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Three months later…
Sylvia sipped a wine cooler and eyed her twin sister, who had

just emerged from the guest room wearing a short pink bathrobe.

Her date had departed moments before, his hair still slick from

the shower. “Sounds like you two had fun,” Sylvia said.

“I didn’t know you were listening.” Gina poured herself a glass

and joined her sister on the couch.

“High-pitched cries of ecstasy are hard to miss.”

Gina’s lashes drooped. “Couldn’t be helped, I’m afraid. Bradley

insisted on a repeat performance. He’s such a manly man.”

Sylvia nodded sagely. “Unlike Geoff. Is that what you meant?”

“You’d know better than I.” She laughed softly. “Geoff’s idea of

a repeat performance was twice in the same fortnight.”

“Uh-huh. Speaking of a repeat performance… you’re just about

due for a refill, aren’t you? Down at the clinic?”

“Oh, I went yesterday. Wanted to prime the pump before my big

date. A girl should be at her best for the man in her life.”

“I figured as much.” Sylvia drained her glass. “I guess you know

Trevor and I have been getting along rather well of late.”

“I’ll say. I never heard you make noises like that before.”

A pained look crossed her face. “I never had a reason to. Look—

I think we can both agree on this: we do a lot better as twins than

we ever did as husband and wife, correct?”

Gina sniffed. “Do bears poop in the woods?”

“Riiiight. So are you planning to get estrogen top-ups for the rest

of your life? Or is a trip to Thailand in your immediate future?”

“I did check out a clinic or two. But I’m also thinking seriously

about going full-on shemale. Bradley likes me just as I am, bless

his heart—he’s kinky that way—but these testicle thingies really

do have to go. They’re horrid.”

“I can imagine.”

“I don’t think you can, Syl.” She sighed. “I never liked the things

even… oh, let’s just say Geoff never liked them. They dangle

down awkwardly, the skin stuck to his thighs, he was always

pulling on them… ugh. Unless one plans to reproduce, they are

so useless. Good riddance, I say.”

“Sounds like you were born to be a babe, sis.”

“Sure. A babe who just happens to be shemale. Once I lose the

nads they’ll be able to throttle back the flow of estrogen, so the

pump’ll last around six months. That’s not bad, but I’m more

concerned about my gender identity.” She grimaced. “When

Bradley penetrated me back there in the shower, I got a little

weirded out. Those tweaks the clinic gave me do weaken over

time, so this was bound to happen. That’s why I decided to check

myself into a different clinic for some serious brainwashing.”

“Really? They call it that?”

“No, of course not. They use words like ‘deep-brain stimulation’

and ‘behavioral modification therapy’. It’s usually for smokers

who can’t quit any other way, or serious drug addiction, but the

same techniques can work for sexual orientation. Seriously, how

hard could it be to turn me into a dickmuncher?” She giggled. “I

asked them about that. They don’t like to admit it, but they have

used the process on a few gay men—to set ‘em straight.”

“God, they can actually do that? For real?”

“Oh, probably not. But once their behavior’s been ‘modified’, so

to speak, they can’t help but act straight. That’s all their families

care about, so the clinic considers it a success.”

“Lemme get this straight. You’re cool with still being attracted to

women on the inside, while this ‘brainwashing’ forces you to act

like you’re totally into guys? Including during sex?”

“The heart wants what the heart wants, Syl, and what I want is to

be exactly like my soon-to-be ex-wife. Just be happy for me.”

Gina shrugged. “Who am I to judge? Go for it, sister.”  �


