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*

There was a knock at the door. I answered it. Big mistake.

It was two men in dark blue suits. One of them flashed me a badge. “FBI.”

I wasn’t sure they really were FBI—how do I know what their badges look like?

But what are you gonna do? I let them in.

“You are Melvin Lynstrom,” the first guy said. It wasn’t a question.

The other guy said, “Did you recently enter into a contract with Jorgensen

Genetics, of Sacramento, California, to have your DNA analyzed?”

I shrugged. “Sure. I mailed them a sample three weeks ago. Is that a crime?”

“Not usually,” the first guy said darkly. “But in your case…”

“The results are in,” the second guy said. “You have to come with us.”

*

They left me in the office of Dr. Cristiani, a tall man in a white lab coat. When I

sat down I was immediately at a disadvantage; my chair was lower than his.

Across the bare expanse of his desk, he peered at me as if I was the star attraction

in a travelling freak show. “I have here the results of your DNA test.”

“Wasn’t that supposed to be confidential?”

He looked surprised, as if he was trying to decide whether I was joking. “I’ll get

right to the point,” he said. “The analysis clearly shows that your DNA contains

two X chromosomes. The Y chromosome is conspicuous by its absence.” He

tapped the paper for emphasis. “In other words, you are female.”

I stared back at him. “That’s ridiculous. I’m a man.”

“I can see that.” He leaned back. “That’s the problem. We can’t very well have

people of one sex wandering around looking like the other sex, now can we?”

I leaned forward, elbows to knees. “Can’t we?”

“No, we can’t. That’s why you’re here. We’re going to correct the problem.”

I shook my head emphatically. “This has to be a mistake.”

“It’s not a mistake. The government doesn’t make mistakes.” Silence. A tiny

giggle escaped his lips and just as quickly vanished. “I’m serious. We checked the

results several times. There was no error.”

“I don’t get it. Since when does the government give a damn about my DNA?”
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“Since yesterday, when the federal Gender Realignment Act took effect.”

“Never heard of it.”

“I’ll get you a copy. Basically, it obliges the federal government to correct any and

all sexual misalignments it finds in the American gene pool.”

I was shocked. “What the hell kind of law is that?”

He peered at me again. “Really, Mr. Lynstrom, given the current political climate,

are you really all that surprised?”

“Well, no… I guess ‘surprised’ isn’t the right word… But, I mean, what can you

do about it? You sure as hell can’t rewrite my entire genetic code.”

“No, we can’t.” A grim smile. “But we sure as hell can rewrite your body.”

*

Their methods were a mixture of the crude and the sophisticated. Crude was the

sexual reassignment surgery they forced upon me. I awoke the next day with a

pain in my crotch I hope never to experience again. Not that I ever will. You can

only cut off a guy’s dick once. You know what I mean.

“Don’t worry, you’ll make a lovely woman,” the pretty nurse said as she injected a

large dose of morphine into my arm, which was strapped to the bed.

I groaned, only partly from the pain. “But I don’t want to be a woman. What about

my family? My friends? I have a life, for God’s sake.”

“You get used to it,” she said absently.

Sophisticated was the tank of liquid estrogen they immersed me in. It wasn’t pure

estrogen, of course, but that was the only word I recognized in the disclaimer they

made me sign. (Flush enough morphine through your system and you’ll sign

anything.) Actually, it was a cocktail of chemicals, including estrogen, designed to

transform my body into a new shape.

My condition, I was told, began in the womb. In a nutshell (no pun intended), we

start out asexual, neither male nor female. Genitalia develop at six weeks and my

twin X-chromosomes should have acted to turn me into a girl, and later an adult

woman. However, I was one of the fortunate few with the SOX3 gene mutation,

which activated the development of male gonads and turned me into a sterile

thirty-two-year-old ‘man’ floating in a tank of liquid estrogen. Lucky, lucky me.

Every day for two weeks they chained my feet together, stuffed an air hose into

my mouth and lowered me into the tank. They tethered my feet to a hook on the

bottom, so I wouldn’t rise to the surface. For twelve hours a day all I did was float

there, listening to a barely audible stream of hypno-gibberish through my earbuds.
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Not a lot happened, at first. My

skin softened and lightened and

lost its pattern of coarse hairs,

and my full head of hair got a

whole lot fuller, but otherwise it

seemed like much ado about

nothing. Or so it seemed.

The scars between my legs

healed within days, leaving me

with a vagina that no one could

possibly distinguish from the

real thing. Plus, I lost mass as

my muscles withered and my

body fat dissolved, except for

large accumulations on my hips

and certain other regions of

interest. I was never the biggest

guy in the world to begin with;

this only made it worse.

On the seventh day a swimsuit brassiere was added to my regular gear. I thought it

was hardly necessary, but each morning they bumped up the cup size a little bit

and each evening I got closer to filling it.

My body slowly became saturated with estrogen. I bathed in the stuff, received it

twice a day directly into my veins, and sucked it into my lungs while trying to stay

alive in the tank—if the faint scent of orchids in my air supply was anything to go

by. What my genome had once failed to respond to, now it could not do without.

By overwhelming my male defenses—shock and awe for gender realignment—

my body was relentlessly retrained to produce its own estrogen and to respond to

the hormone in the way a woman’s body should: by becoming more feminine.

At the end of the treatment I had a pair of C-cups that would’ve made my mother

proud, and a thick head of hair that tickled my shoulder blades.

I was a woman. And I was mad as hell.

*

The morning finally came when I didn’t get dipped. Instead, I was allowed a

regular shower, after which the nurse helped me dry and brush out a mane of dark

hair that would otherwise have been overwhelming. One black sports bra later,

plus a pair of matching low-rider panties, and I was ushered back into the

company of my tormentor.
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“Ah, Miss Lynstrom. So nice to

see you again. Your appearance is

most agreeable. Please sit down.”

I sat. But I was still angry.

Dr. Cristiani typed on his laptop,

now and then glancing over at me

to refresh his memory. “You’re

doing well,” he said absently.

“Inside and out, your body is now

precisely as it should be.”

That bothered me. “This is what

I’m supposed to be? A woman

who wouldn’t look out of place in

a lingerie catalog?”

He smiled. “I believe you’ll find

that it’s all in the genes. If the

other women in your lineage are

attractive, shapely, or reasonably

well endowed then you should

expect much the same.”

“That’s not what I meant! Are

you aware that I’m married?”

“Yes, of course. It’s right here in

your file. What of it?”

“So what the hell am I supposed

to do now? I’m not even a man anymore, I’m not me. No family, no job—”

“On the contrary. For the first time in your life you are the real you. You have the

same job as before, the same family. Your wife and your co-workers have been

informed of your condition and briefed on the relevant details of your new

identity. Your home and your career will be there when you return.”

That was a lot to take in. All I could manage was: “New identity?”

“You are Megan Lynstrom. In fact, you always have been. We’ve already taken

care of the necessary legal changes—birth certificate, school records, tax returns

and so forth—and even now our operatives are in the field speaking to anyone and

everyone who ever knew you.”

“Jesus, why would you do that? I mean—for God’s sake—they’ll know.”



5

“Stop calling me Jesus,” he said quickly. His lips quivered with mirth, then

stopped. “Of course they’ll know,” he said flatly. “They have to. It’s the law.

They’re under strict orders to treat you as though you’ve been female for your

entire life. To your family, you’re a daughter and sister. To your friends, you’re

one of the girls. To your old girlfriends, you were a lesbian fling. To your wife—

same deal. And fortunately, gay marriage is legal in this state.”

He leaned forward. “One more thing. If anyone slips up in your presence, or fails

to cooperate, you just call us and we’ll set them straight. I’ll provide you with a

unique FBI contact number before you leave.”

“Gee, thanks. I can’t wait to rat out my friends and family to the feds.”

“Oh, my. That sounded a bit too masculine.” He made a ‘tsk-tsk’ sound. “I shall

have to test your psychological gender. First question: tell me your name.”

“Melvin.” I grimaced. “Alright, alright, I get it. You probably wanted me to say

‘Megan’. Okay, what-ever. Megan Lynstrom. Happy?”

“I can assure you, I am not.” He pressed a button on his desk. “There should have

been no hesitation. But we’ll fix that.”

The doors popped open. The boys in blue were back. “Return her to the clinic,”

Cristiani ordered. “Begin the Ludovico treatment.”

*

“Your name is Megan. You have always been Megan. You are a woman.”

As deep as the ocean, the voice thundered in my ears. It entered through the bones

of my skull and filled my head like liquid lightning. It was the voice of authority.

It was the voice of God. It could not be denied.

“You move like a woman, you feel like a woman. You ARE a woman.”

The images were just as insistent. Images of a young girl at play, at a party, or at

rest; images from the viewpoint of a young girl at play, at a party, at rest. I saw her

getting dressed, going to school in a pretty pink dress, being tucked into bed—and

then it was me putting on a pink dress, going to school with a pink skirt swirling

around my knees, being tucked into bed by my young mother.

“You look like a woman, you think like a woman. You ARE a woman.”

The images were fed into my brain through eyes wide with fear, pinned open and

unable to blink. I was strapped in a dental chair and tilted back, while carefully

positioned needles dripped sterilized water onto my eyeballs. Two small screens,

one for each eye, were only inches away. In this way Megan Lynstrom’s life was

presented to me in super-3D, volume to the max, with no way to turn it off.
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“You were never a man. You have always been a woman.”

It was a smash hit. Rave reviews, standing room only, lineups around the block.

At least it was for me. I couldn’t ignore it if I wanted to. And at first, I did want to.

I would’ve done anything, sucked anybody dry for just five minutes peace.

But after a day or two, I stopped feeling that way. In fact, I got right into it,

thinking about what might happen next, anticipating it, welcoming it. It felt kind

of nice, thinking that way. Like a little patch of sunshine growing in my head.

“This is the woman you were meant to be. Slip into her body.”

I saw myself—my new self, as if in a mirror. I slipped my body into hers, all at

once, like a quick slide into a warm bath. Oh, yeah. That felt damn good.

Images of Megan getting ready for the prom, putting on makeup— And then it

was me applying lipstick to my own lips, mascara to my own trembling lashes,

shadow to my own eyelids that wouldn’t stay still because I was just so nervous

about going all the way with Tommy for the first time. Tommy, my best friend all

through grade school. Yeah, that Tommy. The guy I used to talk to about girls—

and being a girl myself that was kind of weird. Tommy, the first boy I ever kissed.

“You have a woman’s body. You have a woman’s mind.”

Images of Megan at college. Megan walking with a man’s arm around her. Megan

in the back of a car, two arms pulling her close and a man’s face pressed into hers.

Megan in bed, flat on her back and groaning— And then it was me snuggling up

to a male body (not Tommy’s), me kissing male lips that felt scratchy against my

soft skin, me feeling male hardness entering my body and balls that were not my

own slapping gently between my legs. Oh, God! It felt so very very good and—

Billy Wilson, I don’t care if you’re done—don’t you dare stop now!

“You have a woman’s soul.”

Images of Megan Lynstrom, whose story soon became my own.

*

He looked me straight in the eye. “Tell me your name.”

“My name? It’s, uh… Megan. Megan Lynstrom. Right?”

He shook his head. “Not good enough. We’ll give it a few more days.”

*

“You were NEVER a man.”

Pain. Images of Melvin brought pain. Thoughts of Melvin brought pain. His name

alone brought the most exquisite pain. I came to hate him.
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“Your are Megan Lynstrom. You are a beautiful woman.”

Images of Megan brought pleasure. Sitting in front of a mirror, wearing a silk slip

over bra and panties, brushing my hair… the light touch of soft tresses against the

back of my neck. It felt good. Standing next to a full-length mirror, checking for

runs in my stockings… twin masses of dark hair dangling next to my face. That

felt good too. I’ve always had long hair, ever since I was a little girl, and unlike a

lot of women these days I enjoy wearing the lingerie and the dresses and the shoes

with narrow heels—because I like being a beautiful woman.

And because the thought of being the least bit male—brings the pain.

*

He lifted my chin. “Tell me your name.”

“Megan Lynstrom.” I smiled. “It’s a pretty name.”

“It is indeed. Second question: do you find me at all attractive?”

My nose wrinkled. “Like, ick. No offense, doctor. Girls are just nicer.”

“None taken.” He sighed heavily. “See you next week.”

*

“You ARE female. You are NOT attracted to females.”

Pain. Images of bare female chests, bare female crotches, naked female bodies.

Pain and more pain. Melvin had been a breast man, but Megan was not. I couldn’t

stand the sight of the things. Not even my own.

“As a woman, you ARE attracted to men. And men are attracted to you.”

Images of naked male bodies. Hard bodies, legs spiky with dark hairs, wide chests

matted with soft fur—these brought the most exquisite pleasure. I needed those

men, I wanted them inside me, I could feel them inside me. Melvin liked girls, but

Megan liked men. Show me a firm tush, a handsome face with a day-old beard, or

an erect you-know-what, and the breath just goes out of me. I could hardly wait.

*

At the end of my treatment they took me to the beauty parlor; the clinic had an

arrangement with one next-door—surprise, surprise. The woman there cut and

styled my hair, and helped me with my makeup. I knew what was coming.

We met not in his office but in a suite on the top floor. I tried not to think about

how many other girls must have been here before me. It wasn’t exactly flattering.

I don’t know if every woman is special to him, but that night was special to me.

The test was a mere formality. “Do you find me attractive?”
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I giggled. “Well, you are a doctor. And you’re tall.” I licked my lips.

He smiled. “Sexual reorientation—check. Looks like you’re all done.”

I sidled up to him, purring. “So—

are we gonna do this, or what?”

Don’t get me wrong. There was

nothing wrong with my memory;

I knew exactly who I’d been. But

I was no longer that person. I was

a woman, not by choice, but now

by conviction.

“We are indeed.” He hesitated,

looked down, and in that instant

our roles suddenly reversed. The

aloof doctor disappeared, leaving

a nervous teenager in his place.

And that’s when I realized what

every woman figures out at some

point in a male relationship: I was

the one in charge.

I pulled him close and lifted my

face up to his. Thin lips pecked at

mine like a chicken scrabbling for

corn, until I took charge and got him to kiss me. It was everything I’d dreamed of

during my days in the estrogen tank—a little hard (him), a little soft (me), and a

whole lot scratchy. Then, with a coy smile, I began removing my brieflette.

“Like what you see?” He nodded dumbly as the garment dropped to the floor. I

unbuckled his belt and dropped his pants. “It’s time, doctor. You made me a

woman, now finish the job. Make a woman out of me…”

By the time we reached the bed I was naked—and flat on my back. And then it

was me feeling that male hardness enter my body, and me feeling balls that were

not my own slapping between my legs, and—Doctor, don’t you dare stop now!

*

I had to knock on the door—no keys. My wife opened it. She knew who I was.

We said hello and air-kissed, but my heart wasn’t in it. I just wasn’t that into girls

anymore. It was kind of weird to think that I ever had been.

My wife knew it too. Her eyes were sad. I might have to report her for that.  �


