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“The Feminization of Honey” 

Chapter One 

Birthday Present 

It all began as something else altogether, a year earlier, and I 

didn’t find out what was really happening until a year later, though now it 

scarcely matters. It was Bea’s birthday, and the doorbell rang. I went to 

answer it while Bea finished dressing upstairs. 

“So, I see she did talk you into it! My God, look at you! You’re 

gorgeous!” 

There at the door was Pearl, my wife’s best friend, looking at me 

as I figured she would when she saw me, amused but also contemptuous. 

She stepped back and gave me that same relentless look of appraisal 

women use on themselves when they look into mirrors. Then she said, 

“Not bad! Not too bad! But how in the world did she get you to do it?” 

I was embarrassed, but tried to hide it. So I looked Pearl over 

equally as deliberate. What I saw was the usual bright and brassy middle 

aged woman, dressed up for a big night out on the town. Packed into a 

green silk dress much too short for her, I thought. Matching strappy high 

heels and a clutch purse. Lacy black stockings. Pinned somewhere in back 

of her blonde curls was some kind of small felt hat with a wisp of black 

veil. So she was green and black and lacy and sassy, and busy making me 

feel uncomfortable. 

“C’mon in, Pearl,” I said. “Bea’s almost ready. You look good too, 

you really do!” 

I was sincere—for Pearl, she looked terrific. But especially, I 

wanted to steer our conversation into compliments right away. I couldn’t 

take her usual mockery, her sardonic put-downs. Not dressed the way I 

was when I came to the door. I was trying not to be too self-conscious 

about it. I wanted to be a good sport for this one night, to play it straight. 

To be a proper lady, one of the girls, the way I’d promised Bea. 

But with Pearl nothing ever comes easy. She overreacted like a 

Disney cartoon character. Her eyes flicked over my coiffure and then 

down my dress, Bea’s choice for me for the evening, a little basic black 

with satin trim, and a cute peplum to hide my lack of hips, and a wide 

satin- trimmed collar to cover my now-noticeable breasts. Then she 

eyeballed my legs—in plain sheer black stockings, nothing fancy—and 

my high heeled black pumps. 



“Wow!” she said, wiping an imaginary haze from in front of her 

eyes. Her skirt flipped and she wriggled her hips, then planted her hands 

on them. “Hoo boy!” she said. 

“Aren’t you something!” She squared her body and then gave me 

her ultimate once-over. I’d seen it before. Insolent and amused. 

Absolutely intimidating. In that posture she looked like a tart naming her 

price, take it or leave it, but managed to imply that I was the tart. “Henry, 

I don’t know what to say. You’re such a stunner! You’ll knock ‘em dead! 

How can you stand yourself?” 

Her irony was too heavy, and I began to wilt. But Pearl sensed it 

and immediately reversed field. She said, “No, really, I mean it! I’m 



impressed! That makeover is fabulous! You’re really convincing! They 

must have spent the whole day working on you!” 

“Thanks,” I said, “if that was a compliment. Come in and sit 

down.” 

She stepped into the hallway like a dainty horse imprinting the 

ground, glanced at me again, and then let her high heels throw her hips 

into a seductive swish as she proceeded ahead of me into the living room. 

I got her message. I had to admit it, I couldn’t have looked more swishy, 

“Yes,” she said, “It was a compliment. A pretty girl should learn 

to accept compliments graciously. Just dimple, and curtsy, and say ‘Thank 

you.’ You know, when a girl spends hours or days getting ready for a big 

date, she should appreciate it when her efforts are noticed.” 

“Bea told me you’d agreed to be one of the girls tonight, but I just 

didn’t believe her.” Pearl went on. She sat down, and carefully arranged 

her legs on our living room couch, skirt smooth, arms draped possessively 

across the back cushions, at her ease. “Frankly, Henry, I didn’t think you 

had the guts. No offense. But how many men do you know who would do 

this for their wives?” 

I followed Pearl into the living room, rocking a bit on my own 

high heels, and stood looking down at her. She arched her neck up and 

said, “Get me a drink, would you, Honey? I’d better start calling you 

‘Honey’ I think, not ‘Henry.’ A ‘Henry’ who looks the way you do will 

start people talking, and I’m not sure you’d want to hear what they were 

saying.” 

“Or am I looking at ‘Henrietta,’ Henry’s longtime girly other self? 

Have I at last found out your guilty secret? Have you always liked 

dressing up in frilly things? Do you really want to be a girl? Have a stiff 

drink yourself, hon. You’re going to need it before tonight’s through!” 

I took her advice, belted down a quick one, poured Pearl her usual 

whiskey on the rocks and myself another, handed it to her, then sat down 

across from her. I clasped my drink in my lap with both hands, and 

crossed my ankles primly, just as Bea had shown me. Shoulders back, 

bust out, chin high, shake my curls to get her attention, then speak in a 

high but sweet voice, if I could manage it. 

“Don’t, Pearl,” I said. There was just a touch of pleading in my 

voice, for Pearl usually a signal to lunge in for the kill. I had better be 

more aggressive. “You know perfectly well that Bea has been getting me 

ready for tonight for months. In fact, what with her planning and shopping 

and rehearsing me, she’s had very little else on her mind for some time. 

I’ve never seen her like this, not in all our twenty years of marriage. She’s 

been so happy and busy. So don’t mock me, because when you do, you’re 



mocking Bea. And that’s not friendly.” My voice quavered just a little. 

Maybe it was pitched too high. 

“All right, Honey,” Pearl said, her voice softened but not subdued. 

“I’ll be gentle. You’re one of the girls tonight, and that’s that. Don’t cry, 

you’ll ruin your beautiful eyes.” This time she looked at my face 

seriously. “They really are beautiful, in a way. Who would have thought 

it?” 


