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“You want to be one of us, don’t you?” That was
Janey, the impulsive one.
I shrugged. “What more do you want?”
“Oh, lots! Most guys just want to get in girls’ pants.
How do we know you aren’t one of those?”
“You know me better than that.”
“We thought we did.” That was Sylvia; shy, lovely
Sylvia with the river of dark hair down her back.
“Yeah, that’s what we thought,” Janey said. “Until
we saw you with that Caroline creature.”
I shrugged again. “It was just a date.”
“Oh, yeah? How far’d you get?”
I shook my head. Sylvia put her hand on my knee.
“We’re your friends, Tommy, you can tell us.”
“You’re not gonna let this go, are you?” I sighed. “I
touched a few things, okay?”
“It’s not okay, Thomas.” That was Miriam, she of
the flashing dark eyes. Rich, imperious Miriam,
who I’d known for years, yet barely knew at all.
“What do you want me to do?”
“You must prove yourself to us.”
The other girls looked at Miriam. “Sounds good to
me,” Janey said, grinning. “Got anything in mind?”
Miriam stared at me. “He must embark on a quest.”
“A quest?” Sylvia perked up. “For the Grail?”
“In a way. In my mother’s closet there is an object,
a broach; mounted on the wall, at the back. He must
bring the broach to us, to prove his friendship.”
“You want me to steal from your mother?”
“It isn’t stealing. You give it to me, I put it back.”
“Still, breaking into your house—”
“I’ll let you into the house. The rest is up to you.”
“No offense, Miri, but your mom’s one scary lady.

If she finds me up there…”
“My parents are away for the night.”
Sylvia leaned forward. “You know how she gets,”
she whispered loudly. “Just go along with it.”
“Yeah, Tommy,” Janey said impishly. “I dare you!”

*
Miriam and her parents lived in a house that was
almost a mansion, at the dead end of a road on the
far side of town. Beyond it lay wilderness and more
wilderness. It was, I thought, atmospheric.
We met Miriam at the back door and were led
through the kitchen, down to the rumpus room in
the basement. I’d been here once before. That was
when we met her mother, an imposingly beautiful
woman. Even I noticed how well dressed she was.
The girls sat down. Miriam raised her hand. “Not so
fast, Thomas. You have a job to do.”
Upstairs, the house was dark. Light from the ground
floor saw me to the top of the stairwell and I groped
my way, as directed, to the first door on the left. 
A lamp in the corner came on by itself when I
walked into the room. That was cool.
I found myself in a lady’s bedroom, the fancy kind,
draped in frills and various shades of pink, with a
canopied bed as the centerpiece and a mirror on
every wall. Curiously, there was no vanity. The
closet was a walk-in. The light came on when I
stepped inside. It was empty, but that made it easy
to see the broach. A little too easy, I thought.
It was a fancy piece, with a large opalescent jewel
in the middle and smaller gems around the rim. I
considered not getting my fingerprints on it, but I
wasn’t wearing gloves. I’d wipe it off later.
Uh-oh, spoke too soon. It was fastened to the wall.
So that was the challenge. I pried at the edges, but it
wouldn’t budge. Then I pressed on it, hoping to see
how it was held down. That was my mistake.

It wasn’t a broach, it was a button.
The wall slid open, a light snapped on and I was
pulled into the chamber beyond. I had no say in the
matter; it was as if gravity itself insisted.

It was a small room, maybe ten feet square, with
walls the color of the deep blue sea, faintly glowing
with their own inner light. The only decoration was
the portrait of a young woman. The floor was the
same color—which, I noticed, my feet weren’t
touching. I was floating. That freaked me out.
The door swished shut. The light changed, to the
color of a cloudless sky, and I found it hard to focus
on the walls, as if they weren’t quite there.
I stopped struggling. It must be a force field. What
the hell else could it be? “Hello? What’s going on?”
A window appeared in front of me—the computer
kind, not the hole-in-the-wall kind—but it was like
nothing ever programmed by Microsoft. It offered
me a list of items, as if inviting me to choose.
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What else could I do? The icons were strange, the
text unreadable. But one of them must be a ‘Cancel’
button, right? I poked my finger at—and through—
the icon at the bottom. The window vanished.
I waited for the door to open, but it didn’t. Instead,
human arms emerged from the walls. At least they
looked human, with hands and fingers and clinical
white sleeves, but they were freakishly long. They
began stripping the clothes from my body.
This was not good. “Hey! What the hell?” Shouting
changed nothing. I couldn’t move—literally.
Damn that Miriam, I thought. She set me up!
My clothes disappeared into temporary slits in the
walls, leaving me naked. Harsh purple laser-light
scanned me from head to foot.
Also not good. I felt horribly vulnerable, with my
junk hanging out like that. I shuddered to think
what this freakish closet might be getting ready to
do. But surely Miriam wouldn’t have sent me off to
get hurt. She was my friend—wasn’t she?
Dozens of blunt metal probes approached, stopping
only millimeters away. Sparks danced at the tips
and jumped onto my skin. It stung a little, but they
seemed to be targeting my body hair—like some
kind of high-tech electrolysis. The few became a
flood until I was the center of a sparkling tornado.
Angry ants crawled over every square inch of my
body. My scraggly beard vanished, the rest of me
ended up as smooth as my face, and—curiously—
the hair atop my head was left untouched.
The probes retracted. I said “Open sesame,” but
nothing happened. And just in case the girls in the
basement could hear me, I yelled: “The deal’s off!
Get me the fuck out of here! Please!”
I felt my arms lifted, out and away from my body. I
was being manipulated by the force field, like a toy
helpless in the grip of a giant child.
It was humiliating. And I was terrified.

A pair of tentacles approached, each tipped with a
metallic disc the size and shape of a cereal bowl.
They settled on my chest, right over the pectoral
muscles, and stuck there like ice on a tongue.
Another tentacle brought a wide strip of what felt
like the same material and wrapped it around my
waist, generously overlapping my hips. Two more
bowls attached themselves to my buttocks.
Then the juice began to flow. “Jesus Christ—!”
It felt like being tasered in five different places at
once, while simultaneously being attacked by four
vacuum cleaners and a boa constrictor.
I felt sick. Seriously, I almost puked. I may have
passed out. It went on for some time. After awhile I
stopped giving a damn about what, exactly, the
things were doing to me, I just wanted it to stop.
And suddenly, it did. The tentacles retracted—and I
had breasts. I couldn’t believe it. A supple pair of
female breasts, right there on my own chest. Worst
of all, they were fucking gorgeous.
This was not good. I stared at the woman’s picture
on the wall, which was the only thing I could see
clearly. She was gorgeous too. Was the god-damn
closet turning me into her?
The next tentacle went straight for my crotch. It was
accompanied by a pair of hands that deftly dipped
my junk into a cylinder on the tentacle, which felt
like it was full of some liquid colder than ice.
It turned me into the incredible shrinking man.
What emerged was tiny, like what a baby might
have between his legs. The hands quickly inserted a
bladder tube and then—shockingly—stuffed my
testicles up into my body. I gasped.
Finally, they slapped a patch between my legs, a
strip of skin that perfectly matched my own. It was
stuck there with some kind of fast-acting glue, and
decorated with a tuft of brown hair and a fleshy slit.
I was horrified. I no longer had male junk.

I looked away, straight into the face of the gorgeous
woman. It was Miriam’s mother, I realized. Was I
being transformed into my friend’s mom?
I had no time to think. As the light changed, another
tentacle took me from behind, enveloping the top of
my head with a form-fitting bowl that stretched
from forehead to the back of my neck. It began to
hum, combining a mild electric shock with high-
frequency vibration. My scalp prickled painfully.
I was contemplating life as a bald woman when,
suddenly, a slim tentacle darted out and plunged
directly into my mouth. It crawled down my throat
and did something down there, only to retract a few
seconds later. I barely had time to gag.
I clutched at my neck. Then the machine detached
itself from my head and I knew what it had done.

Long hair flooded over my shoulders. Thick dark
tresses swirled over my eyes. I should’ve known.
“Why me?” I said in a voice like liquid silk.
I took solace in the fact that I was still me. Hair can
be cut. Breasts can be bound, or removed. Baggy
clothes can hide a girlish figure. I could go back to
being myself, once I got out of here. If I got out.
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But the next tentacle moved relentlessly toward my
face. My eyes went wide, my mouth opened, I may
have screamed—but then it was on me, a metallic
mask that felt soft as it adapted itself to the contours
it found. And it stuck there, like the face-sucker in
Alien. It began to hum. Then came the pain.
I closed my eyes, and my mouth, but it didn’t help.
Ants crawled over my skin and under my skin. I
sucked air but could do nothing else. The muscles
of my face were being rearranged, right down to the
bone. All the subtle details that made my face my
face were being adjusted—made smoother, daintier,
more symmetric. When it was over, I’d be pretty.
I’d be someone else. I’d be a woman.

The mask left when it was done. I couldn’t see the
result, but I felt different. My lips felt plumper and I
could swear my nose was smaller. And my cheeks
were sore. I shook a head that was no longer my
own. Long hair flowed. “Please make it stop…”
I whimpered when I saw the lingerie coming. My
limbs floated up to meet them. Insistent hands
tugged black-satin panties over womanly hips and
worked a tight slip over my head and down. My
new chest settled into what felt like a built-in bra.
The silky slip felt cool against my skin, like a
breeze from a mountain lake. Which was good,
because I was feeling more than a little warm; flush
with embarrassment—and fear.

What if this was being streamed
to the Web for everyone to see?
I’d never live it down.
Numbly, I watched the tentacles
moving slowly down my legs,
reshaping and toning my thighs
and calves until they were lean
and lovely. Yeah, maybe I had
more to worry about than just
being exposed to the world.
A dozen tiny tentacles descended
on my face, each armed with a
tiny brush, sponge or wand. I felt
a whirlwind of moist, tickling
sensations around my mouth and
eyes, across my cheeks, and on
my lips, lashes and eyelids. I was
being made up—re-invented and
decorated as a woman.
And I couldn’t move a muscle to
stop it from happening.

I could feel it on my
face, even taste it.
Lashes heavy with
mascara rimmed my
eyesight. Lips moist
with lip gloss stuck
together, as though
to seal my mouth.
Hands with brushes
gathered my hair,
untangled the knots
and brushed firmly
until wavy brunette
tresses fell upon my
neck and shoulders
and stayed there.

Restless fingers unrolled beige
stockings up my legs, pulling the
elastic tops tight to my thighs.
Smooth as silk and air-cooled,
they felt like nothing I’d ever
worn in my life as a boy.
I knew the end was in sight when
the hands brought me a dress, a
little black sheath that looked
sexy even with no one in it. The
force field poured my limp body
into the dress, filling it to the
brim with me. A tight hem fell to
my knees and stopped. A zipper
slithered up my back. Matching
black pumps found my feet.
More tentacles appeared, tipped
with thimbles that attached to my
fingers. “You’re soaking in it,” I
thought wildly. Seconds later,
red fingernails emerged. Their
length lent my hands feminine
grace, as if they should be posing
with the delicacy of a limp wrist.

As indeed they were. I just couldn’t help myself.
Long earrings were hooked into my earlobes, and I
found myself wondering exactly when the machine
managed to pierce my ears without me noticing.
Not that it mattered. I was done like dinner.
One last tentacle sprayed perfume, or maybe just
eau de toilette, on my neck, behind my ears, and
into the cleavage between my breasts.
The door swished open. Slick with feminine scents,
I found myself standing on my own two feet and
being gently pushed out of the closet.  I tottered into
the bedroom on unfamiliar heels.
The first thing I saw was a beautiful woman—and
she was me. Not Miriam’s mother after all. I stared
long and hard, first at one mirror then another.
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“Damn it, Miri, how could you do this to me?”
My voice was gorgeous too. How could I ever go
back to being myself? Nobody would even believe I
was me. “Damn it!” My chest jiggled painfully and
I shook the hair out of my eyes. “This is so wrong.”
Well, what the god-damn closet had done, the closet
could damn well undo. I headed back to the walk-in
closet and and pushed the broach-button. This time,
I didn’t choose the last item in the list.
The closet stripped me down, but that was the only
change it reversed. Instead of removing my makeup
it sharpened it: redder lips, darker eyes and more
blush to highlight my cheekbones. It tidied up my
hair, curled the ends and dumped me back in the
bedroom wearing a fancy dress and a shocked look.
“This is not what I wanted,” I said slowly, clutching
at the long hair that curled over one breast.
Christ, the thing had stuck me in a wedding dress! I
stomped around the room in white satin pumps. No
way could I go downstairs looking like this!

Back to the closet I went,
and came out blonde.
I sighed, hands on hips.
My hair was a bit longer,
with a few more curls. At
least I wasn’t wearing a
wedding dress, although I
suspected I was probably
a bridesmaid. Except for
turning blonde, it wasn’t
such a drastic change this
time. That’s progress.
Third time lucky? I chose
the first option in the list
and prayed like hell as the
closet stripped me down one more time.
An hour later, the girls found me tied up in a corner
of the bedroom. Janey almost fell down laughing.
“Oh, man, what’d you do to yourself?”
I’d had a lot of mirror time to figure that out. The
new me was a blonde hooker, with long wavy hair,
a black latex corset and matching panty hose. I was
scared—and mad as hell. My chest heaved as I tried
to yell, but the gag turned it into a muffled groan.
Sylvia popped the ball out of my mouth. “You do
look lovely, Tammy. But why are you blonde?”
I told them I went back in to reverse the changes.
“It doesn’t do that,” Miriam said, shaking her head.
“This is Mom’s auto-closet; it doesn’t make guys.”
“She’s from the future,” Janey said. “She and her
parents. A thousand years in the future.”
“We’re observers,” Miriam said. “I shouldn’t have
told you, but what the hell. No one will believe any
of you. This thing is the one item Mom decided she
couldn’t do without. The lazy old bitch.”
“What about me?” I jerked at the ropes that bound
my arms. The corset dug cruelly into my sides and
my breasts hurt. My feet were asleep and tingling.

Miriam shrugged. “The changes will wear off in
a few months. You’re still genetically male.”
“Months! What’ll I do—?”
Sylvia popped the gag back in. “I don’t think
Tammy has anything useful to say.”
“She’s one of us now,” Janey said.
“I think I’ll leave you here for Father,” Miriam
said. “He likes sampling the local cuisine. Hell,
he might even think you’re his wife, fresh from
the auto-closet and ready for some fun. They
like to role-play. So go ahead and tell him who
you are. I guarantee he’ll be turned on.”
The girls left. Some time later a tall man walked
into the room and smiled at me. I was about to
get my first taste of the future.  
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