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Much later that night…
Kathleen here. My husband is certainly getting his 
money’s worth out of his little adventure. He looked 
positively radiant this afternoon, strolling down the 
aisle in my wedding dress. He was surprised that his 
boss was there to give him away, and even more so 
when I opened the doors to the Rose Room and he 
saw a whole pile of our family and friends waiting for 
him. They’ve known about his cross-dressing for a 
few years, so it wasn’t a total shock to them. I told 
everyone we were renewing our wedding vows in a 
unique way, so they all took it as a bit of fun. I’m not 
sure what Lawrence thought, but “Laura” certainly 
seemed determined to play her role in the affair. She 
didn’t break character once, even when Hector gave 
her that big ole “just married” kiss. If I didn’t know 
better, I’d have sworn she really was a blushing bride.

I wonder if anyone noticed, or cared, that the vows 
they exchanged were the same ones Lawrence and I 
wrote for our own wedding. I never thought I’d hear 
him solemnly repeating my vows, and to another man 
at that. It’s a funny old life. Or just weird.

The dinner was fun. Seeing people you don’t often 
see, some of them probably for the last time. They all 
took it as a good excuse for a party, bless their hearts, 
and a bit of a booze-up too. I’m sure Lawrence was a 
bit shocked when I told him to get changed, and then 
handed him the blue chiffon party dress I wore to our 
reception five years ago. Laura didn’t seem to mind. 
She switched outfits like she does it all the time. She 
was excited, though, because after I helped her out of 
the gown she had to stop and stick her head into a 
paper bag for a few minutes.

Silly girl. What’s there to be nervous about? Ha, ha. 
Still, it’s her big day. She’s been dreaming about it for 
her whole life. Gotta cut her some slack, I suppose.

I ordered the exact same cake Lawrence and I had for 
our wedding. I’m not sure why I wanted everything to 
be the same: the room, the vows, the dresses… I even 
got him a new wig and had it styled to match my own 
hairdo from five years ago. It wasn’t just for his sake. 
It’s symbolic, I guess. A new beginning for both of us.

The party’s over now; the last of the guests have left 
and the cleaning staff is doing their thing. I’ll head up 
to my room in a few minutes. Needless to say, I’ll be 
sleeping alone. Lawrence was gobsmacked (if that’s 
the right word) when I told him he’d be spending the 
night in the honeymoon suite. He probably thought 
I’d be joining him there! Fat chance. Once was enough 
for this girl. Anyway, what would I do with him as the 
bride? I’m into real men, thank you very much. Maybe 
the blushing bride is too—or she is now.

They’ve been up there for awhile. Plenty of time to 
plow through that bottle of champagne I ordered, 
and for Hector to peel her out of that blue chiffon in 
a firm but loving manner. By now they’re probably 
going at it like a couple of teenagers. Or newlyweds, 
just like Lawrence and I did. One difference though: 
I’m told that Hector is quite well-endowed. Laura’s 
lady bits were advertised as “fully penetrable” and I 
hope that wasn’t just a come-on. But if it didn’t work 
that way, there’s always the other place.

The coup de grâce: tomorrow morning Hector will hit 
that twinkie with divorce papers. They’re all signed 
and ready to go, in the drawer of the bedside table. I 
don’t really need a reason, but I’m prepared to tell a 
judge the truth: “My husband, your honor, is a male-
to-female transgender and here are the pics to prove 
it. Whether or not she wants to admit it in open court 
is her business.” Who knows, it might even be true.

The lovely Laura just hasn’t figured it out yet.  �


