didn’t leave a single garment. Not a stitch of clothing that wasn’t made for men. I lost it. I stayed in a hotel for a week. Then she lost it when I came home with a suitcase full of women’s clothing, but she couldn’t keep me from being Donna no matter how hard she tried.

“Grow out of it!”

“Divorce me!” If she didn’t want to be called a b*tch, then she shouldn’t act like one. “You told me you loved me! You stood at that altar and promised to stick with me through the ups and the downs, but you clearly didn’t mean it. To you, it was nothing other than hot air.”

“That’s not true, Don.”

“Donna,” I corrected. If she kept pushing, I would threaten to go out and buy more women’s clothing. She didn’t know that I had a whole stash in a secret storage unit, but my threat was still effective when we fought. She couldn’t stand it when I told her I was going to reestablish my clothing collection, but I needed her to understand that me becoming Donna again was inevitable. I never planned on stopping.

“Why can’t you just listen?” she asked.

“Why can’t you accept me as I am?”

“You never seemed like someone who would want to do this long-term. You always seemed like a manly man.”

“Just because I like sports doesn’t mean I can’t like dresses too,” I said. Catherine had it in her head that men who liked sports couldn’t like feminine things as well, but we were all just different combinations of hobbies and stuff that we avoided. Catherine spent a lot of time obsessing about politics. I listened to her rant about the candidates and everything they were up to, even though hearing all that made me want to blow my brains out, but I still loved her enough to listen. Couldn’t she love me enough to give my clothes a chance?
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