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I didn’t see her come in. I was still in bed, half-asleep, when all of a sudden she sat
down next to me. “Happy birthday, sleepy-head!”
I always take my birthday as a day off. It’s traditional. But I had expected to be
spending it alone. “Uh… what’re you doing home?”
“I took the day off, silly. To surprise you. Surprise! Are you surprised?”
I forced a smile. Gina was like that; you never knew what to expect.
She draped herself over me. “Ready for your birthday present?”
“Now? I’m still in bed.” And fervently hoping to stay that way.
“That’s the idea,” she whispered into my ear. “Your present is me.”

My reply was muffled by her lips. Coyly, she unbuttoned her blouse. “Anything
you like, sailor,” she said coyly. “And I mean anything.” She yanked the covers
back, exposing me. Her jaw dropped. “Is that my slip?” I nodded. “Well, well,”
she murmured. “How long has this been going on? Don’t say it’s the first time.”
“Just now and then,” I stammered. “I, uh… like how it feels.”
“I’m sure you do. What I meant,” she said, placing her chest atop mine, “was how
long have you wanted a pair of these for your very own?”
I stared down her impressive cleavage. My mind went blank.
She pursed her lips. “Maybe you don’t want to actually be a woman—just dress
up like one, right?” Her long hair brushed my neck. “Not much difference as far as
I can see. Either way, you end up in lingerie.”
When I didn’t answer, she reached down to touch me between the legs. “Let’s just
see, shall we?” She paused. “Imagine this: You’re wearing a black brassiere, and
filling it with a nice pair of breasts. Maybe they’re fake, maybe they’re implants,
you can’t tell. You’re wearing my slip and panty hose, and my favorite pair of
high heels. You’re putting on makeup. You flutter your eyelashes; mascara makes
them long and thick. You pucker your lips; lipstick makes them as red as mine.
Now you’re putting on a wig that looks just like my hair. You brush it until looks
just like this.” Her dark tresses swirled over my face. “Now you look like me.”
My groin gave me away. I groaned as she grabbed me through the silk. “Ah-ha!
My little girly-boy likes the idea, does she?”
“Only now and then,” I gasped, trying to sit up.
“Oh, no you don’t,” she snapped. “You stay right there. I’m not wasting this.”
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Gina stood up and dropped her pants, then her underwear. She grabbed something
from her dresser, then slipped into bed beside me. “Turn this way,” she said, so I
did. My only thought was: don’t do anything to piss her off.
“It’s an eyebrow razor,” she said, holding a pen-like object. “Hold still. I’ve been
dying to get rid of that unibrow since we met.” She began shaving the bridge of
my nose while gently stroking the head between my legs with her other hand.
My mind in a muddle, I lay there as Gina turned one eyebrow into two and then
worked her way around the edges of each, thinning and shaping as she went. That
done, she climbed on top of me. “Ready or not,” she said softly, as we slipped
inside one another. I’ve never been bigger or harder. “Lower your lids.”
Gina leaned over my face with
a mascara wand. She settled
her hips and swept the brush
through trembling eyelashes,
thickening from base to tip
and well beyond. Black clouds
gathered above my field of
view. She tinted the tiny hairs
below, then used a liquid liner
to darken the base of my lashes. My eyes fluttered, feeling far too heavy.
“We’re not done yet,” Gina said. She wiggled her hips in and out a few times, then
picked up another pencil. “Good thing you shaved this morning.” She carefully
lined my lips, pausing now and then to ride me. “Pucker up, girlfriend.”

I was nearly out of my mind, so close
to finishing. But she kept stopping. I let
her color my lips, taking deep breaths.
She told me to relax my mouth.
“Don’t worry, it’s smudge-proof,” Gina
said, setting the brush aside. Then she
proceeded to prove it by clamping her
mouth over mine—girl on girl, lipstick
on lipstick—and I responded.
It was the kiss I’d always dreamed of.

Her tongue forced its way between my lips. Fair is fair: she was inside me like I
was inside her. I wrapped my legs around hers and we moved in unison for all of
ten glorious seconds before release arrived like a tidal wave. We maintained our
slow rhythm until her muffled cries told me that it was all over.
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It took two days for the makeup to wear off. Luckily, it was the weekend, so I
hung around the apartment until I looked like myself again. Gina never said a
word about it, then or in the week that followed, and I sure as hell wasn’t going to
mention it. I dared hope that she might choose to forget the whole thing, but I
should have known better.
“Turn that off and follow me,” she said after dinner on Saturday. I told her I was
watching something. “Well, maybe you’d like me to tell your friends what you do
when I’m not around,” she said, hands on hips. “It’s your choice.”
“That’s blackmail.” She didn’t disagree, so I followed her into the bedroom.
“Go shave,” she said. “Then use this on your face.” Gina had been shopping. She
tossed me a tube from a bag on the bed: Hair No More Vanishing Creme.
I didn’t argue. When I got back, with my face as smooth as hers, Gina’s slip was
waiting for me—the same one as last time. I started to tell her that I didn’t really
want to—but she reminded me what was at stake. “So basically,” I said angrily, “I
have to do whatever you say or you’ll tell everyone I’m a big sissy.”
“Bingo. Although I wouldn’t use that particular word. I think ‘tranny’ is nicer.”

“I don’t believe you’d do that.”
“Don’t you get it? This is about me, not you. I like it.”
Gina shrugged. “Besides, I’d probably be doing you a
favor. You’d be better off with everything out in the
open. No more hiding, no more feeling guilty.”
“Okay, you made your point.” I removed my clothes,
as instructed. She dipped my arms into a black bra,
fastened the clasp behind me and stuffed the cups
with a brand new pair of weighted breast inserts.
“They’re not mastectomy quality, but it’ll do for
now.” Gina stood next to me. “Not quite as big as me,
but close enough.” She wrapped my waist in a half-
girdle, then pulled her black slip over my head and
down. It gave me a surprisingly feminine figure.
She guided me to a seat at her vanity. “Tilt your head
back.” She opened her lip liner and drew a line

around my mouth, straddling the edge up top and going below it on my lower lip.
“This is one of my favorites,” she said, filling my mouth with pink lipstick, as I
puckered up and then relaxed.
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“I know.” I rolled my lips and blotted.
She smiled. “You’re getting into this, aren’t you?”
She popped the top of her eyeliner. “I’ll use false
eyelashes this time, but the liner comes first.”
I lowered my lashes as she leaned in. She drew a
dark line across the eyelid, gently feathered the
outer edge, then drew a thinner line below the eye.

“Other eye.” I shifted position and she repeated the process. “That’s a good little
tranny,” she murmured. Her hand crept into my crotch while she checked her
work. “Just checking,” she said. “Wouldn’t want you going soft on me.”
The eyelashes were new; they looked like a couple of
black caterpillars mounted in a plastic case. Gina took
one out and run a bead of glue along the base. I closed
my eyes and felt her apply something cold and sticky
to the rim of each eyelid. She poked the furry object
into place and used a small brush to blend the old and
the new together. My eyes fluttered open. Once again,
they felt heavy and storm clouds overlay my vision.
Gina looked at me strangely. “Your eyes are so feminine,” she said, a hint of awe
in her voice. “They’re so much like mine.” She picked up a swatch of nylon.  “I
can’t wait anymore,” she said. “Turn around.”
I had no time to reply. She jammed the nylon cap over my hair and propelled me
toward the bed. For the first time I noticed the head on the side table: a grinning
manikin wearing a brunette pageboy. Before I
could think about who was about to be wearing
that wig, Gina had me flat on my back. Then her
clothes were off and she was all over me.
She tuned me up like she was lighting a fire and
mounted me immediately. “Sit up,” she ordered.
I propped myself up and she whipped the wig
over my head. Thick hair tickled my shoulders.
She adjusted my bangs, then rode me like a pony,
brushing my hair at the same time. “You have
such pretty hair,” she said distantly. “Such pretty
eyes. You’re my girl now, my Tina.” Then she
kissed me like she was trying to climb inside.
Amazingly, we both came at the same moment.
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We went to her parents’ house for Sunday dinner. Fortunately, lipstick wears off
faster than lip gloss, so I was presentable. After dinner, Gina and her mother
cleared the table while her father turned on the TV.
I lowered my voice. “Gina mentioned someone named ‘Tina’ the other day. Do
you know who that is? She wouldn’t talk about it.”
“She still on about that?” He sighed. “Tina was her twin sister. Died a few weeks
old. SIDS—heard of it?” I nodded. “Ever since Gina found out—when she was
maybe nine or ten—she can’t let it go. It ain’t healthy, if you ask me.”
That was disturbing, but it wasn’t something I could easily talk to her about.
Excuse me, dear, are you trying to turn me into your dead twin sister? That wasn’t
a conversation I wanted to have.
But it got worse. The next time out, she used expensive concealer, foundation and
blush, and worked hard to match the contours of my face to her own. As a
reference, she used a studio portrait of herself from her college graduation.
Finally, she threw down her contouring sponge in frustration.
“Damn it! I can’t get it right. And this is no good either.” She batted at the wig on
the dresser. “The color doesn’t match, the length is off and my hair curls more.”

I began, “Well, it doesn’t have to be exactly—”
“Don’t say that, Tina! It does so have to be exactly the
same—or it just isn’t the same.” I didn’t ask precisely
what it was supposed to be the same as.
Gina finished my face, applying the usual eye makeup
and false eyelashes, and painting my lips to look like hers.
I found myself wearing her perfume, her brassiere, her
panty hose and under it all a firm-support panty girdle. By
this time she had me shaving my arms and legs, because
“that’s what women do”. She added the wig, which she
styled with mousse to add curl, then dressed me in her
favorite party dress—a sleeveless black sheath with a
zipper up the back and a sash around the waist.
In high heels, I tottered around the apartment until she
could contain herself no longer. She took me right there
on the living room floor, my legs in the air, my dress

hiked up over my hips, and my panty girdle unbuttoned at the crotch.
I came shortly after she did. It was the best sex we ever had.
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I should have seen the next hit coming. Gina had a friend who was a cosmetician,
and who also used to work in the film industry. One Saturday, we arrived at her
shop to find it closed but with Candice waiting around back to let us in.
“Here he is,” Gina said. “Can you do it?”
Candice studied my face. “I think so. It’s a better match than the photo.”
I protested that I wasn’t told about this, but was ignored. They led me to a chair.
Gina pushed me into it. “Do as you’re told,” she said sharply. Then she changed
tack. “Don’t forget what’s waiting for you at home, when you’re all fixed up.” She
trailed her fingers along my thigh and walked away.
Candice touched my chin. “Don’t worry, it’s all reversible.” I thought I heard her
mutter “eventually” as she moved to the counter. She used an industrial-strength
depilatory lotion to remove a layer or two of skin, as well as any surviving facial
hair, then layered on Sheer Cover Mineral Makeup. “It’s the ultimate,” she said.
“Conceals any blemish—even maleness.”
After that she contoured my features, working
from the same graduation picture of Gina.
Foundation, various blush powders, brushes and
sponges—over the next hour she used them all.
She trimmed and lightened my brows; applied
eyeliner, waterproof mascara and subtle tints of
eyeshadow; shaped my lips and colored them
dark red. When Gina came back I realized that it
was the same lipstick she put on that morning.
Side by side in the mirror, our two faces were all
but identical—one of us smiling, the other one
dismayed. I wasn’t the one smiling. The only
difference was Gina’s hair and her clothing, but
I had a feeling all that would soon change.
“Relax,” Candice said. “I’ll be working on your
hair extensions. It’ll take a couple of hours.”
I couldn’t take my eyes off the woman in the mirror. Gina relaxed nearby, one leg
hooked delicately over the other. “What are you using?” she asked idly.
“It’s an invisible weave,” Candice said slowly, threading one long hair weft after
another into my own lengthy hair. “No braids, no glue. It’ll last about eight weeks.
I’m amazed he’s putting up with this, you know. Most men wouldn’t.”
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“Most men haven’t been conditioned like he has. Turns out, he’s very susceptible
to hypnosis. I’ve put him under a bunch of times. Stuff like, ‘do as I say,’ ‘you’re
a woman inside,’ ‘your name is Tina,’ and so on. Reinforcing the message.”
Candice gestured at me. “Aren’t you letting the cat out of the bag?”
“Him? He won’t remember. It’s part of the conditioning. He can’t recall being
hypnotized, or anything else that might bother him about the makeover.”
I remained silent. I heard every word, but it didn’t seem important.
Candice finished the first set of extensions and started on the second set, higher up
than the first. The wefts accumulated on my shoulders, growing thicker with every
pass. When she was done, Candice dyed my hair. “It’s a special blend,” she told
Gina. “It should match your color perfectly.”

Finally, she rolled the ends into curlers and
left me to wilt under a hair dryer. The result
was a thick flood of brunette tresses that
swept unhindered from crown to shoulder,
splashing into a sea of tight curls.
“That’s my hair!” Gina exclaimed.
Candice sprayed and brushed my hair into a
style that matched Gina’s. She compared
me with the real thing and adjusted the
tresses framing my face. “It’s pretty close,”
she said at last. “Real twins with the same
hairdo wouldn’t look any better.”
“Tina and I are real twins,” Gina snapped.

Candice muttered an apology and took away the salon cloak. I stood up. It was
strange to see two copies of Gina’s head in the mirror, one of them mounted on a
male body. It didn’t seem right. “I can’t go out like this. I look like a freak.”
“Calm down. Candice made you a beautiful woman, isn’t that enough?”
“But I’m wearing guy clothes. Everyone’ll know I don’t have a chest like yours.”
Gina smiled knowingly. “Would you like a chest like mine?”
“Right now? If it meant not looking like a freak… I guess I would.”
“Well, ‘right now’ isn’t an option. Your surgery isn’t until next month. But how
about this: You and I will swap clothes. I brought your breast forms along, just in
case. Then you can be Gina and I’ll be the one in men’s wear. Okay?”
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I agreed, even though part of me recognized
that this was probably what she had in mind
all along. We changed in the back room.
When I stepped out, I was Gina, from the
knit dress that hugged my knees, to her still-
warm lingerie, to the high heels that fit me
perfectly, to her signature capital-G pendant.
I found Candice at the front desk. “I see he
changed his mind.” She handed me a file
folder. “As per your request, these are my
suggestions for the plastic surgeon. He’ll
have his own ideas, of course, but these are
the parts of his face I had trouble with.”
I took the folder. “Trouble?”
“The areas that needed the most contouring,
where the shape of the bone was wrong or
the muscles will have to be shifted.”
My mouth was dry. “Then he’ll look… exactly like me?”
“That’s the idea,” Candice said. “Personally, I’m not so sure turning him into a
shemale is a good idea. But what the hell, he’s your boyfriend, right?”
“Actually, he’s my boyfriend.” Gina reached over my shoulder to take the folder.
Candice gawked at me as I smiled shyly.
When we got home, Gina wasted no time in peeling me down to her lingerie. Then
she disrobed and put on an identical bra and slip. Now we really were twin girls,
except I was the one wearing the capital-G pendant. So was I the real Gina?
She kissed me and we fumbled our way into bed. “I’m worried, Gina. It’s like I’m
becoming you.” I felt her busy hands between my legs. “I even sound like you,” I
gasped, “enough to fool Candice.” I put my hands to work as well; fair is fair.
“Thanks to hypnosis, we have identical speech patterns.” She kissed my throat.
“You always had a soft voice. Know why I picked you?” I shook my head and,
like looking in a mirror, she did the same. “Because we’re exactly the same size.”
I ran my hands through her hair, as she did mine. “Why not pick a woman?”
“Because I’m straight, silly. We may be twins but you’ve still got one of these.”
She wriggled herself into place atop my leftover manhood. “When I saw you in
bed, wearing my slip, I knew I made the right choice. Welcome back, sister.”  


