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​Introduction
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I had always intended for the Windy City Twins to be a series about Trish and Robert twin brother and sisters, whom are both gay. I originally started this particular book shortly after completing the first book of the series. It has stayed the course since I wrote the first draft, beginning the story with the twins being in the womb, and aware of not only their surroundings but also of each other.

While my entire purpose for writing this story was to tell the story of the twins from there point of view, along with input from myself as the narrator. Since I had chosen to deal with all aspects of Trish and Roberts development during their time from conception to their eighteenth birthday. I had to write the story with humor woven into the story. Which, if you have ever raised a child, is an aspect of life that is always there if you look for it. 

With regards to the twins sexual development, I tried to make their awakening both realistic, yet non pornographic as my intent is for this book to be available to readers from 16 years and older.

With regard to the title for Book 2, it has changed from “Coming of Age” to “The Early Years” until I was finishing the proofing and writing the Epilogue, that Trish’s line of “Out Without a Shout” was exactly what the story was about.
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​In The Beginning
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Trish

Robert and I had spent the last eight and one-half months sharing the same dark liquid world known as a womb. It had been roomy and soothing to begin with, but as we had steadily grown in size, it had become more and more crowded. Apparently, there was a limit as to how large our mother could grow, and even though we were both still growing slightly, the area we lived in seemed to be remaining the same size. 

Yes, I did say mother a moment ago. We knew that we were inside our mother, although, we did not know what a mother was. We knew she was our mother because she told us so all of the time. We also knew that the deeper voice was that of our father, whatever that was. They both talked to us a lot, especially mom, and we both found her voice soothing. We especially liked it when she rubbed the layer that separated us from the outside world as we grew. We both found her touch to be soft and gentle while our father tended to tickle us. Especially on a foot, if one of us pushed out with one when he was around.

For the last month, we had had to move pretty much in unison, because there was so little room left. We had learned early on that we could hear each other’s thoughts, so I guess twins really do bond in the womb. We also knew that we were not the same. My companion in this liquid world had what I thought was an extra leg in the middle, which did not have a foot on it. While I, on the other hand, did not have the third leg, in fact, there was nothing in the middle, except a little slit. 

Being still in the fetus stage, and not really knowing about such things, we did not know that I was a girl, and my sibling was a boy. What we did know was that something was different between us, and we didn’t know which was right or wrong. So every time that we heard the one particular voice and felt it begin to rub the area over us, we rolled together and faced each other, because our backsides were identical, and they wouldn’t be able to see that we were different. 

Something new was going on this morning, the walls of our world seemed to close in on us every so often. It was not a constant pressure, but we could feel it, and it kept happening at a regular interval. So, being careful to keep our cords separate, something we had learned early on, as I had stepped on the other cord and my womb mate had started to kick and jerk, for lack of air and fluid. My partner who was a little lower than me and had already turned so his head was down, moved a little lower, which gave me more room at the top.

It did not stop the periodic squeezing, but it made it more bearable for us, especially as it seemed like mom was moving at a more deliberate pace right now. We knew we were going downstairs, and then we heard the door to the thing that took us to the doctor shut,

However, this time, was different, we did not go to the doctor. Instead, we went to a building filled with noises and all sorts of doctors, and nurses. We heard a whir, and then sensed a brightening of the wall that protected us from the outside world. We had seen it brighten like this before, so we knew it was okay when it moved across the wall. 

When the movement ended, we heard the voice that we recognized say, “The bottom one is head down in the canal, and the top is breached right now.”  Being a woman, although I didn’t know it yet, I digested what I had just heard, I quickly came to the realization, that I must be facing the wrong way, as my sibling was faced downward. I also quickly realized that for me to face down, it either meant I needed room to do a flip, after my sibling was gone, or I had to try to do it now, which meant I had to put my face in his butt, where that funny little leg was. I was not about to do that, so I did the next best thing, I began to use my legs to push him down the tube and out of my way so I could turn.

Suddenly our world got light, and the liquid that supported us rushed out of our world. I gave a mighty push, right along with my mother as they all were saying push, and I managed to kick my companion out of the way and to quickly flip around in what liquid was left and slide myself down the tube and into a bright, noisy, crowded room.

My plan had worked, not only was I the younger one of the two of us, but I had managed to present myself to the world with my pretty face first instead of my butt.

I quickly found out that, I was a girl and that my companion for all of these months was a boy, and that funny little third leg was not a leg at all, but a thing they called a penis.

Suddenly we were both in our mom's arms, each with a nipple in our mouths, me on the right and him on the left, as we shared, what we didn’t know at the time, but would be a special part of our lives, our first meal as brother and sister.
Robert
My experience in our liquid world with my companion has pretty much, already been told by my chatty sister. I know that our special bond began while we were in our tadpole stage as I call it. 

She was not kidding about kicking me out of the womb. It was the first, and I hate to say it, but not the last time, she kicked my butt. We had had some thought swapping sessions while immersed. We both had wondered about whether it was better to be the first-born or the youngest of the pair. 

Somehow, I knew that I was supposed to be the first born, but that meant that I would be forever stuck with a younger sister, something no brother ever genuinely wants to have. But since one of us had to be first, I opted for that honor, and my sister was more than ready to help, as she kicked my butt, so she could come out head first.

I was surprised at how noisy it was outside of our mom. The liquid must have muffled the sounds outside of her, but once we were out, our new world seemed to be filled with noise and light. They laid me under some lights, which felt warm and wonderful to lie under, next, someone clipped the cord through which we had stayed alive while someone else put a blue hat on my head, and still another pressed a paper against my feet.

My companion for the last eight and a half months joined me under the lights. I must admit that if felt nice to feel her against me again. I saw that her hat was pink, and watched as she had a funny clip put on her tummy just like me. Then two people in blue picked us each up, and after touching our heads with their lips lay us upon our mom, who greeted us each with a kiss, and then gave each of us an object on her chest to suck on. I was rewarded, with a warm fluid that tasted wonderful, and I settled in doing my best to get as much as I could. 

I could hear my companion, who I heard them call Trish for the first time, and my sister, whatever that was, sucking just as I was. I felt her hand find mine, and we shared our first meal, outside of our liquid world together.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

​The Innocent Years
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Narrative

Trish and Robert, like so many twins grew up to be very intricately connected, emotionally, as well as in their ability to know each other’s thoughts and feelings. Moreover, even though they were brother and sister twins, their appearance was so similar, that during their early years it was almost impossible to tell them apart when they were dressed alike. 

Dressing alike did not end with their toddler stage. The twins shared a bedroom, not so much, because there was not a room for each of them. They were happier when they were together. They were often fidgety when they were separated, so like most parents of twin children, they shared most everything, as far as clothes, food, baths, and toys.

It did not stop, either with the ending of their infant and early toddler years. As they began to talk and dress themselves, they both seemed to know exactly what the other one was going to say or do, and they thought nothing about wearing each other’s clothes.

Trish as her primary partner for her tea parties quickly chose Robert. Trish could actually get Robert to wear her dress up clothes to the tea parties. To both the casual and constant observers, it seemed early on as if Robert was more interested playing with his sister's dolls, and friends, than he was playing with toys for a boy or with male friends.

Their parents, their closest observers, did not worry too much to begin with. Like
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