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When Celeste and I married, I distinctly remember

agreeing to share her life. But looking back on it

now, I’m pretty sure she never agreed to share mine.

That’s what you get for not reading the fine print.

People who spend enough time together do wind up

looking more alike. Couples come to resemble each

another, families develop a ‘look’ that transcends

their shared DNA; it even happens to pets and their

owners. And, yes, it happened to us.

Celeste was a beautiful woman. She still is. But as

time passed she gained weight and shortened her

hair. Not a lot, mind you, but enough. What she lost

in youthful beauty she gained in elegance. She was

smart, accomplished, and confident in her sexuality.

In short, the perfect life-partner.

I wasn’t perfect, by any stretch, but she always said

that the raw material was there. I could be shaped.

We moved into a renovated condo, fifteen stories up

in a trendy part of town, and the pattern of our lives

became increasingly synchronized. We slept in the

same bed, worked the same hours, ate the same

food, took the same exercise. I lost weight as she

gained and we met somewhere in the middle.

She was tall for a woman, and I seemed to be in

shrink mode. It wasn’t a huge change, no more than

two or three inches, and who hasn’t heard about

age-related spinal compression? So I ignored it.

Early on, Celeste took over managing my wardrobe,

evolving my style into one that complemented her

own. We came to be close enough in size that she

often borrowed my clothes—to project a stronger

image at work, or so she said.

She managed HR for the local office of a Fortune

500 firm. I was a web designer for a small media

company. She made more money than me, but I was

cool with that. She liked being on top too.

The image she created for me was softer and more

relaxed than hers. More suited to the slower pace of

my workplace. My hair grew longer, and there too

we met in the middle.

After a few years, the two of us were often confused

for brother and sister. It came as no surprise; even

our features had developed a familial resemblance.

That ten became twin brother and sister, and some

people even mistook us for sisters.

In hindsight, what happened next was inevitable.

For an office party with costumes, Celeste decided

that we would dress as a Sixties-style bride and

groom. I saw no reason to object. But at the last

moment she insisted that we swap costumes. So she

became me for the evening, wearing a tux and a

toupee, and I became her demure bride, clad in a

white wedding dress, long blonde wig and bridal

makeup. (This is the photo she took of me in the

office arboretum, before the party.)

Celeste had me carry her company ID badge and

sign us in, which meant I was stuck with a name tag

that officially identified me as her.

I thought that her plan was to reveal our identities at

the end and scoop first prize in the costume contest,

but she didn’t. We finished fourth, out of the money,

and even then she held her tongue.

But of course, the party was only a dry run.

I began subbing for Celeste at corporate seminars

and other events that she was required to attend but

preferred to blow off. I agreed it was only fair, since

my job came with more vacation time than hers.

I was able to put my hair into a ponytail, slip into a

smart skirt suit and light makeup, and sit at the back

of the room. During breaks I would hide out in the

ladies room, feign bladder distress, and above all

else speak to no one.
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Eventually, I developed a bad case of gynecomastia,

which was odd because male breast development

usually occurs in teenage boys or elderly men, and I

was neither. But at least it meant I could ditch the

breast forms Celeste had bought for me.

By this time my waist was nearly as narrow as hers,

and my hips almost as wide, and I could wear her

clothes as easily as my own. A control-top panty

girdle with minimal padding was all I needed.

This went on for years. Then the recession hit and I

found myself out of a job. The company I’d worked

for vanished, along with many others, leaving too

many guys just like me chasing too few jobs.

Okay, maybe not just like me. Precious few of them

were likely to be mistaken for their wives.

Fortunately, Celeste had a plan. She earned enough

for both of us to live on, but it would hardly be fair

for her to work full-time while I lounged around the

house. She proposed that we job-share.

We went to a salon and got identical hairstyles, and

she taught me to fix my face the same way she did.

Then, every second day (on average) I would don a

smart skirt suit and become Celeste.

I was terrified; these were people she had worked

with for years. Yet no one took any notice.

Every day after work the two of us got together and

went over in detail what we’d done that day, and

what the next would bring. So I knew what I was

supposed to be doing, and it helped.

At first I tried to keep to myself, but that didn’t last.

People were always barging into my office, looking

for advice, or a decision, or a signature. I thought

my voice might give me away, if nothing else, but

apparently that had evolved as well, into one close

enough to Celeste’s to fool her coworkers.

But I was too grateful at just not being discovered to

worry about why it was happening.

After that, being Celeste only got easier.

I fell into the habit of running errands as Celeste,

which seemed only natural because more often than

not they were her errands. Even at home it was just

easier to function as a woman.

Almost without my noticing, the life I had once led

slowly faded away. Celeste told her friends that I

had left her and moved out, and soon afterward my

personal belongings vanished from the apartment—

clothing, books, videos, old tax returns, childhood

toys; anything and everything that might remind me

that I’d once been someone else. In the end, I was

left with nothing but the memory of being a man.

We never actually divorced. My manhood lived on

as a deduction on Celeste’s yearly tax return. But as

a person in my own right, I had ceased to exist.

Celeste let decent interval pass, then began dating

again—and here too we shared everything. We took

turns going out, being wined and dined, being held

and kissed, and participating in whatever else might

come to pass on a date. We were a team; she did

what I could not and I did what she would not.

Yet it was always Celeste who decided whether or

not to continue seeing a man, and how far we would

go. I was but “Celeste B”, the shadow-Celeste, and

she never let me forget it.

*

After the last of the surgeries that made me female,

Celeste finally admitted that since our marriage she

had been doping me with hormones, simply by way

of substituting birth control pills—estrogen by any

other name—for my daily dose of vitamin-D.

She had also—and here I had to admire the

brilliance of her plan—arranged for our family

doctor to (covertly) replace my intestinal flora with

a spectrum of bacteria identical to her own.

The microbiome of the gut has been found to have a

profound influence on not only the immune system,

but also on personality—which might be why I had

turned into a woman so very much like her.

Or maybe she just cut to the chase and re-wired my

entire genome with nanobots. The research arm of

the company had been working on that sort of

technology for quite some time.

But I never did get the whole story.  �


