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                  The first thing I remember being out of place was the imagery of my sexual
      fantasies as I entered puberty and began to masturbate. As I imagined the members of act
      itself there arose an inversion, wherein I would be penetrated rather than penetrate. I
      thought up a scenario of being abducted by some monster or alien that for some reason would
      push my penis into my body, beyond my control, and I seemed to return to variations on this
      theme as I progressed. Simultaneously however I had dreams of meeting girls and trying to
      have sex with them. When I became conscious of the sexual deviation in my masturbation
      fantasy I remember desperately trying to change it, forcing myself to imagine a normal
      heterosexual fantasy. I tried continually but found a consistent return to a being-penetrated
      visualization, because this is what stimulated me sexually. As the years passed I finally
      realized I could not fight this preference, but my masturbation imagery did not progress into
      actually being female. I was resigned because of this that unfortunately I suffered from
      deviant desire associated with the much shamed homosexual type, but I kept it to myself being
      acutely aware most young men considered this the epitome of shame. In fact at my high school
      there was a young man on the football team who was gay and someone set him up to be
      videotaped in the act. The tape was circulated and the young gay man emptied an Uzi clip into
      his betrayer before ending himself as well, so bad was/is the shame of it in our culture.
      

      

       
      

      

                  I never told even my closest friends about my sexual fantasies, and I think for
      the most part I blocked out the consciousness of it or forgot it because the rest of my life
      and my character were recognizably male. In fact I tended to be the ring leader of whatever
      male type trouble we got into. Also particular to note all of my childhood hobbies were
      characteristically male, like military things, technical things, model rocket launching,
      guns, and so forth, never did I desire a Barbie doll, nor was I obsessed with putting on
      women’s clothes. Furthermore my behavior was not feminine, nor did I imagine myself as a
      woman at all, but rather in my life fantasy I was some kind of hero who saved the girl. As
      far as I could see the only thing female about me was my intercourse imagery in masturbation,
      with minor exceptions. There was an incident I remember in particular lying on the couch, and
      for some reason I thought I should focus my energy as hard as I could to transform my penis
      into a vagina. I thought I might by force of will bring about a magical transformation of the
      flesh. Sadly despite my best efforts it didn’t work.
      

      

       
      

      

                  From junior high and onward I had several big crushes on girls, a few of which I
      had silly little boy and girl relationships that ended shortly. I dated a few girls which I
      had sex with later in high school, but in those instances I noticed I was not very
      interested, neither did I enjoy the sex very much. I attributed it to my deviation and
      resigned myself that perhaps I would just be celibate, or maybe as my parents would say, I
      would meet the right girl. I had a few intense infatuations but I never experienced a real
      relationship of any kind. Later I met some older homosexual men and had brief encounters with
      them, but I found this equally uninteresting. Additionally I felt a strong dirty or guilty
      feeling concerning these experiments, and regardless of whether it was cultural conditioning
      or inward spiritual sense of wrong, I knew I was not destined for a homosexual lifestyle.
      Important to note that in all my experience I was never attracted to any man or boy, neither
      did I respond to any man in a romantic way.
      

      

       
      

      

                  In a disillusionment with all I hoped for in this life I found myself homeless,
      sleeping in my truck and working as a handyman after I got out of the Navy. It was during
      those days of detachment that I found the word of God, which previously I hated and did not
      believe, but now it began to make sense in light of the deeper questions I had. I accepted
      Jesus as my Lord and savior and believed the bible was the word of our creator. Only a year
      or so after I came to believe did I have my first conscious realization of my transgender
      identity. A fortune cookie from a Chinese meal the night before said, “Your heart’s dearest
      desire will come true”. The “dearest desire” rang in my head, like I was supposed to know
      something about it. Then it hit me as an epiphany: that desire was to be a woman. It came out
      of nowhere because of the mostly male character I described, but suddenly in that moment I
      came to this startling and unexpected realization. It may have been added to my consciousness
      as a transmission, perhaps because I was too thick headed to figure it out on my own, or the
      clues were not clear enough.
      

      

       
      

      

                  I was perplexed and began to consider what all this meant. Am I wrong, and it is
      only a genetic or psychological mishap? How come I did not know at an early age like some
      people? I think because at that moment in my life I believed in the existence of the soul
      (whereas before I felt we were only flesh and blood) that I rather instantly realized what
      was happening was that I already was a woman, it was just that the flesh did not match the
      spirit body. Even though we have no real proof or information on the existence of the
      indwelling soul, (which apparently has an existence before it enters the womb and after
      death), I did not have any trouble realizing that it must have physical characteristics just
      like the visible body, and these characteristics influence the visible body and mind
      regardless of inherited genetics. Therefore without discounting things such as genetic
      abnormality or physiological influence of environment (such as positive or negative role
      models), it seemed to me that regard of spiritual phenomena was more enlightening to
      comprehension of what was happening. Acceptance of the concept of having a soul (some kind of
      being that inhabits the flesh we know nothing about nor can prove exists) means accepting the
      idea of creation, or else if we are evolved from microbes to current day why would we have a
      body inside of a body? (As atheists with near death experiences will attest, see youtube.com
      keywords “near death”.)
      

      

       
      

      

                  To the detriment of a useful scientific debate I realize much of what I think I
      know is based on an inner knowing not derived of any presentable facts. With that said I just
      knew the situation was that I was a female soul placed in the body of a male, as though the
      soul has a specific gender characteristic which is determinable in the way we can determine
      visible sexual character. There is no proof and I could be wrong, and working against this
      theory in my case was a distinct male appearance and personality, at least on initial
      observation. But when I thought about my life I remembered some things I did not think twice
      about at the time, but now seemed in favor of the theory that I was female. One day in school
      this guy in my class had been handing out the morning titty-twister, and when he got to me
      about half way in the turn and without a thought I slapped him hard across the face just like
      you see women do. I did not even remember doing it, but the guy just held his hand to cheek
      in shock and told me he was going to kick my ass, which he could so I got scared and walked
      away. Maybe guys do that too, but I had been watching him go from guy to guy before that and
      none of them had that reaction.
      

      

       
      

      

                  There were other moments in my life I thought might reflect a female character,
      but the question remained why was it not more prominent in my consciousness as with many
      transsexuals? The ultimate answer I see is that it had a purpose, believing that these
      experiences are what this world is all about (known as the foundation in Hebraic/Christian
      doctrine). In my case it was necessary to experience life as a boy and young man before I
      ever knew what was happening, and I see this as very useful for empathic experience of the
      opposite sex. Once I realized what was happening it simply made sense to me that I would
      inevitably come to appear as what I really was, but I felt I should pray to God to make me
      whole and so I did. The conclusion of the Christian bible is that God’s dwelling place will
      be among men, in the earth, and therefore as the scripture clearly defines that everlasting
      life is the reward of the work of the foundation, it means that body we receive upon
      redemption is perfect and ageless. I have always been perplexed by why people cannot believe
      such a thing is possible, given our own feeble minds have come up with amazing technology
      just in the short time we have lived upon the earth. I would estimate that in a relatively
      short time humanity on its own could develop a complete human body and ability to transfer
      the soul into it (See Rainy City), or consciousness if you think of it that way, and so why
      not a super advanced being calling himself God who claims to have made us? Say safely given a
      mere fifty million years of human evolution from this day we could also make a world where
      there is no proof it is created, and only certain souls worthy to know otherwise.
      

      

       
      

      

                  From the standpoint of acknowledgement of existence of the soul, the body within
      our body, or spirit body, a defining question might be asked: if I was truly a man, would all
      the things that give rise to my theory of being a woman exist? Why would I never be
      exhilarated by being a male in the act of sex, if I was really male? Another possibility I
      considered was that it was a perfecting experience of longing to be what we are not in
      eternal life, which I also believe takes place, and despite what I experienced in fact I was
      an eternal male. Not knowing anything for sure I still allowed for conventional possibilities
      of deficient testosterone or excessive estrogen, or genetic or psychological anomalies. A
      telling clue is the emotional reactions by people in certain situations. A man becomes
      pleased or angry as he would toward a girl. A woman becomes jealous or competitive as though
      it were another woman. People spontaneously offer things they would not offer a man, or
      appear suddenly to see a woman despite what their eyes first told them. With about twenty
      years of consideration to being wrong I never changed my mind concerning what I initially
      realized about the sexual identity of the true source of our character, the spirit body.
      (Such terms may be shooting in the dark, as we have no idea what preempts or transcends the
      body.)
      

      

       
      

      

      Acceptance
      

      

       
      

      

                  Since deciding I was a woman there was an explosion of joy within me, but also a
      major issue with acceptance. As I saw it there is a true saying: it’s man’s world. The great
      glory of being human all of history will tell you is in being the man, and suddenly I lost it
      all. As a man you get to be the hero, the captain of the woman, you rule and she sucks, etc..
      The man is strong, glorious, respected, but the woman is weak, soft, waiting at home for the
      man while he gallops off to victorious glory. My personal experience with women is notably
      negative compared to men, and I can honestly and sadly say to this day I just don’t like
      them, at least those I encountered. How many people say they think they are something they
      don’t like? It still makes me grieve, and the resulting rebellious thoughts or ideas of
      asking God for reassignment led me to the answer that our assignment is created eternal, and
      furthermore it was also revealed to me that a male form for my female character resulted in
      an evil person. I came to understand my current nature, be it the testosterone or current
      composition of the soul, my whole desire and instinct set was off balance and subject to evil
      thoughts or emotions to the extent I realized before my redemption was a time to be very
      careful and live below radar as it were. Fearing God has helped me, but when I have forgotten
      this I have paid a steep price. Minus humiliation I become an arrogant bastard, cruel, and
      aggressive.
      

      

       
      

      

                  Once I figured out I was a woman I was free to imagine myself as one in my
      fantasy and home alone sex life. As I observed with other testimonials of transgender women,
      the fantasy of being forced into womanhood was most exquisite as a stimulating fantasy. I
      wonder if God designed this in our programming as the process of acceptance and personal
      acclimation to being female after having thought we were, and having appeared as male.
      Perhaps the whole victimization scenario comes from deeply embedded emotional experience
      females have had since the beginning of time: that of being forced, despite the fact it is
      also a deeply traumatic experience in reality. As I described I think the whole mental state
      of the female soul in a male body is subject to imbalance, so I understood that my fantasies
      were not those of a woman, but a female soul in a male body. Furthermore not knowing for sure
      but suddenly deciding one is the opposite sex but in an impossible situation creates an
      overly intense desire to experience the changed identity, even to the point of extreme
      compulsive behaviors either because they have been starved of being who they were their
      entire life, or because they are desperate to prove their identity where there is no proof.
      Either way that is the awkward position of the transsexual, and cause for many extremely
      tragic and painful, even fatal mistakes they make because of it. The suicide rate is high
      among young people with transgender experience.
      

      

       
      

      

                  Right or not when I see the terrible things these desperate transgender souls do
      I am glad I would not make an extreme fool out of myself, which I probably would have had I
      not been given to know a better thing. I saw a TG girl on youTube talking about her whole
      transformation and showing progressive pictures, and I really empathized with her, but I
      thought how sad and disfigured she actually was. Certainly I could not pass judgment in any
      vocal way when I myself wanted so badly to become, just like her, feeling that awful
      desperation of imprisonment in one’s most powerful and all encompassing motivation, but she
      appeared a disgraced fool to me. The shoulders did not look right, the arms not graceful, the
      hips unseemly, the legs boyish but in the cute way, and her face just did not look right at
      all. I acknowledge a perfectionist tendency, but I would say another disadvantage to
      womanhood in the current world is that even one little flaw can reduce one’s value to rubble,
      like Horatio Hornblower’s battleship to that Spanish castle, let alone the flaw of looking
      like a boy turned into some kind of castrated thing. Therefore if I did think reassignment
      surgery was right I certainly would not do it unless the physique is one of the rare
      completely passable type, but knowing that God can create a perfect body and perfect soul to
      go with it I have no intention of doing something which even in the best of circumstances is
      prohibitively problematic, not leading to real happiness in my opinion, based on statistics
      of post op transexuals. An honest look at feminization results show often severe problems
      with the genitalia requiring multiple corrective surgeries and an alarming trend of poverty
      and prostitution, perhaps the result of desperation to find sexual satisfaction in what was
      still a perverse male life. Furthermore the education in God’s word informs that concerning
      women there is a universal fulfillment in bearing children, the absents of which is arguably
      ruinous to overall satisfaction as a woman. Call me a dreamer, but I say you need it all, you
      need it real, and you need it perfect, and that is why you need to acknowledge God, because
      not only can he give this to you, but it is his desire to do so for whoever will choose
      wisely. (See the authorized King James bible to know God.)
      

      

       
      

      

      The Spirit Factor
      

      

       
      

      

                  Another big problem with sex reassignment surgery is the preparedness of the
      soul. Some souls are more feminine than others and therefore more readily acclimated for
      transition, and others have to undergo much practice to suppress old habits and learn to
      behave as one must in order to not be an ape in woman’s body, but more deeply I think there
      is a important realization: A woman in a man’s body is not really a woman. A soul may still
      be definitively female while in a man’s body, but I believe what you get is a female soul
      adjusted for life as male, in addition to simply the nature changing as a result of male
      visible identity and chemical composition. It seems to be set up to account for the
      underlying true nature, and so when you take this soul without change and put it into a
      female body what you get is something not quite natural, and I think not quite satisfied in
      the role. What you may have amounts to a well dressed pervert living out their fantasy. If
      you have noticed that weird disgusting homosexual manner of speech, the one that sounds like
      a paste-over of extreme guilt for self defilement, is also present in some transsexuals and
      for the same reason. As I observe each soul knows right and wrong, and when the transsexual
      person devoid of understanding attempts to fulfill themselves with transformation they never
      really feel right about it. There is a lingering doubt that remains for each one as to their
      true identity. I would hate for my transition to be marred by doubt.
      

      

       
      

      

                  In the time to come the veil over the truth of what we are will be lifted, and it
      will be clear that such a radical change can only be authorized by God. When this happens
      then all those who were faithless, and Godless, and did not wait, but mutilated and defiled
      themselves, will witness the sure promise of God fulfilled for those who departed from sin,
      and kept themselves unstained from the world. It will be in plain sight for all to see, and
      they who received will bear witness, that they knew they were transgendered, and as such
      their life an agony, but with faith in God’s word trusted that for their patients they would
      receive their lives. It will be in plain sight, that God gave each woman a chance to make
      herself appear male, that she might experience this to become a perfect woman. Oh the tears
      they will shed when those patient and faithful show themselves, with bodies, and faces, and
      skin, and hair so perfect and lovely no one could be unimpressed with the work of God’s
      hands, the same God who is also terrible to his enemies. The bible describes this as the
      weeping and gnashing of teeth, because it will be clear they could have received the same had
      they chosen God, and not the life of this current world.
      

      

       
      

      

                  It is a fair question: What if I am wrong? Sure I mean, what is more likely, God
      will actually come down and redeem me, giving me a perfect eternal body and soul in a miracle
      no one has seen, and I jump up and down screaming and skip over to the mall to buy some
      clothes; or will I like every other person just grow old in a miserable diseased heap and die
      (if I’m “lucky” enough to grow old)? My answer would be this: Without empirical evidence I
      can say by examination of the scripture, with thought-testing logic and bias-checking
      observation over twenty years, I am confident of a post discovery I was wrong, it will not be
      because of illogic based on available information (such is my confidence in scripture).
      Further I would add given the concept of what could be, I would not feel I missed too much by
      avoiding the disgraces associated with attempted godless fulfillment. To some my take on the
      transgender issue and what would happen for me is a fantasy concept I made up, as one of my
      stories, and so I live in a fantasy world. The same believe there is no God who listens to
      prayers or grants miracles, and after all, the statistics outside of scriptural knowledge are
      pretty daunting, being that one out of one person dies. Am I really being logical to think
      that in my case there will be an exception after all this time? How many people have there
      been who thought thus and were wrong? As a supposed friend of logic, do I not despise
      religious zealots who ignore facts of science and knowable history to blindly follow after an
      invisible God and miracles no one has seen or can prove? I do actually, agreeing with Twain’s
      assertion the last thing Jesus would be today is a Christian, and it’s quite disgusting, but
      those who believe in the words, and the words, are two separate things one would do well to
      differentiate. As we also learn, many are called to believe, but few are chosen to understand
      correctly, and erroneous understanding of God is ever more ruinous. Do not throw out
      salvation with the foolish, nor discretion with the hypocrites.
      

      

       
      

      

                  When I first realized I was in the wrong body I was immensely angry and
      frustrated, kicking and screaming like a child, yelling, “I have nothing!” I was angry at God
      for putting me in this ridiculous situation. Maybe a good definition of hell is being part
      ignorant, and part knowing everything, and at that time I recognized the life I was in was a
      setup for embarrassment and disgrace. Somewhere within me I held myself to a standard of
      heroic glory, but now I was a cowardly, evil little man, that was really a woman. Every
      meeting with family was a nightmare, every day on the schoolyard was a minefield, and every
      job situation or social environment an opportunity to stumble. I found the truth about a
      person can be felt or gleaned from perceptive observation, especially by those more
      connective with their animal senses. Plenty of times to be sure I’ve had men immediately
      attempt to take charge over me as a woman, or show themselves off for a female audience
      before me. Plenty of times I have had women give me that sneer of fearful disapproval or
      suspicion, their inner senses confused and telling them not all is as it appears. For a
      person who carries themselves as a male these things are a slap in face every day. So with
      the realization of what was really happening came a flood of anger about my whole life up to
      that moment, combined with more anger and dread for the outlook of my life to come.
      

      

       
      

      

      The Evil Man Factor
      

      

       
      

      

                  Recognition I was a female spirit in a male body gave me the great advantage of
      preparedness, hampered though by my own inability to believe in the phenomena. There was
      something even on top of this nightmare however, which truly added fuel to the flames.
      Whatever problem one has, whatever challenge they face daily, a righteous and just person can
      know that there will be finding against foes and assurance against the shame of wrong doing.
      A look back at the shame of my life brings the question: What causes my evil behavior? Why
      have I continually chosen wrong, even knowing what is right, and even fearing God? Not that
      my case is unusual in this, but the characteristic of evil I speak of is in the contrast to
      people around me. Kids are cruel and this is quite standard, but there are plenty of young
      people who also make good decisions for the most part. Why are some kids nice and others
      cruel? Why do some kids cheat or steal and others would never think to do these things?
      Without being a major criminal I noticed as a kid I simply breathed out mischief and cruelty
      continually, and being aware now that righteousness is the all important factor of success I
      wondered why I could not be one of those kids who was kind and made good decisions. Why was I
      a bully, a cheat, a vandal, thief, and habitual liar? It is a shame hard to bear when one
      desires greatness and God teaches that glory itself is directly attributable to strength
      against sin. For all have sinned and fall short of the glory of God. To sum up the truth
      concerning me, when I was a kid I was compelled to extract pain or bully and tease the
      vulnerable, even my own playmates.
      

      

       
      

      

      When I would go out to have fun it would often have to be some kind of mischief or stupid
      risk taking like stealing, vandalism, or the stupid choice to smoke cigarettes or use alcohol
      or drugs continually. Rather than study and get good grades, and realize wisely that
      education is all important just my father told me many times, I hated and gave poor effort to
      school, and misbehaved so badly the dean at my high school made the suggestion I drop out and
      attend some kind of trade school, which I did and it was a foolish disaster that cost me
      dearly: even years of being homeless in misery and shame you will never know until you try. I
      had to ask myself, Why could I not be like some of the kids I knew growing up, who were not
      cruel, or prone to continual mischief, were not thieves or liars, and who wisely stayed in
      school to keep their options open? Why could I not look back and say, I was a nice kid? Why
      can I not look back and say, I basically chose right rather than wrong, I was proud of what I
      accomplished in my youth, and I made good decisions?
      

      

       
      

      

                  Certainly real males have many problems, but it was a testimony I saw in the
      witness of a transitioning transgender female that might be a cause. She remarked at how the
      testosterone created by the male members she was born with made her crazy, and she was
      extremely happy to have it subtracted from her with her transition surgery. It made me think
      about the thought derived of the first letters of boy and girl, that is Bad boy and Good
      girl, which reminded me of an episode of the Simpsons where Lisa is finds out all the male
      Simpsons in Springfield are stupid, but the women are intelligent. Could it be that
      testosterone in a female soul causes evil and stupidity, even above the normal fallen state
      of man? This might be a natural side effect, given the soul has real properties just like the
      physical body, but this idea raises the question if it is not a Pavlov treatment to shore up
      against the desire to be the opposite sex in eternity. In any case the clues regarding this
      make me to lean toward the idea of extra wickedness resulting from the male incarnation of a
      female soul, and thus I look forward to something better by the inevitable manifestation of
      my true self, as I believe. Whatever causes it I acknowledge the shameful reality of a
      compulsion to do evil, with the thankful reprieve that I am able to repress it for a lawful
      existence, but I think I am the same trouble-loving kid I always was, it’s just now I am an
      adult with experience and control. The nature of the spirit however can still be observed in
      thoughts and behaviors which go against my desire to be acceptable to God.
      

      

       
      

      

                  So in addition to the social malady of people sensing I am not as I appear, there
      is even a just cause for distrust and fear. You might think I exaggerate to make myself look
      better, but given my experience I say people can often feel the truth, and I understand there
      is a justified fear and distrust because of what some women in male form are capable of. It
      is not going too far to say that my life has been like a nightmare wherein every social
      situation there comes this inevitable gathering against me, a whispering behind my back I can
      notice, and a growing despise for my person, but this is also due to spiritual differences.
      God elaborates that some souls are from heaven, and some from the earth, and the two are at
      enmity so it is difficult to differentiate what social malady comes from what. I can tell you
      though that while it sounds like typical paranoia, and it is clearly possible it is all
      created thereby, the lack of an easy feeling between myself and other human beings is not one
      way, but clearly observable in strange attacks defying causality by typical social friction,
      however again this phenomena is difficult to triangulate between my mismatched sexual
      identity, my identity as an offspring of heaven, and typical wickedness or unavoidable
      friction. I take responsibility as I said for having noticeable evil tendencies such as
      overly aggressive or competitive thoughts, fears or resentments which stem from my own
      psychological problems. Further I notice a psychic phenomena: people can feel what I am
      feeling, even from a hundred feet away, or more. No really, one time this fellow we had
      living on our property in Calabasas came up from the stable area to the house and sought me,
      claiming he could feel my distress as I was ill, and insisted I take some measures to feel
      better. There are also numerous such incidences, but especially in a close quarters work
      environment there is a recurring theme: I make people nervous. I conclude that, one cause is
      that I am nervous as a general state, being tragically prone to worry and fear my conscious
      mind cannot justify, and this in turn translates into an unpleasant fear in people who can
      sense me.
      

      

       
      

      

      Questions and Answers:
      

      

       
      

      

      Q: So what do you consider yourself: gay, bi, or just transgendered?
      

      

      A: Just transgendered I think, but a little bisexual being that either by spiritual design or
      the testosterone level in this body I do like girls, but do not ever have a desire to have
      intercouse with them. Also I think girls can have crushes on girls, though really I am not a
      girl in this life.
      

      

       
      

      

      Q: Would you ever think about getting married, or having children with a woman?
      

      

      A: No, not in my current state, and as I said, women do not interest me in that way.
      

      

       
      

      

      Q: So what if your miracle never comes? Will you still advocate what you decided to do about
      your situation?
      

      

      A: Let us say I am wrong about the miraculous deliverance from God into a perfect spiritual
      and physical state. The immediate result should be I might have done any number of things to
      live a happier life, including full reassignment process, though frankly I think the results
      might be quite more miserable than if I just forwent the who sex thing and focused on other
      areas of life. As far as a waste of life, frankly I don’t think too much of this one anyway,
      even idyllic, so perhaps dreaming my life away is acceptable if not preferable, regardless of
      headshaking by those who live in the real world.
      

      

       
      

      

      Q: Would you consider a relationship with a woman who might be in the same predicament on the
      opposite: a man in a woman’s flesh, and could a relationship of some kind flourish there?
      

      

      A: I have always kept an open mind, especially if I feel the hand of the Lord upon it, for we
      are here to have what experiences we do not know, but the despiser of God’s words never learn
      a key fact: all of this is under precise control, and God guides the footsteps, even every
      step, and even every step of friend and foe alike. There is no accident, neither luck, in any
      consequential thing. If God controls the steps of a man, how can he understand his way?
      

      

       
      

      

      Q: Okay, you say you are not interested in girls for intercourse, and you say you have never
      been attracted to a man, nor are you aroused by men, so that means you really are
      disinterested in either sexually?
      

      

      A: Pretty much, but it is more confusing than that. I once saw a beautiful transsexual woman
      on television, who explained to her former wife and children that she transformed into a
      woman so she could be a woman with other women, and was quite sure about it. As for me, in
      the thought of sex itself it is disgusting for me to think of having sex with a man, if I am
      in the body of a man, but if I imagine myself in the body of a female, then it works for me.
      Therefore I am woman in my sexual fantasy. I imagine from my current state that I would be
      attracted to men: it would be acceptable and therefore I feel it more, but I just cannot feel
      it now because that thought is so abhorrent: two male bodies. I can imagine it though,
      flirting with men, or being pleased from the situation of being in a woman’s body, but in my
      waking life I am a man who eyes women with interest. I think some of that is male interest,
      but also fascination with what I desire to be. Though I like to watch as though an interested
      male, I really never imagine or desire sex with them.
      

      

       
      

      

      Q: Do you consider yourself a woman or a man?
      

      

      A: I consider myself a woman, but for now an evil aggressive woman with male characteristics,
      but I stay reasonable to say no one fully understands what is happening, but God.
      

      

       
      

      

      Q: What things have you noticed in your daily life wherein you conclude you are a woman?
      

      

      A: There recognizable personality traits women seem universally associated with, like
      gossiping, which is also slander. I do this for sure, even having decided I would not, but it
      just pours out. I am disgusted by it. Because in my sex life, (just masturbation), I am
      female, I found a connected desire to appear as female, or obsession with female anatomy and
      clothing. In the privacy of home where no one but angels, psychics, and the entire host of
      heaven can see what an idiot I look like, I experimented with fake breasts and female
      clothing. I really like such things though I acknowledge they are against God’s word about
      cross dressing, and make no excuse for sin, but the fact of the matter is I long for female
      attire and attributes.
      

      

       
      

      

      Q: What kinds of clothes are you drawn to?
      

      

      A: Everything tight and shiny really, or classically feminine. Growing up in the eighties I
      was especially enamored of the aerobic outfits women wore at the time, with spandex bodysuits
      and leg warmers. I still think they are so cool and sexy. I like the colored shiny fabrics
      and the feminine shape underneath. Also there is something alluring about the way they
      exorcize in unison, somehow so distinctly feminine apart from male human beings, as I would
      put it. I think it is one of the most wonderful, beautiful things in all the earth.
      

      

       
      

      

      Q: Did you dress up as an eighties aerobics woman?
      

      

      A: Of course. But rather than work out to an aerobics instructor I just sat in front of the
      computer until I could no longer hold out, then jack off. It really turns me on to look down
      at myself and feel my body in sexy lycra. I also like things like silk night gowns,
      stockings, baby sissy dresses, and panties, O I love panties! But understand, I know how
      ridiculous it looks.
      

      

       
      

      

      Q: Do you feel shame after doing it?
      

      

      A: Perhaps some, but honestly not too much I am aware. I believe I know what is happening,
      and having been a woman all this time deprived of her true identity there seems some
      justification, but because I am not a passer by a long shot (I’m a skinny dork with a big
      nose), I am glad the desperation did not extend to going public despite this, as is the case
      with many. I feel the thanks to God for believing perfect flesh is relatively easy; it is the
      soul that is difficult.
      

      

       
      

      

      Q: When you masturbate, do you have those clothes on, and do you behave as a woman?
      

      

      A: Sometimes I wear “props”, maybe just panties, and yes I move and sound like a woman.
      Feminine noises or speech stimulate me further, which I considered if it was not the male
      part of me being turned on by this, but who knows really? I have been doing this all my adult
      life, and never, I mean never, do I play the part of the male. I conclude I am dealing with a
      true female soul from this, because such would not make sense for a male spirit. Perhaps some
      souls are truly androgynous, or some believe it is a choice, but I do not. I think we are
      created as male or female souls.
      

      

       
      

      

      Q: Have you thought of going to a transgender club of some sort, where your desire of dress
      would be accepted?
      

      

      A: I considered it, but even in a friendly environment foolish is still foolish. Clearly if I
      was a passer I would, and probably even go out regularly as a woman to enjoy myself.
      

      

       
      

      

      Q: Do you ever get depressed because you cannot enact your desire?
      

      

      A: Sure. Allow me to say clearly: it is very frustrating. If you say I seem sexually
      frustrated I say you bet I am, and you don’t know the half of it! I mean, you might have
      noticed the insanity of these people who take hormones to convert their bodies, and dress up
      women, but do not have the surgery so they have a dork between their legs: a completely
      ridiculous situation in my opinion, but, I understand the force that drives them. It is
      sanity dissolving. Maybe that is the same reason women seem crazy to me. The whole thing
      about feminine existence causes insanity. For me I experience a profound desire to have what
      I do not have, a female body, and to be able to appear to others this way. I see a skinny man
      with a receding hairline in the mirror and feel sad about it.
      

      

       
      

      

      Q: Do you dream of being a woman?
      

      

      A: Okay here is where it gets weird, because no I do not. My dreams in this regard are not
      fun at all, but usually entail embarrassment for wearing fake breasts or feminine attire.
      Occasionally I will have a dream where I am cross dressed in some way and it is hauntingly
      enjoyable, but not too much. But one thing is, I am always still a man in my dreams, and
      further I will often forget about my transgender identity or true identity as a woman as I
      have described, and dream of hooking up with a girl! Yeah, so in my dreams I am male, which
      might argue I am really still a man deep down, only I am confused with obsession of the
      opposite sex. The dreams are not very elaborate, and usually entail trying to impress the
      girl in hopes maybe she will go out with me, but I notice the lack of typical male behavior
      of advancing the woman. Rather I always want her to somehow approach me. I read another
      witness of a cross dressing man who said he always resented having to be the one to make the
      advance. A friend in school said to me, “It’s always your move.” meaning it is always up to
      the man to make the first move. I always expected the girl to advance me, which might also be
      a sign of true feminine nature. I think what is happening in my dreams is my awareness of ego
      is still male, and I love girls, so that is still how I feel socially. I think for true
      happiness as a woman having been a man, changes and preparedness of the soul itself are
      required, perhaps even subtraction of memory of life as a man. I always thought this would be
      a shame in one respect, because the contrast of experience, the appreciation by waiting,
      would seem great from the other side. I would say, Oh it is so wonderful to finally be able
      to dress, and be, and love and as a woman, for which my heart yearned for so long in those
      days!
      

      

       
      

      

      Q: As you said, you seem to not enjoy women as people quite as much, but doesn’t it
      disappoint you that if your soul will be converted to fully female for your new life, you
      will be as they are?
      

      

      A: Yes, it is deeply troubling. My hope is that the experience as a male form corrects much
      of that. I think this transgendered situation is in fact the work toward making each soul in
      the new life perfect in their eternal roles. All mistakes, all experiences, all glories, all
      failures, all what-ifs, all empathy, all knowing: this is the work of God for the kingdom and
      the reason for our hour of discontent. We will praise God and each other as it is written,
      for the work of the foundation.
      

      

       
      

      

      Q: So what is the experience of being gay as you see it, as oppose to transgender?
      

      

      A: I break it down like this (my guess about it): Being gay might be one of two basic things:
      either you are in the opposite sex body and do not know it, thus you drawn to the same sex as
      your own but it is really the opposite sex for you, or you are the spiritual sex of your body
      but for whatever reason you are drawn to your own sex. Now what, who knows if it is genetics,
      chemistry like estrogen or testosterone abnormalities, psychological, like abhorrence of
      one’s role models etc., but of it all I think understanding of the existence of the spirit
      body is key to a better understanding of what is actually happening. Also I think for much
      greater refinement in this is scriptural understanding.
      

      

       
      

      

      Q: What do you mean, are there scriptures concerning the transgender issue?
      

      

      A: Yes, but they are in the little known and non-canonized (and therefore discounted)
      scriptures found in the Gnostic traditions, notably the Secret Saying of Thomas, which I
      personally recognize as the scripture of God. In the last part of the scripture there is a
      telling thing Jesus says about Mary. In the verses, Peter is angry about Mary Magdalene,
      feeling that she is not worthy to be among the apostles. Jesus seems to answer in the
      affirmative, but actually he is saying so much more. Jesus says, [Thomas 114 (The Other
      Bible)] “I myself shall lead her in order to make her male, so that she too may become a
      living spirit resembling you males. For every woman who will make herself male will enter the
      kingdom of Heaven.” now that is a lot to ponder, but the upshot of this is that a life as a
      male human being appears to be a part of every woman’s experience before entering eternal
      life. It indicates a deliberate process, not a mistake of kind, but it is certainly possible
      many gay persons are opposite sex spirit bodies from their visible body, are ignorant of
      this, and thus become gay rather than transgender. I think however these experiences are
      quite precise, and there is no mistake what a person shall know and when.
      

      

       
      

      

      Q: How then could God be angry toward people who live as homosexuals, or transgender
      perverted lifestyles of various sorts, if he caused them himself to be in those situations?
      

      

      A: Some get really offended at this, but I believe the answer is we are simultaneously
      responsible for making a choice, and must pay for the consequences thereof. I believe often I
      have hid myself from knowing, and might then plead ignorance, but the fact is I chose, and no
      one forced me. A greater understanding of what is happening here comes through God’s word,
      and I understood belief itself is a choice, like stealing is a choice, or an act of kindness
      is a choice. So also remaining ignorant of God’s teachings is a choice, and thereby the clear
      understanding of God’s command in regard to things like homosexuality and various
      perversions. They are wrong to enact. Then I take the hit as a hypocrite, a fool and rebel,
      which I say without exaggeration I must be, for I chose to enact some such perversions
      myself. And what? I believe enough to have hope in my heart’s desire, but not enough to be
      obedient to the commands of he who alone can give it to me? Woe is me, I am a fool. My prayer
      is not heard by God for my iniquity, but better to know this than be as those loathsome
      hypocrites who fail in this key acknowledgment: which is a choice.
      

      

       
      

      

      Q: What do you say to those who would argue homosexuality is an affliction caused and
      maintained by the devil or his servants, and the true answer is prayer to God for deliverance
      from the affliction, praying in the name of Jesus Christ to be converted and saved, and
      repent of all ungodliness?
      

      

      A: That one is solidly gay or transgendered is not a choice in my opinion, but what you do
      about it is. According to the word of God which is able to be trusted, and God is the same
      today as forever, my approach should be to abstain from all that is against scripture and
      take hope in the name of salvation until the day we need not suffer any longer: the
      redemption, and I admit failure in this. But we also understand, failure on some counts is
      not irredeemable, lest any man boast by works that he entered the kingdom, but rather by the
      grace of God we are saved. But there are things of course which a man cannot think to enter
      the kingdom doing, or having done. Therefore I have hope.
      

      

       
      

      

      Q: I think many gay or transgender people would be offended by your views, and say things
      such as, how can you know my situation, or I do not believe in a God who would punish for
      love. How is your cross dressing and masturbation different from our love which we share
      together, though we be of the same sex?
      

      

      A: Sex with another person is either holy or severe defilement causing rapid deterioration of
      the spirit body (and following physical body) in my opinion. I see masturbation as relieving
      one’s self, and not really sex, but in any case I have read nowhere in scripture that it is
      prohibited. That said if I could readily avoid it I would since my sexual fantasy is
      perversion. As for gay lifestyle, I make no claim to understand the experience of others, I
      only speak of my own experience and opinion which is formed by the teachings of God’s word,
      which I have looked at carefully and decided in favor of these teachings.
      

      

       
      

      

      Q: What if after all your spiritual hype and lofty words about God and righteousness, you’re
      just a pervert, a hypocrite, a complete ridiculous wash up!
      

      

      A: Well then phooey! Noooooo...! Well, (sigh) that could be. I guess the only difference
      might be, with a credible mind I truly believed a miracle would come.
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