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I was dressed as a woman when a knock came at the door. So 

of course, I ignored it. But then, there he was, right behind me, 

putting his arms around my waist and nuzzling my neck.

“Come with me,” he said. “Be my woman…  Be my wife.”

I pushed him away. He didn’t get angry. He simply handed me a 

long list of dates and map coordinates, each given a number 

like 9.0 or 6.4. Then he left.

Two weeks later a giant earthquake struck Japan. The 

details were exactly as he had predicted, right down 

to themany aftershocks that followed. So was 

he just really good at predicting earthquakes? 

Or had he caused them? All that devastation, 

all those lives…  All because of me?

“You will be my wife,” he said when next 

he appeared, “or I will destroy the Earth!”

He spoke of a mountainous island in the 

Atlantic Ocean, the collapse of which would 

cause a tsunami that would devastate the 

entire east coast of North America; and the 

supervolcano beneath Yellowstone, whose 

eruption would tear the heart out of the 

continent. Hundreds of millions dead.

And that would only be the beginning.

The Starman didn’t care. It wasn’t his planet. We 

weren’t his people. He only wanted one thing.

What choice did I have?

His machine re-sculpted my body, altering my dna, reducing

my musculature, shrinking my bones and even removing a

pair of ribs. All painless, even though I was wide wake while

my penis turned inside-out and grew a uterus, and my balls

crawled into the hole and became ovaries. My breasts would

be the envy of every woman I’d ever known, and the hair that

grew ever longer, and thicker, while the machine did its work

was simply the stuff of starlets and shampoo commercials.

I was more than female, more than just a woman. I was

beautiful. The face I saw in the mirror

was feminine beyond what I could ever

have achieved with mere makeup.

The mental conditioning that followed

hardly seemed necessary. It changed

the way I spoke, the way I walked, even

my sexual orientation. It left me with a

woman’s mind to match my body, but it

didn’t change who I am. Inside, I’m still

the same boy who used to sneak into

his mother’s room to wear her wig and

try on her clothes—only I grew up and

turned into a real girl. Just like Mom.

I’m also a hero, or heroine. My sacrifice

probably saved your life, not to mention

everyone else on this lousy planet. But

don’t feel too bad for me. The Starman

treats me pretty nice, and he’s not too

bad in the sack either. I’ll survive.  �


