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Stan Milner was alone in his garage, waxing his Firebird, when a tentacle snaked

through the open door and wrapped itself around his waist. It was smooth and cool

to the touch, not living flesh at all, and stronger than anything he’d ever felt. It

pulled him away from his car—gently, insistently, overwhelmingly.

He swore under his breath, too surprised to cry for help. He managed to hook his

fingers under the steely loop, straining until his muscles popped, but the grip on

his waist never budged. He stumbled across the concrete floor, barely keeping his

balance. It dragged him out the garage door, then lifted him off the ground. He felt

the afternoon sun on his face, while his legs scissored at empty air.

“Oh, God, Janice—” His breath ran out. His wife never answered. Perhaps she

was asleep, or watching television, or out with her friends. It didn’t matter.

Stan floated through the warm air, his bulging eyes focused on blue sky and fluffy

white clouds, until a second tentacle took him by the legs and he was sucked feet-

first into the giant machine that occupied the street in front of his house. He was

not the first, nor would he be the last.

*

Frank Bowman was in the shower when a tentacle broke through the window and

thunderously scraped the frame free of glass shards. Frank thought it was a

baseball at first, then that his house had mistakenly been targeted for demolition.

He yelled for the idiots to stop, to no avail, and yelled again when the tentacle

ripped the shower curtain down and grabbed him around the waist.

Frank never touched ground again. A second tentacle helped angle him through

the window, reeling him toward the huge vehicle parked out front. It was twice as

tall as it was long, like a double- or triple-decker version of a moving truck, and it

totally blocked his view of Stan’s house across the street.

A circular hole in the side opened as he approached. With an audible POP of air

he was sucked into the machine. The portal snapped shut, cutting off sunshine,

blue sky and a last fleeting glimpse of his home. In that instant, he was certain that

he’d never see any of it again.

*

Willard Adams was servicing his wife when the dormer window in their bedroom

exploded. She screamed and he cursed, but the tentacle ignored her and took him

about the waist, bearing him high in the air and out into the afternoon sun. The

next thing he saw was the factory on wheels parked in the street outside. It had

extended its reach into several nearby houses and Willard caught sight of one
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man, then another, each wrapped in a pair of monstrous arms, disappearing into

the machine ahead of him. By the time his own second tentacle arrived he knew

what was coming.

When the door clicked shut, Willard too left the world of light behind.

*

Stan Milner found himself in the dark. The tentacles had vanished, leaving him

lying on a warm, slightly rubbery surface. Only inches away his hands found a

curving roof of unyielding metal, like the inside of a torpedo tube. He imagined

the machine taking aim at some far-away target, like the Wal-Mart a few blocks

away, and firing—and he exploding into the brick wall that faced his house like a

skydiver without a parachute. He drew a shuddering breath. Detonation on impact

would be a good thing.

“Hey! Is anyone there?” he shouted. “What the hell’s going on?”

“Stan? Is that you?” The voice struggled to be heard through layers of metal and

whatever else the interior of the machine was stuffed with.

“Frank?” The darkness left no clue as to direction. “You in here too?”

“Yeah. What the fuck is this thing anyway?”

“I dunno.” Stan rapped on the ceiling, receiving not even an echo for his effort.

“Seems kind of alien to me.”

“Shit—I do not want one of those damn things in my belly.”

His throat spasmed. “May—maybe they’re good aliens.”

“You outta your mind? Good aliens do the ‘take me to your leader’ thing. They do

not break windows and grab guys in their god-damn bathrooms!”

“Hey, guys—can you hear me? It’s Willard!”

“Willie? Shit, they got you too? What the fuck’s goin’ on?”

Stan felt his skin crawl. Something was touching him—hundreds, perhaps

thousands, of soft fingers, each with the strength of a steel cable. They ensnared

his limbs, his body, his head. “Something’s got me!” he yelled. He heard his

friends scream and knew the same thing was happening to them.

“What the fu—” That was Frank, his voice coming from somewhere south of

Stan’s feet. Off to the side, panicked breathing and frantic scrabbling—that had to

be Willie. And from further afield came a woman’s voice, someone he did not

recognize; first pleading with the unseen aliens, then cursing.

So there were women here too. Could Janice be here?
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The thought of his wife trapped here with him was both comforting and terrifying;

one extreme balancing the other. He had to get out, if only to warn her.

The darkness began to fade, through lighter shades of black and grey, finally

growing into a pearly luminescence with no particular source. The interior of the

tube was a colorless gloss, like the inside of a refrigerator.

Abruptly, the fingers sprang to life and ripped his clothing to shreds. He tensed,

choking on fear, expecting his skin to be next. But it didn’t happen. The shreds

were sucked into tiny holes in the walls, leaving him naked.

“Stan? You okay?” Frank’s voice. “What happened?”

“Damn thing tore my clothes off,” he yelled. “I’m naked!”

“Join the crowd. Fucking thing nailed me in the shower.”

“Me too,” Willard said. “What are we gonna do?”

“How the hell should I know?” Stan was pissed. He felt horribly exposed, with his

junk hanging there in plain view of whoever or whatever was behind this. There

was no one in sight, but he knew he was being watched. He could feel it. Maybe

there was a webcam trained on him, broadcasting his captivity to a planet-wide

audience—the only question being, what planet?

Stan considered the possibility that little green men (and women) on a planet a

hundred light-years away were at this very moment—thanks to the magic of the

subspace internet—enjoying a reality show in which the men (and women?) of

Earth are captured, rendered naked and—and what? He had no idea what might

happen next. He could be killed, or cured of all Earthly diseases, or turned into a

giant cucumber. Stan Milner began to panic.

Frank’s voice brought him back. Frank’s voice yelling at something, ordering

something to “get the fuck away” from him. Frank’s voice abruptly muffled, then

silenced, like someone had stuffed a gag in his mouth.

“Stan?” Willard’s voice sifted through the wall, as if the man was afraid of being

overheard. “You know what they say about UFOs?”

“No! What the hell do they say about UFOs,” Stan shouted back. If they were

being watched, why bother whispering?

“You know—what they do to the people they abduct.”

Stan was about to tell the guy to get real; how UFOs aren’t real and how abductees

are fantasy-prone losers looking for meaning in their pathetic little lives… But he

realized that maybe, this time at least, the skeptic in him might be wrong. He

might be inside a UFO at this very moment. In which case…



4

“Oh, crap. I’m gonna get probed. It’s—” Willard’s voice stopped.

Stan barely noticed. Snakes were emerging from the walls.

*

Three long tentacles, each with the cross-section of an adult anaconda. They were

supple as worms; bleached white, as if they spent their lives underground. The tips

were rounded knobs, with a small hole in the center. Like a tiny mouth, or…

His mind skittered away from the comparison. “Stay back,” Stan found himself

muttering. Or shouting. Not that it made any difference.

One tentacle approached slithered between his feet, gradually straightening as it

neared his torso. A second descended on his hips from above, its mouth widening

to the size of a vacuum nozzle. And before he could say another word, the third

tentacle plunged into his mouth.

Stan Milner, like his friends before him, had been silenced.

Three probes entered his body—one jamming itself down his throat, another

slipping into his rear end, and the third sucking his junk into itself like a turbo-

charged shop-vac. Curiously, there was no pain, no discomfort, no gagging.

Although he couldn’t move, his body felt normal.

The tube began to fill with water. Stan panicked until he realized he was getting

air through the probe. The section in his mouth expanded to stretch his lips. Water

rose to cover his face, with his nostrils pinched shut by the fingers that held him in

place. The water was warm and clear, and the tube was filled, top to bottom.

His skin tingled, almost painfully, as if his body was wrapped in a blanket of

electricity. The water darkened with thousands of black flecks—no, tiny hairs—

and he felt cooler. A gentle current swept the darkness past his feet, followed by a

halo of longer hair from the top of his head.

Shit. He was bald. He might have wept, but if there were tears the liquid bore them

away, unnoticed. What did these damn aliens want?

Something—many somethings—crawled out from within all three probes. Stan

whimpered, still helpless to move. Hundreds of tiny worms—or whatever they

were—dispersed throughout his body. Throat, lungs, stomach, bowels, and they

didn’t stop there. Stan could feel them moving, wriggling… and changing.

What happened between his legs was worse: a cutting sensation, again with no

pain, then tugging. An arm tipped with bony fingers darted into view and into his

crotch, emerging moments later with a crumpled sack of flesh.

Stan was no longer ‘the man’.
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Light in the tube took on a reddish hue—blood, Stan realized. His blood. Piece by

piece, the machine was taking him apart. He imagined himself as a disembodied

head—or brain—kept alive in the alien equivalent of the crab tank in a seafood

restaurant. There might be a worse fate, but none came to mind.

The tip of his penis was slit open and the probe crawled inside. Stan wanted to

scream as his flesh was whittled away until only flaccid skin remained. But the

probe didn’t stop there; it continued on into his torso like a mining machine

following a rich seam of coal. Eventually it gave way to an army of small worms

that fanned out from the new point of entry. Together with the others, they touched

every square inch of his body, inside and out. Not even his bones were spared; he

imagined them being sawed in half, trimmed and rejoined. Bits of him, flesh and

bone alike, were cut off and vacuumed away. The tube hummed to the pulsing of

the main probes. He was getting smaller.

By then it was clear: the machine wasn’t taking him apart, it was changing him.

He would probably survive the process, but as what?

Slowly, the probe in his crotch withdrew. It widened to encompass the limp skin

dangling between his legs, then carefully pushed back into his body—lining the

new tunnel with the skin of what had been his manhood. That’s when Stan knew.

He was being turned into a woman.

The activity in his neck made a lot more sense: his Adam’s apple had been

removed, his throat re-sculpted from the inside, and probably his voice box altered

as well. The rich baritone that once thrilled his wife was gone, to be replaced by

what? Giggling schoolgirl soprano? A sexy contralto? He shuddered inside.

The assault on the rest of his body also made more sense: the loss of two ribs, the

shrinkage in his waist, the fresh padding on his hips, the slimming of his arms and

legs. Even his hands felt smaller. Not to mention the mounds that rose slowly from

his chest, for which he had a front-row seat. He had breasts, a vagina, and

probably a womb too. Could the machine create ovaries as well? As a woman,

was he to be fertile? Where would it end? Breeding stock? Did Mars really need

women that badly?

His body had been transformed. He was a hundred percent female now, from his

narrow shoulders and sunken throat to his lean legs and dainty feet.

But the machine wasn’t done. Wave after wave of the worms passed up through

his neck, just under the skin. The probe in his mouth expanded, flowing like liquid

metal to cover his face. He could no longer see, but he sensed the cool touch of yet

another probe on the top of his head, spanning his scalp from ear to ear and his

forehead back to the nape of his neck. The skin there began tingling.
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Stan felt a sickening snap in his head. Then another, followed by a cascade. He

had no words to describe the feeling; his skull fractured, split into pieces, then

stitched back together. It felt like it was happening to someone else.

Fingers working beneath his skin rearranged the cartilage that gave structure to his

nose, the muscles that overlay his cheekbones, the tendons that controlled his

mouth and the landscape of his lips. None of the subtle details that made Stan

Milner look like himself were to remain unchanged.

He wondered what—or who—he’d look like when it was all over. Smaller, no

doubt; smoother, daintier, more symmetric features. More feminine. It would be a

different face, right down to the bone. It would be a woman’s face.

It wouldn’t be him anymore. Stan wasn’t sure he could live with that.

Finally, the probe crawled into his head—all the way inside, into his brain. Into

his mind. Into his soul.

Oh, God. What the hell is it doing? It’s not fair. I’m not a chick. I’m not like that.

I can’t wear skirts and makeup and all that crap. I’m a regular guy.

Oh, God, Janice… Boobs, long hair, high heels—that’s her stuff. Maybe I…

Maybe she could show me how… How to wear my hair, how to look pretty. I think

I’d like that. And how to act around the guys. How to handle a man… How to be

with a man, the way she was with me. I could do that. I’m a woman.

*

The worms departed her body via all three probes. The tentacle between her legs

slid out and detached, leaving a (fully healed) vertical slit in its wake, while the

one in her derriere departed in the manner of a swift bowel movement. Both

retracted into the wall. The water in the tube drained away and the third probe

popped free of her mouth. A blast of warm air dried her skin, and the metallic cap

detached itself from her head.

Stan Milner felt the tickle of delicate hairs on her forehead. Longer hair covered

her ears and touched her shoulders. She could move again.

She moaned. Her body felt bruised and sore, but—amazingly—seemed to be in

one piece. “Oooh, my goodness…” she muttered, in a voice that fell from her lips

like liquid silk. Contralto, she thought, relieved not to sound like a total ditz.

“Stan? Is that you?” A feminine soprano, but familiar all the same.

“Frank?” So it wasn’t just her. Frank was a woman too.

“Who else? Quite the change, huh?”
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“Ya think?” Stan sighed heavily. “How’s Willie doing?”

“She’s gone—free, I mean. The machine let her go.”

“So he’s a woman too?”

“She sure is. Sounds kinda sexy too. A lot like you.”

“Gee, thanks. You sound nice too—gorgeous, actually.”

“Oh, I am! You gotta check me out. I’m blonde now, like the wife.” She laughed.

“Now I feel bad about all those ‘dumb blonde’ jokes I used to tell.”

Stan smiled. “We didn’t know any better.”

“I guess I had it coming.” Frank paused. “This thing is about done dressing me.

Sure wish I could take it home—getting ready for work would be a breeze.”

Stan thought about that. “It dressed you?”

“Sure, the whole nine yards. Whoops, here I go. See you outside!”

A clang, followed by silence. Frank was gone.

The tentacles returned, now equipped with hands. Not human hands—they were

ghoulishly slim, only four fingers and no visible joints. A neatly folded bundle

carried by one of them unfolded into a pair of pantyhose. Stan blinked and looked

again. Yes, pantyhose; beige and very sheer.

The hands—all four of them—gently lifted her legs, drawing the sheer material

over her feet and up over her knees. A pair of pink panties followed—or, to be

more precise, control briefs. Stan noticed the high waist and spandex panels for

gentle tummy control. Functional, but stylish.

The hands pulled the nylon tight to her feet, then added a pair of shoes: white

open-toed pumps with three-inch heels. Stan approved the choice. Perfect for day-

wear, but they’d show off her legs nicely.

Stan wondered, all too briefly, how she could so easily accept what had happened

to her. An alien machine, vast and unstoppable, had transformed her into a woman

and was now intent on adding the clothes to match. An hour ago that would have

been unthinkable. But now? Everything was different.

The tube began moving. Stan’s head rose and her feet dropped. Seconds later she

was upright, standing on a flat surface inside the tube, balanced uneasily on those

three-inch heels. Insistently, the hands pulled the pantyhose up and around her

hips, then tugged the control brief into place.

A pink brassiere emerged from the wall, unfolding between two hands as it moved

toward her chest. The cups were easily as big as the ones Janice wore.
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Stan wondered where the machine was getting all these clothes. Did it shop at

Bloomingdale’s? Did it raid a warehouse in Mexico before coming here? Or a

factory in China? Was it a cottage industry unto itself, with all its stuff made on-

site? Inquiring minds wanted to know.

She felt her arms lifted. The bra fluttered into place, drawn by efficient hands that

wouldn’t take ‘no’ for an answer. Not that she was planning to object. After

everything else the machine had done, dressing her was the least it could do.

With her arms raised, a long white slip dropped the length of her body. Real silk,

she noticed, pleased that the aliens didn’t cheap out when it came to quality fabric.

The hem barely covered her thighs. It was followed by a sleeveless sheath dress

that left her knees exposed. The zipper scooted up her back, pulling the dress tight

to her body. Stan remembered having done the same for Janice, only the night

before. Now it was her turn and that seemed only fair. The seam drew closed at the

top, the clasp clicked shut—and she was dressed.

The tentacles set to work on her hair. Some finger-combed the ends while others

held her head to protect the roots. Hands flew through her long tresses, some

lifting the hair, others wielding combs—and then brushes. Scissors appeared as

well, but only briefly, to trim the tips.

A can of hair spray popped into view. Stan recognized the label as it swept past:

Elnett Satin, by L’Oreal. Janice used it all the time. Now how could the machine

know that? Perhaps the aliens had read her mind.

That was a problem. The aliens clearly had superior technology; if they could read

minds too, how could the men of Earth possibly resist this invasion? Stan worried

about that. Then she wondered if it really mattered. Then she decided that Frank

was right; one of these babies would be just the ticket to speed up her morning

makeover. A girl’s best friend; way better than diamonds.

Stan felt a cool tickle of hair spray drifting down upon her shoulders. Her hair was

lifted and brushed out from the underside to add volume, then smoothed from top

to bottom for flowing tresses with no stragglers.

A cloud of brunette hair enveloped her face. She felt it stream over both ears,

gathering about her bare neck and spilling halfway down her back. It teased her

shoulder blades and flooded over one breast in the front. She marvelled at how,

even from the inside, the hair somehow completed her. It linked her now-feminine

mind to her female body, smoothing the transition between the two, fusing both

into a single womanly being. Long hair is what made it all work.

The hands returned, bearing an assortment of brushes, sponges and wands. Stan

felt a whirlwind of moist, tickling sensations over her cheeks, around her mouth
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and eyes, and on her lips, lashes and eyelids. It was to be a woman’s face for a

woman’s body: cool dry skin, a mouth that tasted of wax and strawberries,

eyelashes that fanned into her field of view like dark fireworks.

Stan shook a head that was no longer

male. Long hair flowed into view,

then back again. Her eyes drooped

and her lips parted. She felt her

throat (and her cleavage) spritzed

with atomized liquid.

She recognized Janice’s scent.

Janice’s perfume, her hair spray, the

size of her breasts. Even the dress

Stan wore looked like one of hers.

Stan wondered if she’d been turned

into Janice’s twin sister, only with

brown hair replacing the red. But

perhaps it didn’t really matter. There

are worse fates.

Janice was a beautiful woman.

Perhaps, Stan mused, that was to be

her own fate as well—and she

approved.

The machine forced her fingers into

slots in the wall. They emerged only

seconds later with fashionably long

nails—pink-lacquered and neatly

manicured.

One final touch of feminine grace.

Stan looked straight ahead and

smiled for the camera. Whoever was

watching, they should know: in spite

of everything they’d done to her, she

was still strong.

She was a woman of Earth.

And she could not be defeated.

*
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The tentacle returned Stan Milner to the outside world, depositing her on the

sidewalk in front of her house. The sun was shining. She stood there, swaying on

unfamiliar heels, barely able to comprehend what had happened.

A gentle breeze swept soft hair over her face. She tugged it back and watched as

the machine lurched off down the street. The tentacles emerged, from both sides at

once, and found some entry into the nearby homes. It didn’t take long.

There went Ned Turner, and his teenage son, and old Mr. Jenkins who never

mowed his lawn. That gay couple, both lawyers, from the big house they’d just

had built. And others that Stan didn’t know. It was their turn now.

A blonde woman waved at Stan from across the street. She was small and pretty,

clad in a red cocktail dress with a fabric belt and a strappy pair of silver heels. She

smiled and with one hand flared out long wavy hair, which foamed across her

shoulders and settled neatly atop large—but not ungainly—breasts.

That was Frank Bowman. Stan waved back.

Next-door, a tall woman with fierce red hair gave Stan the thumbs-up before

disappearing through the front door of Willard Adams’ home.

Stan’s gaze wandered up the street. She saw a young woman comforting a

frightened girl no more than eight years old, while across the road two teenage

girls stood staring at each another. Father and son become mother and daughter?

Brothers transformed into sisters?

Beyond the rooftops, more tentacles arched toward houses on the next street over.

A second machine. How many were there? Perhaps every street in town had its

own unstoppable feminizing machine—or soon would have. How many cities

across the globe would face the same fate? How many of the world’s men?

Farther up the street, women and girls—some young, some old—stood together in

groups, some talking and gesturing, others simply standing and staring. And in the

distance, towering over treetops on the edge of town, stood the silver tower of an

alien spaceship. The ship that had crossed dark light-years to turn Stan Milner into

a woman.

Stan shivered delicately and caressed her arms. It was the beginning of the rout of

civilization, of the massacre of mankind… of mankind.

She shook back her long hair. Perhaps what came next would be better.  �


