
August, October 2021

Amanda HawkinsMy Sister, My Self

1

My sister is a beautiful woman. But you know what? I’m beautiful too. The only

problem is, I’m not a woman. I’m not female, dammit. But I should’ve been. The

two of us are twins, so I should’ve been female too. Isn’t that what twin means?

Same DNA, same physique, same face—everything’s the same. Only in my case a

freaking Y-chromosome got mixed in there somehow, so we are definitely not the

same. Sarah’s the beautiful woman and I’m the nondescript male.

But not for long.

My disguise had arrived that very morning. I’d ordered it months before from a

reputable company who hands-down makes the best male-to-female prosthetics in

the business, and for a little under-the-table cash were willing to work off of a

series of nude photos of Sarah that a former boyfriend had snapped a year or two

back. He shared them with her, and—being a decent sort—not with everybody

else on planet Earth. I managed to copy them from her phone late one night when

she was very sound asleep (with pharmacological help from yours truly).

Sarah lived alone in an apartment owned by our parents. They’d long since sold

the family home and retired to the countryside, but bought the apartment as an

investment—and so their children wouldn’t have to mortgage their futures just to

make rent. It didn’t quite work out for me, because grad students need to live close

to campus. But the second bedroom in the apartment was mine to use whenever I

felt the need, which was how I came to have a key.

I let myself in, suitcase in hand. Sarah was on a flight to Sydney, as in Australia,

and was booked for a handful of shorter routes between there, New Zealand, Hong

Kong and Singapore. She wouldn’t return to the States for more than a week. Ah,

the glamorous life of an airline hostess.

I had told her things were slow in the lab and I’d probably hang out at her place

while she was gone. She just grinned and said, “Knock yourself out, bro. What’s

mine is yours.” She had no idea how true that was about to be.

I cleared my throat, wet my lips and said, “Edna, lights.”

The overhead came on. “Welcome home, Sarah.”
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That was the voice of our intelligent home assistant system. It had spycams dotted

about the apartment, but it recognized people by sound. It knew me, of course,

because I stayed there sometimes, but I’d been practicing to speak in my sister’s

voice. We sounded a lot alike anyhow, and I’d grown adept at raising the pitch of

my voice to match hers—to the point where I really had to focus to sound like my

old self. And what do you know—it worked! If I could fool a computer that was

programmed to recognize my sister’s voice, I could probably fool anyone.

I went to my room, got naked and headed for the bathroom. I generally kept my

body trim and mostly hairless, but now I had to take it a step further. Just being

devoid of body hair wasn’t enough; my skin had to be soft and feminine as well. I

spent the next two hours exfoliating myself, top to bottom, applying two coats of a

powerful depilatory cream, moisturizing, and finally dusting with baby powder.

Next came the enhancements: a pair of breast forms, a vaginal crotch-cover to

replace my genitalia, a neck-wrap to conceal my Adam’s apple, and a set of facial

prosthetics to help my face look like Sarah’s. That meant raised cheekbones, small

inserts above my eyelids to increase the apparent size of my sockets, and a thin

nose-piece that pinched to make my nose seem smaller.

All were color-matched to my own skin tone—and Sarah’s, for that matter—and

secured to my body with a semi-permanent fixative. I did bring the solvent that

could reverse the process, which I left in the bathroom. In addition to matching

my coloration, the edge of each prosthesis was designed—as it warmed to body

temperature—to merge seamlessly with my own skin. Once that happened, it

became almost impossible to determine where the real me left off and the fake me

began.

I inspected my ‘honey pot’ with grim satisfaction. It looked exactly as it should: a

naked splay of flesh with an enticing slit in the center, capped by a neat triangle of

coarse brown hair. With my ‘nads pushed up into my abdomen, and trapped there,

and my utterly average dicklet glued into a sleeve that ran under my new vajayjay,

there was nothing left to show I’d ever been male.

In other words, exactly as it should be. In fact, the mirror suggested that my sister

had decided, for some unfathomable reason, to replace her lovely long hair with a

man’s short hairstyle. And was decidedly the worse for it.

But that too could be fixed. The same costuming company had provided me with a

custom-made wig—working from the photos I’d sent, along with a small clipping

of her hair—that would precisely match Sarah’s current hairstyle. It fastened to

my scalp with that same fixative and, like a high-tech version of a lace-front wig,

the seams slowly disappeared. Just like magic.
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A naked Sarah greeted me in the mirror, her lips curved into a satisfied smile.

“Well, well…” she purred, sounding just like she always did when she’d really put

one over on me. “Aren’t we the pretty girl.” Thankfully, the answer, for the first

time in my life, was yes.

It was time for phase two. Now this was going to be fun.

I closed the door to my old room and stepped into Sarah’s bedroom, then took a

few minutes to study where everything was. Sarah usually tidied up before

leaving on her trips, so all I had to do was be as neat and organized as her and

she’d never know the difference. With a thrill of anticipation—like a kid in a very

naughty candy store—I opened her lingerie drawer.

My figure needed a little work, so I picked out her Squeem waist nipper; in pink,

which kind-of matched my skin. It was a bear to put on; not just because it was so

tight, but because I also had to swivel it around so the line of hooks ran up my

back. A pair of angled mirrors in Sarah’s en suite gave me enough of a view to

guide my fingers. Still, this was the sort of figure Sarah took for granted and hence

worth the effort. Credit where credit is due: she did watch her weight pretty

carefully, which is why I had to as well, just to keep pace—for two solid years

while I was planning this escapade.

A push-up bra supported my ‘girls’ and gave me the kind of cleavage any woman

could be proud of. I’d long dreamed of possessing a chest like this, full enough to

draw the eye of any man or woman who might pass within ogling distance. I spent

some quality time gazing into my new cleft, contemplating what it might mean to

be female. There is, obviously, a lot more to womanhood than being able to rock a

strapless gown—but that’s a damn good place to start.

I topped off my lingerie exhibition with sheer black pantyhose and a ‘river blue’

satin slip. Then I slid onto the stool at Sarah’s vanity and set to work on my face. I

had been acquainting myself with her cosmetics since we took possession of the

apartment, so I knew what I was doing. I also knew exactly how she tended to

apply her makeup, having watched her doing so (and studied the videos). Some

sisters might’ve thought that was unusual, but “twins are weird” was a comment

she often made. No wonder, with me for a brother.

Curiously, it was easier to apply Sarah’s routine to my new face than it had been

for my own. Her foundation and powder went on smoothly, and the contouring

and highlighting I crafted made us look even more alike. I lined my eyes and lips,

then added just enough eye shadow and mascara to bring subtle emphasis to that

area. I did the same with lipstick and lip gloss, careful not to overdo it.

Sarah hates looking garish. I feel the same way.
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I ran a brush through my hair, then gave myself a spritz of Black Orchid eau de

parfum, stepped into a pair of stiletto heels, and strolled out to the kitchen. A

celebration was in order, so I opened a bottle of red wine—Mija Sangria, my

sister’s favorite—and poured myself a flute. I toasted my now-absent brother, then

stood by the window while sipping. Eight stories up and the city lay spread before

me, lights twinkling as the last rays of the sun vanished over the horizon.

Half-reflected in the pane, I saw the woman I had become. She smiled while I

pondered the next few days. By this time next week I’d truly be able to appreciate

what it meant to be Sarah, in body and mind.

Again, I cleared my throat: “Edna, draw the curtains.” It wouldn’t do for outsiders

to see my sister in her delicates.

“Will do, Sarah.” Magically, the curtains unfurled.

After another glass of Sangria I was ready for phase three. I retrieved my laptop

from Wyatt’s room, set it up in the kitchen and plugged it in to my neural interface

socket. The program I ran was a memory modulator straight from the depths of

the dark web. It was highly illegal, due to the obvious risks involved in editing the

contents of one’s mind. I’d been working with it for months, tweaking the settings

and training it to work seamlessly with my brain.

What I’d configured it to do was simple: I wanted to make myself believe I was

the real Sarah. The modulator would block all access to my knowledge of who I

actually was, and reorient everything I knew about my sister—which was a lot—

to apply to myself. It would make me think I’d always been the female twin, and

oblige me to ignore any inconsistencies in my disguise—like being unable to feel

my breasts, and having a vagina that wasn’t as deep as nature intended.

In fact, if someone were to caress my nipples, it would make me react as though

waves of pleasure were flooding through my mind. The ecstasy would be real

enough, but it would come straight from the pleasure center of my brain.

I reviewed the settings, took a deep breath and touched Apply. Trying to relax, I

sat back and let the program do its thing. The back of my head tingled a bit, but

that was all. Fifteen minutes later it was done. I disconnected, shut down the

computer and returned it to Wyatt’s closet—along with his phone.

I felt no different, but that was to be expected. The changes were set to take effect

during the night, while I slept. I would awaken in the morrow—as Sarah. And for

the next seven days I would live Sarah’s life as she herself would, more or less.

Once the week was up, the behavior mod in my brain would create a strong (and

no doubt confusing) desire to fire up Wyatt’s laptop and run a particular program,

which would then restore my memory.
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I expected to be awfully disappointed when that happened, but at least I would

then truly know what it was like to be female. Whether or not I’d be able to handle

being a guy again, after such an experience, was an open question. But I had to try.

This might be my only chance.

~

I returned to awareness with that delicious sense of safety you get from being

wrapped up in silk sheets and a fluffy comforter. Still half-asleep, I ran my hands

down my sides, briefly touching breasts and vulva, but lamenting the fact that I

must not have been watching my figure of late, as there was a slight ‘pudginess’

around my tummy. I promised myself I’d eat like a bird from now on, and in the

meantime I’d have to wear that silly waist nipper.

I told myself to “get with the program” or my brother would be all over me about

it. Dork that he was, Wyatt had never been shy about letting me know if I’d gained

a pound or two. Lucky for me he was stuck in the lab this week, so he wouldn’t be

around. Just as well too; that boy could be such a nuisance.

I arose, checked the vanity mirror and finger-combed my hair. A whole week off

work and the apartment to myself. I tucked my hair into a cap and hit the shower,

thinking about what I might do with all that free time. Learn to sew? Get back into

pressing flowers, which I’d done for awhile as a little girl. I’m sure I could dig up

my old scrapbook, see if it survived twenty years in storage.

My hands followed the warm water running down my sides. I giggled to myself.

Who was I kidding? I was young, gorgeous and female—what else was there to do

but get laid? The only problem was, I wasn’t seeing anyone at the moment, not

since tall, dark and handsome Craig had moved clear across the country. There’d

been a handful of one-night stands since then, mostly pilots, but no one special.

I dried and powdered myself. What to do… For some reason I didn’t feel like

hanging out with my girlfriends. All they ever wanted to do was talk about their

boyfriends and what exotic locale I’d just flown to. Like, yawn… It was time for

me to get away from the work thing and do something else. I hadn’t been picked

up in a bar since my college days, but it might come to that.

I got dressed—nothing fancy, just a skirt and blouse—fixed my face and spent the

better part of an hour doing my nails. Honestly, they were in a frightful state! How

could I have neglected them for so long? “You’re slipping, girl.” I shook my head,

resolving to do better. If a woman can’t take care of herself, who will?

I went about the rest of my day as per usual: a few chores, a couple of light meals,

a bit of shopping; I stumbled across a cute sheath dress I had to have. Curiously, I

found myself enjoying simply being out and about as me, and being able to do all
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this ordinary stuff as, well, a girl—like that was some big change from normal! It

reminded me of Wyatt and how jealous he’d always been. Well, it was his tough

luck he was born male. I even managed to feel sorry for the guy, at least a little.

Heck, if I were in his shoes, I’d probably feel just as pissy.

Checking out my look in the hall mirror, I had to smile. “I’ll just have to enjoy

myself enough for both of us, hmm? I’ll be sure and tell him that, next time I see

him.” Which, thankfully, would not be anytime soon.

2

Dominic Nash was in trouble: trouble with a capital ‘T’, he mused, followed by

all the other letters in caps. Academic fraud might not qualify as a crime against

humanity, worthy of multiple years in jail, but the university was cracking down

on it and the scientific community was next in line. He himself couldn’t see why it

was such a big deal. Sure, he’d cooked the data for an experiment that hadn’t quite

panned out, but he knew what the numbers were supposed to look like, so why not

skip the pointless—and expensive—step of repeating the thing and just publish

the correct results right away? Why indeed?

Well, the reviewers had called his bluff, and now the journal wanted to inspect the

original data. Nothing good could come of that, and it was far too late for him to

claim it was all a big misunderstanding. No, what he needed was a patsy—with a

capital ‘P’—to take the blame. Fortunately, such a person happened to be close at

hand: one Wyatt Barlowe, a graduate student who worked in his lab.

Nash had already planted evidence around the lab and in the experiment’s records

that made it look like the young man was solely responsible for gathering (or

inventing) the data used in the write-up. To seal the deal he needed to hide a few

more incriminating items in Wyatt’s living quarters. His room on campus was in a

shared residence which Nash had been unable to gain access to; there were too

many other people around. However, Wyatt also shared an off-campus apartment

with his sister. And Nash had a plan in mind to deal with her.

That plan led to Nash standing at the entrance to Sarah’s building. Pressing the

intercom button got no answer, but he was prepared to wait. He leaned against his

car, briefcase in hand, scanning the sidewalk in both directions for a pretty face

and a long brunette mane. He’d met her once, at the faculty Christmas party, and

she was not a woman to be easily forgotten.

It was well past dinnertime, but luck was on his side; he didn’t have long to wait.
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“Excuse me. You are Sarah, aren’t you? Sarah Barlowe?”

The girl stopped in her tracks. She was wearing a long red duster, buttoned to the

top, with her hair loose around her shoulders. She was carrying a Bloomingdale’s

bag. “Oh, yes… you’re Professor Nash, aren’t you? Wyatt’s supervisor.”

Nash grinned. “Guilty as charged. Sorry to bother you like this, but there’s a spot

of trouble brewing at the lab and I was hoping to speak with your brother. He’s not

answering his phone. Might he be here?”

“He isn’t, actually. I thought he was stuck in the lab this week.”

Nash feigned surprise. “No, no—he booked the time off.” No lie there, and it was

definitely good news that the man wasn’t here. “Come to think, he did mention

something about visiting your parents this week. Maybe that’s where he went.”

She shrugged. “Could be. Cell coverage is pretty spotty out there. Or, you never

know… maybe he met a girl.” She smiled.

Nash clucked his tongue. “Well, hopefully I won’t have to bother him. What I’m

actually looking for is his laptop. He has some files that I need to pass along to my

colleagues asap. Might he have left it here?” He nodded toward the building.

Sarah blinked prettily. “He might have. Would you like to come up and look?”

Bingo. “If it’s not too much trouble.”

Upstairs, she ushered him into her apartment. She took his coat and removed hers,

revealing a cream-colored blouse and a black skirt. She left her shopping bag on

the side table. “Another party dress,” she said with a sigh. “Like I need more of

those. Can I get you a drink? You look like you could use one.”

Nash paused, eyeing the girl from behind. She made a very appealing figure. “Uh,

sure, why not? … Could I check his room first? Business before pleasure.”

“Of course. It’s down here, first door on the right.” She led him into the hallway

and pointed. “I’ll just pop into my room for a sec. Quick change artist.”

Nash nodded grimly. Hopefully that would be long enough. He entered Wyatt’s

bedroom. Now, where best to hide incriminating evidence… of course, the closet!

He slid the door open and stuffed a thick manila folder from his briefcase in

behind a stack of sweaters. As he did so, a leather laptop bag caught his eye.

His spirit soared. Ah-ha, so it really was here—even better! He could take it back

to the lab, plant yet more incriminating evidence on it, and leave it there for the

academic investigators to find. That would seal the dude’s fate for sure.

He returned to the living room and placed the laptop near the front door, next to

his briefcase. Returning to the couch, he took a moment to gloat.
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Sarah emerged from her bedroom wearing a silk caftan and satin slippers. “Sorry

for the delay,” she said, filling a pair of wine glasses with something red. “I just

had to get rid of that awful waist nipper. It does the job, but it’s far too tight.” She

strolled over to perch on the couch next to him.

“No need to apologize,” Nash said. “You look lovely.” She murmured her thanks.

They touched rims and drank. The dress, he noticed, was a colorful geometric

print in a wild array of pinks, reds and blacks. Also, she’d done something with

her hair to give it more volume. She smelled nice too. “So, uh—you think maybe

he really did meet a girl?”

She giggled. “Not likely. I love Wyatt, but he’s not exactly a babe magnet.” Her

eyes danced. “We’re twins and it really does show. I think maybe he’s a little too

much like me. A guy who comes across as—let’s face it—a bit on the feminine

side isn’t going to date a lot of girls.”

“Nice guy, though. Good researcher. I’d hate to lose him.”

“Oh my… Is it that serious? He could lose his position?”

A shrug. “Hard to say. It wouldn’t be my choice, of course. But the lab’s funding

could be in trouble if I can’t resolve the issue. Cuts would have to be made.”

Her eyes widened. “That’s awful. Did you find what you were looking for?”

“Yes. That’s the good news.” Nash pointed to the laptop. “I’ll take it back to the

lab with me, if you don’t mind.”

“Please do. If he needed the thing, he wouldn’t have left it here.”

Excellent. This was working out perfectly. Nash thanked the woman, drained his

glass and started to get up. “Welp, guess I’d better get—”

Sarah caught his arm. “You don’t have to, you know.”

“Huh?” He sank back onto the seat.

Her gaze dropped. “I mean, what’s your hurry? Do you have a pet dog that needs

feeding? Or a cat?” Her hand crept back to her lap, where it enfolded the other.

“Wyatt mentioned your divorce.”

“He did, did he?” A grin crept onto his face. “It was awhile ago now. I’ve been

baching it the last two years. No pets either.”

She leaned back on the couch. “I have to admit, Dominic. Ever since my brother

introduced us at that Christmas party, I haven’t been able to get you out of my

mind.” Her lashes fluttered. “Wyatt told me I was crazy, but…”

“C’mon, a girl as pretty as you? There must be lots of guys your own age who’d

be crazy not to, uhm… Pilots, for instance.”
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Sarah made a face. “Pilots—they’re so full of themselves. They can get awfully

grabby too. When they think they can get away with it. I love my job—seeing the

world and all that—but I’m sick of that sort of thing.”

“Sorry to hear that. Some men really are pigs.”

“Not all men. I never thought that.” She pulled her hair over one shoulder, then

toyed with it. “I bet you know how to treat a lady right.”

“Well, yeah, but…” He gulped. “Seriously, aren’t I old enough to—”

She touched his hand. “We’re not so different. What’s ten or twelve years?”

Nash took her slim hand in his, gently rubbing it with his thumb. “God, Sarah, I’m

flattered…” He bit his lip, then looked her in the eye. “Are you sure about this?”

“Oh, hush.” She pressed a red-tipped fingernail to his lips. “I think we’re both in

the mood for something… new. Don’t you think?”

No words were necessary. Nash slipped his arm around her waist, she moved

closer and leaned into him; her face lifted and their lips met. Gently at first, then

with increasing pressure. Her fingers pressed against his chest, then encircled his

neck. Some time later they began speaking in tongues.

They parted. Sarah gazed up at him, almost shyly. “We could move this into the

bedroom. If you like.”

“I do like.” He kissed the back of her hand. “I like very much.”

She smiled. “I’m glad. Give me a few minutes to change. I’d like to slip into

something ‘more comfortable’, as the saying goes.”

He laughed. “More comfortable than that? I can’t wait.”

“Well, you’ll have to. But trust me, I’m worth it.”

“I believe that.” After she vanished into her bedroom, Nash got up and poured

himself another glass of the house red. He wandered over to the window, parted

the curtains and looked out. “Dominic, old boy,” he muttered, “you really hit the

jackpot. Everything’s coming up sunshine and rainbows. First you nail the sister,

then you nail the brother—only in a different way.” He chuckled to himself.

A few minutes later he strolled into the master bedroom and stopped dead in his

tracks. Sarah had changed into a black corset that supported but barely covered

her sizeable breasts. It was open at the bottom, where garters held up a pair of

sheer black stockings. A sexier sight he had never seen.

The breath wheezed from his body. “My god… you have got to be the most—”

Words failed him. He shook his head. “I don’t know how to say this, but… you

really are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”
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“It feels like I’ve been waiting my whole life to hear you say that.” She swept a

hand through her hair, struck a pose. It took his breath away. “Maybe not you

specifically,” she added. “A man, though. A handsome man.”

“It’s hard to believe nobody’s ever told you that before.”

“People used to take me for granted. I don’t know why.” For an instant she looked

vulnerable, but the moment passed and once more she turned into a temptress.

“That’s all over now,” she said, sidling up to him. “I know who I am.”

He gripped her slim waist. “I won’t ever take you for granted, I promise you that.”

She leaned in to him, arms about his waist, and once more they kissed.

They stumbled over to the bed. Sarah unbuttoned his shirt, undid his belt and

proceeded to undress him. That had never happened to Nash before. “Nice tent,”

she said, placing her finger on the straining tip. “Ever go camping?”

“It’s been awhile,” he said, his voice just as strained. Not since the divorce, in fact.

Way too long. He hoped he could satisfy a woman like her.

They fell into bed and came together under the sheets. Nash nearly tore his boxers

off. Sarah kept her corset and stockings on, which was okay with him. She was

sexier that way, provided he could still get at her girly bits. He ran his hands over

her body, as though getting the feel for a musical instrument. Magnificent! This

woman embodied the word ‘female’ like no other.

Their lips met, parted, met again. He ran his fingers through her long hair, and she

through his. At last she whispered, “I’m on my period. I hope you don’t mind the

back-door stuff. I got ready for you while I was in the bathroom.”

“For you—anything.” His ex-wife never let him do that, and here was this girl

offering herself up to his most base desire, on what amounted to their first date.

Again he congratulated himself on a well-executed plan, although this part of it

had succeeded beyond his fondest dreams.

Man and woman spent much time stroking one another, nibbling on lips—he

speaking softly of her beauty, she cooing like a doe in heat. Nash wiggled his

finger deep into her womanhood, just so he could say he’d been there, then helped

her onto her knees for the main event. The hem of her corset left just enough room

for him to slip underneath and insert himself into that other tunnel of love.

“Oooh.” She moaned and her hips wiggled. Nash ran his hands up and down her

body. It was stunning: never before had he felt anyone so profoundly female. He

felt drunk on pheromones as he worked himself in and out, in and out…

Sarah must have felt the same way; she was a very active participant in her own

deflowering. He knew it couldn’t be her first time, but somehow it felt that way.
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If this was the result, Nash mused—after he’d expended himself deep inside the

writhing, almost euphoric woman beneath him—then he would have to see about

committing academic fraud more often.

3

By the time Sarah Barlowe’s flight landed, she was way past just being exhausted.

They’d encountered stronger headwinds than usual, in crossing the Pacific, which

meant she’d been on her feet for an entire day. She couldn’t have told anyone what

weekday it was, much less the actual time. The sun was up, that’s all she knew.

However, the air did have a crisp morning tang to it.

The husband of one of the flight crew met them at the airport and dropped Sarah

and others off at their homes. She resolved to stay awake through dinner and then

sleep twelve solid hours to re-synchronize her body clock. But those plans went

out the window when she discovered someone else staying in her apartment—and

that someone was her.

She stared at her doppelgänger, aghast. “Who the hell are you?”

The other girl, who was wearing her favorite day dress with the colorful Sixties-

style geometric pattern, stared back. “I could ask you the same question,” she said,

in what sounded like Sarah’s own voice.

Sarah said, “I’m Sarah Barlowe. This is my apartment.”

The girl tapped her chest. “No, I’m Sarah. I live here.”

“No way! I live here and so does my broth—” She stopped and stared, her mouth

falling open. “Oh—my—lord. Wyatt? Is that you?”

“Are you crazy? I haven’t seen him all week.”

Sarah looked her over. “Holy crap. I knew you were jealous of me, and you liked

to dress up in my clothes now and then—but this? This is freaking unbelievable.

How did you manage to make yourself look exactly like me?”

“Listen, lady. I told you: I’m not Wyatt.” She rolled her eyes. “You aren’t the only

one looking for him either. His boss came by a few days ago. Some kind of trouble

at the lab.” She spread her hands. “The guy’s nowhere to be found.”

“Uh-huh. Do you really believe that? Or are you just pretending to be me to avoid

whatever trouble you’re in at work?”

“Why wouldn’t I believe it? Honestly, the way you’re talking, I’m starting to think

you might be Wyatt.” She folded her arms and glared.
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This was getting nowhere. Sarah dropped her suitcase. “All right, one of us has to

be Wyatt and I know a surefire way to figure out who’s who. I can get us access to

an x-ray machine out at the airport. Are you up for the test? Or, here’s a thought—

why not admit defeat now and save us the trip?”

She sneered. “Hard-lee. Why would I be afraid of a test that’s bound to prove me

right? My car’s downstairs. We can go right now.”

“I know where it is—it’s my car. But yeah, let’s do this.”

The girl grabbed keys from the sideboard. “I’ll drive. No offense, fake Sarah, but

you look like hell. Didn’t ya ever hear of a beauty rest?”

~

Two days later, Sarah phoned her mother. After catching her up, she said, “It was

Wyatt all right; the x-ray proved it. Well, it proved he was a guy. When we got

home and figured out how to remove the wig and all the fancy prosthetics he was

wearing—there he was, my poor brother, in the flesh.”

“My goodness! I can’t imagine where he got those silly things, or why he would

ever want to wear them. Did he talk about that?”

“Uh, no… He sort of went to pieces. I had to give him a tranquilizer to calm him

down. The thing is, he really believes he’s me. We talked about it yesterday—for

hours—until he finally admitted I’m the real Sarah. Turns out, I know things

about me that he doesn’t—like what to do during an in-flight emergency. Or the

name of the first guy I ever went down on, which we found in my old diary. But he

still insists he is Sarah, even though he admits that I’m ‘more Sarah’ than he is. If

that makes any sense.”

“Not really. Do you have any idea how this could’ve happened?”

Her breath sighed out. “Nothing definite, I’m afraid. But I managed to get him an

appointment with a woman psychologist this morning. The airline pays her to help

its employees. I told her it was an emergency; a family issue between me and my

brother. Anyway, she spoke to Wyatt for nearly an hour and he seemed a little

calmer after that. She told me his belief really is genuine; if he was faking she was

positive she’d be able to tell.” Deep breath. “She said there are two possibilities:

either he’s clinically delusional—which would be a form of mental illness—or his

mind has been altered by a ‘memory modulator’.”

“What on earth is that?”

“It’s software that can modify someone’s brain through the neural interface a lot

of people have these days—including Wyatt. The software is totally illegal, for all

the obvious reasons, but he could’ve got his hands on it somewhere.”



~ 15 ~

“I don’t understand, dear. Are you saying he did this to himself—or that someone

did this to him? Either way, why on earth would anyone do that?”

Sarah’s head bobbed. “We may never know, one way or the other. But the doctor

thinks a memory modulator is the most likely cause of his delusion. A mental

illness would be a lot less focused, and would cause a wider array of symptoms. In

other words, it would be a lot messier.”

They spent the better part of an hour discussing the serious question of ‘what to do

about Wyatt’, without finding any good answers. “Without the software he used,”

Sarah said, summing up, “it just isn’t possible to reverse the changes he made—if

that’s what happened. The doc says he might regain some sense of who he used to

be, but it’ll take a long time—months, if not years. By then, even knowing that he

used to be Wyatt wouldn’t be enough to bring him back. He’d be too invested in

being a woman to ever be comfortable as a man. I think the best we can hope for is

to make him fully accept that he’s not me. I can handle him being my twin sister,

but living with another version of me is just ridiculous.”

4

Thank God, I’m finally a woman again! It’s been nearly a year since Sarah walked

in and turned my life upside-down, but with the surgery and the hormones doing

their thing, I don’t have to wear those silly prosthetics anymore just to feel like my

true self. My hair’s a lot longer now too, although it doesn’t look nearly as good as

Sarah’s. But I’ll catch up, one of these days.

It still feels a bit weird to call her Sarah, but I finally managed to wrap my head

around the fact that I used to be Wyatt. Very weird. I go by ‘Sheila’ now, which is

close enough to her name that it doesn’t feel too unnatural.

It’s just as well I’m not him anymore, and it’s not just because I’m supposed to be

a girl. Wyatt got into a ton of trouble at work, so his career is kaput. Apparently,

his boss’s is too. I heard he was fired by the university for some kind of fraud and

had to take a job teaching junior high school math. Serves him right, I guess.

I’ve talked to the shrink a lot about what happened to me. It blows my mind what

Wyatt did to himself. I mean, to dislike yourself so much that you have to turn into

somebody else? What’s up with that? What a sad person he must have been.

If I could send him a message, I’d tell him not to worry—everything worked out

for the best. If you’re still in there somewhere, Wyatt; if you can hear me, here’s

what I’ll say. We’re gonna be okay, you and me. We made it. We’re home.  


